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TO 
'BLB 

THE  HON"^."  CHARLES  EWAN  LAW,  M.P. 
BECORDER    OF   LONDOIT, 

ETC.  STX^  StC. 

»  • Mt  peab  Sib, 

It  vould  be  almost  superfluous  to  assure 

you  of  my  esteem  and  regard ;  but  feelings  of 

personal  friendship  are  rarely  assigned  as  the 

sole  motives  of  a  dedication.     The  qualities, 

however,  Trhich  command  public  respect,  and  the 

services  which  have  secured  it  to  you  in  so  high 

a  degree^  must  appear  a  sufficient  motive  for 

offering  you  this  shght  tribute,  in  the  eyes  not 

only  of  those  who  know  and  love  you  in  the 

relations  of  private  life,  but  of  all  the  many 
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who  have  marked  your  career,  either  as  a 

lawyer,  alike  eminent  in  learning  and  in  elo- 

quence, or  as  a  just,  impartial,  clear-sighted, 

and  yet  merciful  judge. 

You  will  willingly  accept  the  book,  I  know, 

for  the  sake  of  the  author;  though,  perhaps, 

you  may  have  neither  time  nor  incUnation  to 

read  it.  Accept  the  dedication,  also,  I  beg, 

as  a  sincere  testimony  of  respect  from  one, 

who,  having  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  world, 

and  studied  mankind  attentively,  is  not  easily 

induced  to  reverence  or  won  to  regard. 

When  you  look  upon  this  page,  it  will  pro- 

bably call  to  your  mind  some  very  pleasant 

hours,  which  would  doubtless  have  been  as 

agreeable  if  I  had  not  been  there.  As  I  write 

it,  it  brings  up  before  my  eyes  many  a  various 

scene,  of  which  you  and  yours  were  the  embel- 

lishment and  the  light.  At  all  events,  such 

memories  must  be  pleasant  to  us  both;  for 
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they  refer  to  days  almost  -without  a  shadow, 

-when  the  magistrate  and  the  legislator  escaped 

firom  care  and  thought^  and  the  laborious  man 

of  letters  cast  away  his  toil. 

In  the  following  pages^  you  will  find  more 

than  one  place  depicted,  as  familiar  to  your 

remembrance  as  to  mine ;  and  if  I  have  taken 

some  Uberties  with  a  few  locaUties,  stolen  a 

mile  or  two  off  certain  distances,  or  deprived 

various  hills  and  dales  of  their  due  proportions, 

these  faults  are  of  a  species  of  petty  larceny,  on 

which  I  do  not  think  you  will  pass  a  severe 

sentence,  and  I  hope  the  public  will  imitate 

your  lenity. 

I  trust  that  no  very  striking  errors  will 

meet  your  eye;  for  I  believe  I  have  given  a 

oorrect  picture  of  the  state  of  society  in  this 

good  county  of  Kent,  as  it  existed  some  eighty 

or  ninety  years  ago ;  and,  in  regard  to  the  events, 

if  you  or  any  of  my  readers  should  be  incUned 
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to  exclaim — "  This  incident  is  not  probable  !*' 

I  have  an. answer  ready,  quite  satisfactory  to 

myself,  whatever  it  may  be  to  others ;  namely, 

that  ''the  improbable  incident"  is  true.  All 

the  more  wild,  stirring,  and  what  may  be  called 

romantic  parts  of  the  tale,  are  not  alone/ouneled 

upon  fact,  but  are  facts ;  and  the  narrative  owes 

me  nothing  more  than  a  gown  owes  to  a  semp- 

stress— namely,  the  mere  sewing  of  it  together 

with  a  very  common-place  needle  and  tliread. 

In  short,  a  few  characters  thrown  in  for  relief, 

a  little  love,  a  good  deal  of  landscape,  and  a  few 

tiresome  reflections,  are  all  that  I  have  added 

to  a  simple  relation  of  transactions  well  known 

to  many  in  this  part  of  the  country,  as  having 

actually  happened,  a  generation  or  two  ago. 

Amongst  these  recorded  incidents,  are  the 

attack  of  Goudhurst  Church  by  the  smugglers, 

its  defence  by  the  peasantry,  the  pursuit,  and 
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defeat    of   the    firee-traders  of  those   days  by 

the  dragoons,  the  implication  of  some  persons 

of  great  wealth  in  the  most  heinous  parts  of  the 

transaction,  the  Tisit  of  Mowie,  the  officer,  in 

disguise,  to  the  meeting- place  of  his  adversaries, 

his  accidental  detection  by  one  of  them,  and 

the  bold  and  daring  manoeuvre  of  the  smuggler, 

Harding,  as  related  near  the  close  of  the  work. 

Another  incident,  but  too  sadly  true — namely, 

the  horrible  deed  by  which  some  of  the  persons 

taking  a  chief  part  in  the  contraband  trade, 

called  down  upon  themselves  the  fierce  enmity 

of  the  peasantry — ^I  have  but  lightly  touch'*d 

upon,  for  reasons  you  will  understand  and  ap- 

preciate.   But  it  is  some  satisfaction  to  know 

that  there  were  just  judges  in  those  days,  as 

well  as  at  present,  and  that  the  perpetrators  of 

one   of   the   most   brutal    crimes  on  record, 

suffered  the  punishment  they  so  well  merited. 
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Happily,  my  dear  sir,  a  dedication,  in  these 

days,  is  no  compliment;  and  therefore  I  can 

freely  offer,  and  you  receive  it,  as  a  true  and 

simple  expression  of  high  respect  and  regard. 

From  yours  faithfully, 

G.  P.  B.  JAMES. 



THE    SMUGGLER 

CHAPTER   L 

It  is  wonderful  -what  improvements  have  taken 
place  in  clocks  and  watches  during  the  last  half- 
century;   how  accurately  the  escapements  are 

constructed,  how  delicately  the    springs    are 

formed,  how  easily  the  wheels  move,  and  what 

good  time  they  keep.    After  all,  society  is  but 

a  clock,  a  very  complicated  piece  of  mechanism ; 

and  it,  too,  has  undergone,  in  many  countries, 

the  same  improvements  that  have  taken  place 

in  the  little  ticking  machines  that  we  put  in  our 

pockets,  or  those  greater  indicators  of  our  pro- 
gress towards  eternity  that  we  hang  upon  our 

walls.    From  the  wooden  clock,  with  its  weight 

and  catgut,  to  the  exquisite  chronometer  which 
VOL.  I.  B 
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yaries  ooly  by  a  second  or  two  in  the  course 

of  the  year,  what  a  vast  advance !  and  between 

even  a  period  which  many  still  living  can  re- 
member, and  that  in  which  I  now  write,  what  a 

change  has  taken  place  in  the  machinery  and 

organization  of  the  land  in  which  we  dwell ! 

In  the  times  which  I  am  about  to  depict, 

though  feudal  ages  were  gone,  though  no  proud 

barons  ruled  the  country  round  from  castle  and 

stronghold,  though  the  tumultuous  times  of  the 

great  rebellion  had  also  passed  away,  and  men 

in  buff  and  bandolier  no  longer  preached,  or 

fought,  or  robbed,  or  tyrannized,  under  the 

name  of  law  and  liberty,  though  the  times  of  the 

second  Charles,  and  the  second  James,  William 

and  Mary,  and  good  Queen  Anne,  &lling 

collars,  and  hats  and  plimies,  and  floating  wigs 

and  broad-tailed  coats,  were  all  gone — ^bundled 

away  into  the  great  lumber-room  of  the  Fast — 
still,  dear  reader,  there  was  a  good  deal  of  the 

wooden  clock  about  the  mechanism  of  society. 

One  of  the  parts  in  which  rudeness  of  con- 
struction and  coarseness  of  material  were  most 

apparent,  was,  in  the  Customs  system  of  the 
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country,  and  in  the  impediments  which  it  met 

idth.     The  escapement  was  anything  but  fine. 

Now  a  days  we  do  things  delicately.    If  we  wish 

to  cheat  the  government,  we  forge  Exchequer 

biUs,  or  bribe  landing-waiters  and  supervisors, 
or  courteously  insinuate  to  a  superior  officer  that 

a  thousand  pounds  is  not  too  great  a  mark  of 

gratitude  for  enabling   us    to  pocket  twenty 

thousand  at  the  expense  of  the  Customs.     If 

we  wish  to  cheat  the  pubUc,  there  is  chalk  for 

our  milk,  grains  of  paradise  for  our  beer,  sago 

and  old  rags  for  our  sugar,  lime  for  our  Unen, 

and  devils'  dust  to  cover  our  backs.     Chemistry 
and  electricity,  steam  and  galvanism,  all  lend 

their  excellent  aid  to  the  cheat,  the  swindler, 

and  the  thief;  and  if  a  man  is  inchned  to  keep 

himself  within  respectable  limits,  and  deceive 

himself  and   others  at  the   same  time,   with 

perfect  good  faith  and  due  decorum,  are  there 

not  homceopathy,  hydropathy,  and  mesmerism? 

In  the  days  I  speak  of,  it  was  not  so.     There 

was    a    grander    roughness    and    daringness 

about  both  our  rogues  and  our  theorists.    None 
but  a  small  villain  would  consent  to    be    a 

B  S 
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swindler.  We  had  more  robbers  than  cheats ; 

and  if  a  man  chose  to  be  an  impostor,  it  was 

with  all  the  dignity  and  decision  of  a  Psal- 
znanazor,  or  a  bottle  conjuror.  Gunpowder  and 

lead  were  the  only  chemical  agents  employed ; 

a  bludgeon  was  the  animal  magnetism  most  in 

vogue,  and  your  senses  and  your  person  were 

attacked  and  knocked  down  upon  the  open  road 

without  having  the  heels  of  either  delicately 

tripped  up  by  some  one  you  did  not  see. 

Still  this  difference  was  more  apparent  in  the 

system  of  smuggling  than  in  anything  else,  and 

tlie  whole  plan,  particulars,  course  of  action  and 

rel^ults  were  so  completely  opposed  to  anything 

that  is,  or  can  be  in  the  present  day — the  scenes, 

the  characters,  the  very  localities  have  so  totally 

changed,  that  it  may  be  necessary  to  pause  a 

moment  before  we  go  on  to  tell  our  tale,  in  order 

to  give  some  sort  of  description  of  the  state  of 

the  country  bordering  on  the  sea-coast,  at  the 

period  to  which  I  allude. 

Scarcely  any  one  of  the  maritime  counties  was, 

in  those  days,  without  its  gang  of  smugglers ; 

for  if  France  was  not  opposite,  Holland  was  not 

far  off;  and  if  brandy  was  not  the  object,  nor  silk. 
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nor  wine,  yet  tea  and  cinnamon,  and  hoUands, 

and  Tarioos  !East  India  goods,  were  things  duly 

estimated  by  the  British  public,  especially  vfhen 

they  could  be  obtained  without  the  payment  of 

Custom-House  dues.  But  besides  the  induce- 

ments to  smuggling,  which  the  high  price  that 

those  dues  imposed  upon  certain  articles,  held 

out,  it  must  be  remembered  that  various  other 

commodities  were  totally  prohibited,  and  as  an 

ineTitable  consequence,  were  desired  and  sought 

for  more  than  any  others.  The  nature  of  both 

man  and  woman,  from  the  time  of  Adam  and 

Eve  down  to  the  present  day,  has  always  been 

fond  of  forbidden  fruit;  and  it  mattered  not  a  pin 

whether  the  goods  were  really  better  or  worse^ 

so  that  they  were  prohibited,  men  would  risk 

their  necks  to  get  them.  The  system  of  pre- 

vention also  was  very  inefficient,  and  a  few 

scattered  Custom-House  officers,  aided  by  a 

cruiser  here  or  there  upon  the  coast,  had  an  ex- 

cellent opportunity  of  getting  their  throats  cut  or 

their  heads  broken,  or  of  making  a  decent  liveli- 

hood by  conniving  at  the  transactions  they  were 

sent  down  to  stop,  as  the  peculiar  temperament  of 



6  THE  SMUGGLER. 

each  individual  might  render  such  operations 

pleasant  to  him.  Thus^  to  use  one  of  the 

smugglers'  own  expressions — a  roaring  trade  in 
contraband  goods  was  going  on  along  the  whole 

British  coast,  with  very  little  let  or  hindrance. 

As  there  are  land-sharks  and  water-sharks, 
so  were  there  then  (and  so  are  there  now) 

land-smugglers  and  water -smugglers.  The 
latter  brought  the  objects  of  their  commerce, 

either  from  foreign  countries  or  from  foreign 

vessels,  and  landed  them  on  the  coast — and  a 

bold,  daring,  reckless  body  of  men  they  were ; 

the  former,  in  gangs,  consisting  frequently  of 

many  hundreds,  generally  well  mounted  and 

armed,  conveyed  the  commodities  so  landed  into 
the  interior,  and  distributed  them  to  others,  who 

Tetailed  them  as  occasion  required.  Nor  were 

these  gentry  one  whit  less  fearless,  enterprising, 
and  lawless  than  their  brethren  of  the  sea. 

We  have  not  yet  done,  however,  with  all 

the  ramifications  of  this  vast  and  magnificent 

league,  for  it  extended  itself,  in  the  districts 

where  it  existed,  to  almost  every  class  of  society. 

Each  tradesman  smuggled  or  dealt  in  smuggled 
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goods;  eacb  public-house  was  supported  by 
Bmngglers,  and  gave  them  in  return  every 

facility  possible;  each  country  gentleman  on 

the  coast  dabbled  a  little  in  the  interesting 

traffic ;  almost  every  magistrate  shared  in  the 

proceeds  or  partook  of  the  commodities. 

Scarcely  a  house  but  had  its  place  of  conceal- 
ment, which  would  accommodate  either  kegs  or 

bales,  or  human  beings,  as  the  case  might  be ; 

and  many  streets  in  sea-port  towns  had  private 
passages  from  one  house  to  another,  so  that  the 

gentleman  inquired  for  by  the  officers  at  No.  I, 

was  often  walking  quietly  out  of  No.  SO,  while 

they  were  searching  for  him  in  vain.  The  back 

of  one  street  had  always  excellent  means  of 
oonmiunication  with  the  front  of  another ;  and 

the  gardens  gave  exit  to  the  country  with  as 

little  delay  as  possible. 
Of  all  counties,  however,  the  most  favoured 

by  nature  and  by  art  for  the  very  pleasant  and 

exciting  sport  of  smuggling,  was  the  county  of 

Kent;  its  geographical  position,  its  local  fea- 
tures, its  variety  of  coast,  all  affi)rded  it  the 

greatest  advantages;  and  the  daring  character 
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of  the  natives  on  the  shores  of  the  Channel  >ivas 

sure  to  turn  those  advantages  to  the  purposes  in 

question.  Sussex,  indeed,  was  not  without  its 
share  of  £Eu;ilities,  nor  did  the  Sussex  men  £ail  to 

improve  them ;  but  they  were  so  much  farther  off 

from  the  opposite  coast,  that  the  commerce — 

which  we  may  well  call  the  regular  trade — ^was,  at 
Hastings,  Bye,  and  Winchelsea,  in  no  degree  to 

be  compared  to  that  which  was  carried  on  from 

the  North  Foreland  to  Bomney  Hoy. 

At  one  time,  the  fine  level  of  ̂'  The  Marsh,"  a 
dark  night  and  a£Eur  wind,  afforded  a  delightful 

opportunity  for  landing  a  cargo  and  carrying  it 

rapidly  into  the  interior  ;  at  another  time.  Sand- 
wich Flats  and  Pevensey  Bay  presented  a  harbour 

of  refuge,  and  a  place  of  repose  to  kegs  innumer- 
able and  bales  of  great  value ;  at  another  period, 

the  cliffs  round  Folkestone  and  near  the  South 

Foreland,  saw  spirits  travelling  up  by  paths 
which  seemed  inaccessible  to  mortal  foot ;  and 

at  another,  the  wild  and  broken  ground  at 

the  back  of  Sandgate  was  traversed  by  long 

trains  of  horses,  escorting  or  carrying  every  de- 
scription of  contraband  articles. 
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The   interior   of  the  country  was  not  less 

£aTOuiable  to  the  traffic  than  the  coast:  large 

masses  of  wood,  numerous  gentlemen's  parks, 
hills  and  dales  tossed  about  in  wild  confusion ; 

roads  such  as  nothing  but  horses  could  travel, 
or  men  on  foot,  often  constructed  with  felled 

trees  or  broad  stones  laid  side  by  side ;  wide 

tracts    of    ground,    partly    copse   and   partly 

moor,  called  in  that  county  *'  minnisses  ;*'  and  a 
long  extent  of  the  Weald  of  Kent,  through  which 

no  high  way  existed,  and  where  such  thing 

as  coach  or  carriage  was  never  seen,— offered 

the  land  smugglers  opportunities  of  carrying 

on  their  transactions  with  the  degree  of  secrecy 

and  safety  which  no  other   county  afforded. 

Their  numbers,  too,  were  so  great,  their  bold- 
ness and  violence  so  notorious,  their  powers  of 

injuring  or  annoying  so  various,  that  even  those 

who  took  no  part  in  their  operations  were  glad 

to  connive  at  their  proceedings,  and  at  times  to 

aid  in  concealing  their  persons  or  their  goods. 

Not  a  park,  not  a  wood,  not  a  bam,  did  not 

at  some  period  afford  them  a  refuge  when  pur- 

sued, or  become  a  depository  for  their  commo- 
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dities^  and  many  a  man,  on  visiting  his  stable 

or  his  cart-shed  early  in  the  morning,  found  it 
tenanted  by  anything  but  horses  or  wagons. 

The  churchyards  were  frequently  crowded  at 

night  by  other  spirits  than  those  of  the  dead, 

and  not  even  the  church  was  exempted  from 
such  visitations. 

None  of  the  people  of  the  county  took  notice 

of,  or  opposed,  these  proceedings ;  the  peasantry 

laughed  at,  or  aided,  and  very  often  got  a 

good  day's  work,  or  at  all  events  a  jug  of 
genuine  hollands  from  the  friendly  smugglers ; 

the  derk  and  the  sexton  willingly  aided  and 

abetted,  and  opened  the  door  of  vault,  or  vestry, 

or  church,  for  the  reception  of  the  passing 

goods ;  the  clergyman  shut  his  eyes,  if  he  saw 

tubs  or  stone  jars  in  his  way ;  and  it  is  remark- 
able what  good  brandy  punch  was  generally  to 

be  found  at  the  house  of  the  village  pastor. 

The  magistrates  of  the  county,  when  called 

upon  to  aid  in  pursuit  of  the  smugglers,  looked 

grave,  and  swore  in  constables  very  slowly; 

despatched  servants  on  horseback,  to  see  what 

was  going  on,  and  ordered  the  steward  or  the 

butler  to  *^8end  tfie  sheep   to   the  wood"  an 
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intimfttion  that  was  not  lost  upon  those  for 
whom  it  was  intended.  The  magistrates  and 
officers  of  seaport  towns  were  in  general  so 

deeply  implicated  in  the  trade  themselves,  that 

smuggling  had  a  fairer  chance  than  the  law,  in 

aay  case  that  came  before  them,  and  never 

was  a  more  hopeless  enterprise  undertaken,  in 

oldiiiary  circumstances,  than  that  of  convicting 

a  smuggler,  unless  captured  in  flagrant  delict. 

Were  it  only  our  object  to  depict  the  habits 

and  manners  of  these  worthy  people,  we  might 

take  any  given  part  of  the  seaward  side  of  Kent 

that  we  chose  for  particular  description ;  for  it 

vas  all  the  same.  No  railroads  had  penetrated 

through  the  country  then ;  no  coast  blockade 

was  ̂ tablished ;  even  martello-towers  were  un- 

known; and  in  the  general  confederacy  or 

miderstanding  which  existed  throughout  the 

whole  of  the  county,  the  officers  found  it  nearly 

a  useless  task  to  attempt  to  execute  their  duty. 
Nevertheless,  as  it  is  a  tale  I  have  to  tell,  not 

a  picture  to  paint,  I  may  as  well  dweU  for  a 

km  minutes  upon  the  scene  of  the  principal 

adventures  about  to  be  related.  A  long  range 

of  hills,  varying  greatly  in  height  and  steepness. 



12  THE   SMUGGLER. 

runs  nearly  down  the  centre  of  the  county  of 

Kent,  throwing  out  spurs  or  buttresses  in  dif- 
ferent directions,  and  sometimes  leaving  broad 

and  beautiful  valleys  between.  The  origin  or 

base,  if  we  may  so  call  it,  of  this  range  is  the 

great  Surrey  chain  of  hills ;  not  that  it  is  per- 
fectly connected  with  that  chain,  for  in  many 

places  a  separation  is  found,  through  which  the 

Medway,  the  Stour,  and  several  smaller  rivers 
wind  onward  to  the  Thames  or  to  the  sea; 

but  still  the  general  connexion  is  sufficiently 

marked,  and  from  Dover  and  Folkestone,  by 

Chart,  Lenham,  Maidstone,  and  Westerham,  on 

the  one  side,  and  Barham,  Harbledown,  and 

Bochester,  on  the  other,  the  road  runs  generally 

over  a  long  line  of  elevated  ground,  only  dip- 
ping down  here  and  there  to  visit  some  town  or 

city  of  importance  which  has  nested  itself  in 

one  of  the  lateral  valleys,  or  strayed  out  into 

the  plain. 

On  the  northern  side  of  the  county,  a 

considerable  extent  of  flat  ground  extends 

along  the  bank  and  estuary  of  the  Thames 
from  Greenwich  to  Sandwich  and  Deal.  On 

the  southern  side,  a  still  wider  extent  lies  be- 
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tveen  the  high-land  and  the  borders  of  Sussex. 
This  plain   or  yalley^  as  perhaps  it  may  be 

caUed,  terminates  at  the  sea  by  the  renowned 

flat  of  Komney  Marsh*     Farther  up,  somewhat 

narrowing  as  it  goes,  it  takes  the  name  of  the 

Weald  of  Kent,  comprising  some  very  rich  land 

and  a  number  of  small  villages,  with  one  or  two 

towns  of  no  very  great  importance.    This  Weald 

of  Kent  is  bordered  all  along  by  the  southern 

side  of  the  hilly  range  we  have  mentioned ;  but 

strange  to  say,  although  a  very  level  piece  of 

ground  was  to  be  had  through  this  district,  the 

high  road  perversely  pursued  its  way  up  and 

down  the  hills,  by  Lenham  and  Charing,  till  it 

thought  fit  to  descend  to  Ashford,  and  thence 

once  more  make  its  way  to  Folkestone.    Thus  a 

great  part  of  the  Weald  of  Kent  was  totally  un- 
travelled;   and  at  one  village  of  considerable 

size,  which  now  hears  almost  hourly  the  pant* 

ing  and  screaming  steam-engine  whirled  by, 
along  its  iron  course,  I  have  myself  seen  the 

whole  population  of  the  place  turn  out  to  be- 

hold the  wonderful  phenomenon  of  a  coach-and- 

four,  the  first  that  was  ever  beheld  in  the  place. 

Close  to  the  sea  the  hills  are  bare  enough ;  but 
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at  no  great  distance  inland,  they  become  rich 
in  wood^  and  the  Weald>  whether  arable  or 

pasture^  or  hop-garden  or  orchard,  is  so  divided 
into  small  fields  by  numerous  hedgerows  of 

fine  trees,  and  so  diversified  bypatches  of  wood- 

land, that,  seen  at  a  Uttle  distance  up  the  hill — 

not  high  enough  to  viewit  likea  map — ^it  assumes, 
in  the  leafy  season,  almost  the  look  of  a  forest 

partially  cleared. 
Along  the  southern  edge,  then,  of  the  hills 

we  have  mentioned,  and  in  the  plainer  valley 

that  stretches  away  firom  their  feet,  amongst  the 

woods,  and  hedgerows,  and  villages,  and  parks 

which  embeUish  that  district,  keeping  generally 

in  Kent,  but  sometimes  trespassing  a  Utile 

upon  the  fair  county  of  Sussex,  Ues  the  scene 

of  the  tale  which  is  to  follow,  at  a  period  when 

the  high  calling,  or  vocation,  of  smuggling  was 

in  its  most  palmy  days.  But  ere  I  proceed  to 

conduct  the  reader  into  the  actual  locality  where 

the  principal  events  here  recorded  really  took 

place,  I  must  pause  for  an  instant  in  the  capital, 

to  introduce  him  to  one  or  two  travelling  com* 

panions.  - 

i 
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CHAPTEBH. 

It  ̂ aa  in  the  grey  of  the  morning — and  very 

grey»  indeed,  the  morning  was,  with  much  more 

black  than  white  in  the  air,  much  more  of  night 

8tiU  remaining  in  the  sky  than  of  day  appearing 

m  the  east — ^when,  from  the  old  Golden  Gross, 

Charing  Cross,  or  rather  from  the  low  and 

narrow  archway  which,  at  that  time,  gave  exit 

from  its  yard  into  the  open  street  exactly  oppo- 
site the  statue  of  King  Charles,  issued  forth  a 

vehicle  which  had  not  long  lost  the  name  of 

diUgence,  and  assumed  that  of  stage-coach. 
Do  not  let  the  reader  delude  himself  into  the 

beUef  that  it  was  like  the  stage-coach  of  his 

own  recollections  in  any  other  respect  than*  in 
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having  four  wheels,  and  two  doors,  and  windows. 

Let  not  fancy  conjure  up  before  him  flat  sides 

of  a  bright  claret  colour,  and  a  neat  boot  as 

smooth  and  shining  as  a  looking-glass,  four 

bays,  or  browns,  or  greys,  three-parts  blood, 
and  a  coachman  the  pink  of  all  propriety. 

Nothing  of  the  kind  was  there.  The  yehicle 

was  large  and  roomy,  capable  of  containing 

within,  at  least,  six  traTcllers  of  large  size.  It 

was  hung  in  a  somewhat  straggling  manner 

upon  its  almost  upright  springs,  and  was  ele* 
rated  far  above  any  necessary  pitch.  The  top 
was  decorated  with  round  iron  rails  on  either 

side ;  and  multitudinous  were  the  packages  col- 
lected upon  the  space  so  enclosed;  while  a  large 

cage-like  instrument  behind  contained  one 
or  two  travellers,  and  a  quantity  of  parcels. 

The  colour  of  the  sides  was  yellow;  but  the 

numerous  inscriptions  which  they  bore  in  white 

characters  left  little  of  the  ground-work  to  be 
seen ;  for  the  name  of  every  place  at  which  the 

coach  stopped,  was  there  written  for  the  con- 
venience of  travellers  who  might  desire  to  visit 

any  town  upon  the  road;  so  that  each  side 
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seemed  more  like  a  leaf  out  of  a  topographical 

dictionary  of  the  county  of  Kent  than  anything 

else.  Underneath  the  carriage  was  a  large 

idcker  basket,  or  cradle,  also  filled  with  trunk- 

maSs,  and  various  other  contrivances  for  hold- 

ing the  goods  and  chattels  of  passengers ;  and 

the  appearance  of  the  whole  was  as  lumbering 

and  heavy  as  that  of  a  hippopotamus.  The 

coachman  mounted  on  the  box  was  a  very 

different  looking  animal  even  from  our  friend 

Mr.  Weller,  though  the  inimitable  portrait  of 

that  gentleman  is  now,  alas,  but  a  record  of  an 

extinct  creature !  However,  as  we  have  Httle 

to  do  with  the  driver  of  the  coach,  I  shall  not 

pause  to  give  a  long  account  of  his  dress  or 

appearance ;  and,  only  noticing  that  the  horses 

before  him  formed  as  rough  and  shambUng  a 

team  of  nags  as  ever  were  seen,  shall  proceed  to 

speak  of  the  travellers  who  occupied  the  interior 
of  the  vehicle. 

Although,  as  we  have  seen,  the  coach  would 

have  conveniently  contained  six,  it  was  now 

only  tenanted  by  three  persons.  The  first,  who 

had  entered  at  the  Golden  Gross,  Charing  Cross, 

VOL.  I.  c 
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was  a  tall,  thin,  elderly  gentleman,  dressed  with 

scrupulous  care  and  neatness.  EEis  linen  and 

his  neckcloth  were  as  white  as  snow,  his  shoes, 

his  silk  stockings,  his  coat,  his  waistcoat,  and 

his  breeches  as  black  as  jet ;  his  hat  was  in  the 

form  of  a  Banbury  cake ;  the  buckles  in  his  shoes, 

and  at  his  knees,  were  large  and  resplendent;  and 

a  gold-headed  cane  was  in  his  hand.  To  keep 
him  from  the  cold,  he  had  proyided  himself 

with  a  garment  which  would  either  serve  for  a 

cloak  or  a  coat,  as  he  might  find  agreeable,  being 

extensive  enough  for  the  former,  and  having 

sleeves  to  enable  it  to  answer  the  purpose  of  the 

latter.  His  hair  and  eyebrows  were  as  white  as 

driven  snow,  but  his  eyes  were  still  keen,  quick, 

and  lively.  His  colour  was  high,  his  teeth  were 

remarkably  fine,  and  the  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance was  both  intelligent  and  benevolent^ 

though  there  was  a  certain  degree  of  quickness 

in  the  turn  of  the  eyes,  which,  together  with  a 

sudden  contraction  of  the  brow  when  anything 

annoyed  him,  and  a  mobility  of  the  lips,  seemed 

to  betoken  a  rather  hasty  and  irascible  spirit. 
He  had  not  been  in  the  coach  more  than  a 
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mmute  aad  a  half, — but  was  beginning  to  look  at 

ahuge  wtttch,  -which  he  drew  from  his  fob,  and  to 

"pish"  at  the  coachman  for  being  a  minute  be* 
hind  his  time, — when  he  was  joined  by  two  other 
travellers  of  a  very  different  appearance  and  age 
Crom  himself.  The  one  who  entered  first  was  a 

well-made,  powerful  man,  who  might  be  either 

flix-and-twenty  or  two-and-thirty.  He  could  not 
well  be  younger  than  the  first  of  those  two 

terms,  for  he  had  all  the  breadth  and  Tigorous 

proportions  of  ftdly-dereloped  manhood.  He 
could  not  be  well  older  than  the  latter,  for  not 

a  trace  of  passing  years,  no  wrinkle,  no  furrow^ 

no  greyness  of  hair,  no  loss  of  any  youthful 

giHoe  was  apparent  Although  covered  by  a 

large  rough  coat,  then  commonly  called  a  wrap- 
rascal,  of  the  coarsest  materials  and  the  rudest 

form,  there  was  something  in  his  demeanour 

and  his  look  which  at  once  denoted  the  gentle- 
man. His  hat,  too,  his  gloYCS,  and  his  boots, 

which  were  the  only  other  parts  of  his  dress 
that  the  loose  coat  we  haye  mentioned  suffered 

to  be  seen,  were  aU  not  only  good,  but  of  the 

best  quality.     Though  his  complexion  was  dark, c  8 
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and  his  skin  bronzed  almost  to  a  maJbogany 

colour  by  exposure  to  sun  and  wind,  the  features 

were  all  fine  and  regular,  and  the  expression 

high  toned,  but  somewhat  grave,  and  even  sad. 

He  seated  himself  quietly  in  the  corner  of  the 

coach,  with  his  back  to  the  horses ;  and  folding 

his  arms  upon  his  broad  chest,  gazed  out  of  the 

window  with  an  abstracted  look,  though  his 

eyes  were  turned  towards  a  man  with  a  lantern, 

who  was  handing  something  up  to  the  coach- 
man. Thus  the  old  gentleman  on  the  opposite 

side  had  a  full  view  of  his  countenance;  and 

seemed,  by  the  gaze  which  he  fixed  upon  it, 

to  study  it  attentively. 

The  second  of  the  two  gentlemen  I  have  men- 

tioned entered  immediately  after  the  first,  and 

was  about  the  same  age,  but  broader  in  make, 

and  not  quite  so  tall.  He  was  dressed  in  the 

height  of  the  mode  of  that  day ;  and  though 
not  in  tmiform,  bore  about  him  several  traces  of 

military  costume,  which  were,  indeed,  occasion- 

ally affected  by  the  dapper  shopmen  of  that 

period,  when  they  rode  up  Botten  Bow  or  walked 

the  Mall,  but  which  harmonized  so  well  with  his 
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whole  appearance  and  demeanour,  as  to  leave 

no  doubt  of  their  being  justly  assumed.    His 

isatures  were  not  particularly  good,  but  fax  from 

ugly,  his  complexion  fair,  his  hair  strong  and 

coily;  and  lie  would  have  passed  rather  for  a 

handsome  man  than  otherwise,  had  not  a  deep 

scar,  as  if  from  a  sabre-wound,  traversed  his 

light  cheek  and  part  of  his  upper  lip.     EEis 

aspect  was   gay,  lively,  and  good-humoured, 
and  yet  tliere  were  some  strong  lines  of  thought 

about  his  brow,  with  a  slightly  sarcastic  turn 
of  the  muscles  round  the  comer  of  his  mouth 

and  nostrils.     On  entering,  he  seated  himself 

opposite    the    second    traveller,    but   without 

speaking  to  him,  so  that  the  old  gentleman 
who  first  tenanted  the  coach  could  not  tell 

whether  they  came  together  or  not;  and  the 

moment  after  they  had  entered,  the  door  was 

closed,  the  clerk  of  the  inn  looked  at  the  way- 
bill, the  coachman  bestowed  two  or  three  strokes 

of  his  heavy  whip  on  the  flanks  of  his  dull  cattle, 

and  the  lumbering  machine  moved  heavily  out, 

and  rolled  away  towards  Westminster  Bridge. 

The  lights  which  were  under  the  archway 
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had  enabled  the  travellers  to  see  each  other's 
&ces,  but.  when  once  they  had  got  into  the 

street,  the  thickness  of  the  air,  and  the  grey* 

ness  of  the  dawn,  rendered  everything  in- 
distinct, except  the  few  scattered  globe  lamps 

which  still  remained  bUnking  at  the  sides  of 

the  pavement.  The  old  gentleman  sunk  back 

in  his  corner,  wrapped  his  cloak  about  him  for 

a  nap,  and  was  soon  in  the  land  of  forgetfiil- 
ness.  His  slumbers  did  not  continue  very  long, 

however ;  and  when  he  woke  up  at  the  Loompit 

Hill,  he  found  the  sky  all  rosy  with  the  beams 

of  the  rising  sun,  the  country  air  Ught  and 

cheerfdl,  and  his  two  companions  talking  to- 
gether in  familiar  tones.  After  rousing  himself, 

and  putting  down  the  window,  he  passed  about 

five  minutes  either  in  contemplating  the  hedges 

by  the  road-side,  all  gUttering  in  the  morning 
dew,  or  in  considering  the  faces  of  his  two 

fellow-travellers,  and  making  up  his  mind  as  to 
their  characters  and  qualities.  At  the  end  of  that 

time,  as  they  had  now  ceased  speaking,  he  said — 

''A  beautiful  day,  gentlemen.  I  was  sure  it 

would  be  so  when  we  set  out." 
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The  daiker  and  the  graver  traveller  made  no 

reply,  bat  tihe  other  smiled  good-humouredlyy 
and  inquired — 

"  May  I  a&k  by  vrhat  you  judged,  for  to  me 
the  morning  seemed  to  promise  anything  but 

fine  ireaOier  ?" 

"Two  things — two  things,  my  dear  sir," 
answered  the  gentleman  in  black.  "An  old 

proverb  and  a  bad  almanack/' 
"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  the  other.  "  I  should 

have  thought  it  a  very  good  almanack  if  it  told  me 

to  a  certainty  what  sort  of  weather  it  would  be." 

"  Ay,  but  how  did  it  tell  me  ?''  rejoined  the 
elderly  traveller,  leaning  his  hand  upon  the 

gold  head  of  his  cane.  "  It  declared  we  should 
have  torrents  of  rain.  Now,  sir,  the  world  is 

composed  of  a  great  mass  of  fools  with  a  sipall 

portion  of  sensible  men,  who,  like  a  litde  quan- 
tity of  yeast  in  a  large  quantity  of  dough,  make 

the  dumpling  not  quite  so  bad  as  it  might  be. 

Of  all  the  fools  that  I  ever  met  with,  however, 

the  worst  are  scientific  fools,  for  they  apply 
themselves  to  tell  all  the  other  fools  in  the  world 

that  of  which  they  themselves  know  nothing,  ot 
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at  all  events  very  little,  which  is  worse.  I  have 

examined  carefully,  in  the  course  of  a  long  life, 

how  to  deal  with  these  gentry,  and  I  find  that 

if  you  believe  the  exact  reverse  of  any  informa- 

tion they  give  you,  you  will  be  right  nine  hun- 

dred and  ninety-seven  times  out  of  a  thou- 
sand. I  made  a  regular  calculation  of  it  some 

years  ago ;  and  although  at  first  sight  it  would 

seem  that  the  chances  are  equal,  that  these  men 

should  be  right  or  wrong,  I  found  the  result  as 

I  have  stated,  and  have  acted  upon  it  ever  since 

in  perfect  security.  If  they  trusted  to  mere 

guess  work,  the  chances  might,  perhaps,  be 

equal,  but  they  make  such  laborious  endeavours 

to  lead  themselves  wrong,  and  so  studiously 

avoid  everything  that  could  lead  them  right,  that 

the  proportion  is  vastly  against  them." 
**  If  such  be  their  course  of  proceeding,  the 

result  wUl  be  naturally  as  you  say,'*  answered 
the  gentleman  to  whom  he  spoke ;  "  but  I  should 
think  that  as  the  variations  of  the  weather  must 

proceed  from  natural  causes  constantly  recurring, 

observation  and  calculation  might  arrive  at  some 

certainty  regarding  them." 
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*'  Hold  the  sea  in  the  hollow  of  your  hand/' 
ciied  the  old  gentleman^  impatiently;  ''make 

the  finite  contain  the  infinite ;  put  twenty  thou- 

sand gallons  into  a  pint  pot, — and  when  you  have 

done  all  that,  then  calculate  the  causes  that  pro- 

duce rain  to-day  and  wind  to-morrow,  or  sun- 
shine one  day  and  clouds  the  next.    Men  say 

the  same  cause  acting  under  the  same  circum- 

stances will  always  produce  the  same  effect — 

good ;  I  grant  that,  merely  for  the  sake  of  argu- 
ment    But  I  contend  that  the  same  efifect  may 

be  produced  by  a  thousand  causes  or  more.    A 

man  knocks  you  down ;  you  fall :  that  s  the  effect 

produced  by  one  cause ;  but  a  fit  of  apoplexy  may 

make  you  fall  exactly  in  the  same  way.    Then 

apply  the  cause  at  the  other  end  if  you  like,  and 

trip  your  foot  over  a  stone,  or  over  some  bunches 

of  long  grass  that  mischievous  boys  have  tied 

across  the  path— down  you  come,  just  as  if  a 
quarrelsome  companion  had  tapped  you  on  the 

head.     No,  no,  sir ;  the  only  way  of  ascertaining 
what  the  weather  will  be  from  one  hour  to 

another  is  by  a  barometer.    That's  not  very 

sore,  and  the  best  I  know  of  is  a  cow's  tail,  or  a 
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piece  of  dried  sea-weed.  But  these  men  of 

science^  they  do  nothing  hut  go  out  mares-nest- 
ing from  morning  till  night,  and  a  precious 

number  of  horses'  eggs  they  have  found!" 
Thus  commenced  a  conyersation  which  lasted 

for  some  time,  and  in  which  the  younger  tra- 
Teller  seemed  to  find  some  amusement,  plainly 

perceiving,  what  the  reader  has  already  disco- 
vered, that  his  elderly  companion  was  an  oddity. 

The  other  tenant  of  the  coach  made  no  observa- 
tion, but  remained  with  his  arms  folded  on  his 

chest,  sometimes  looking  out  of  the  window^ 

sometimes  gazing  down  at  his  own  knee  in  deep 

thought.  About  ten  miles  from  town,  the  coach 

passed  some  led  horses,  with  the  grooms  that 

were  conducting  them;  and,  as  is  natural  for 

young  men,  both  the  old  gentleman's  fellow- 
travellers  put  their  heads  to  the  window,  and 

examined  the  animals  with  a  scrutinizing  eye. 

'*  Fine  creatures,  fine  creatures — ^horses !"  said 
the  gentleman  in  black. 

"Those  are  very  fine  ones,"  answered  the 
graver  of  the  two  young  men;  **  I  think  I  never 
saw  better  points  about  any  beast  than  that  black 

charger.'' 
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''Ay,  sir ;  you  are  a  judge  of  horse*flesh^  I 

suppose/'  rejoined  the  old  gentleman ;  "  but  I 
was  speaking  of  horses  in  the  abstract   They  are 
noble  creatures  indeed;  and  as  matters  have 

fiillen  out  in  this  world,  I  can't  help  thinking 
that  there  is  a  very  bad  arrangement,  and  that 

those  at  the  top  of  the  tree  should  be  a  good 

way  down.     If  all  creatures  had  their  rights,  man 

would  not  be  the  cock  of  the  walk,  as  he  is  now — 

a  feeble,  vain,  self-sufficient,  sensual  monkey, 
who  has  no  &rther  advantages  over  other  apes 

than  being  able  to  speak  and  cook  his  dinner." 

''May  I  ask,"  inquired  the  livelier  of  the  two 
young  men,  "  what  is  the  gentlemanly  beast  you 

would  put  over  his  head  ?" 

''A  great  many — ^a  great  many,"  replied  the 
other.  ''Dogs,  horses— elephants,  certainly; 
I  think  elephants  at  the  top.  I  am  not  sure  how 

I  would  class  lions  and  tigers,  who  decidedly  have 

one  advantage  over  man,  that  of  being  stronger 

and  nobler  beasts  of  prey.  He  is  only  at  the 

head  of  the  tribe  Simia,  and  should  be  described 

by  naturalists  as  the  largest,  cunningest,  and 

most  gluttonous  of  baboons." 
The  gay  traveller  laughed  aloud ;  and  even  his 
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grave  companion  smiled^  saying,  drily,  "  On  my 

life,  I  believe  there's  some  truth  in  it." 

"  Truth,  sir !"  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman. 
"  It  s  as  true  as  we  are  living.  How  dare  man 
compare  himself  to  a  dog?  an  animal  with 

greater  sagacity,  stronger  affections,  infinitely 

more  honour  and  honesty,  a  longer  memory,  and 
a  truer  heart.  I  would  not  be  a  man  if  I  could 

be  a  dog,  I  can  assure  you." 

"  Many  a  man  leads  the  hfe  of  a  dog,"  said 

the  gay  traveller.  **  I'm  sure  I  have,  for  the 

last  five  or  six  years." 

"  If  you  have  led  as  honest  a  life,  sir,"  re- 
joined the  old  man,  "  you  may  be  very  proud 

of  it." What  the  other  would  have  answered  cannot 

be  told,  for  at  that  moment  the  coach  stopped 

to  change  horses,  which  was  an  operation,  in 

those  days,  occupying  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 

and  the  whole  party  got  out  and  went  into  the 
little  inn  to  obtain  some  breakfast ;  for  between 

London  and  Folkestone,  which  was  to  be  the 

ultimate  resting-place  of  the  vehicle,  two  hours 
and  a  half,  upon  the  whole,  were  consumed  with 
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breakfast,  dinner,  tea,  and  supper.  Thus  any 

party  of  travellers  proceeding  together  through- 

out the  entire  journey,  had  a  much  better  oppor- 
tunity of  becoming  thoroughly  acquainted  with 

each  other  than  many  a  man  has  before  mar- 
riage with  the  wife  he  takes  to  his  bosom. 

Though  the  conversation  of  the  old  gentle- 
man was,  as  the  reader  has  perceived,  somewhat 

morose  and  misanthropical,  he  showed  himself 

very  polite  and  courteous  at  the  breakfast  table, 

made  the  tea,  carved  the  ham,  and  asked  every 

man  if  he  took  cream  and  sugar.  What  won- 

derful things  little  attentions  are— how  they 
smooth  down  our  asperities  and  soften  us  to  one 

another !  The  two  younger  gentlemen  had  looked 

upon  their  elderly  companion  merely  as  that 

curious  compound  which  we  have  before  men- 

tioned— ^an  oddity,  and  which,  like  a  pinch  of 

strong  snuff,  stimulates  us  without  being  very 

pleasant;  but  now  they  began  to  think  him  a 

very  nice  old  gentleman ;  and  even  the  graver  of 

the  pair  conversed  with  him  almost  cheerfully 

for  the  short  space  of  time  their  meal  occupied. 

When  they  had  finished,  and  paid  the  score. 



80  THE   SMUGGLER. 

the  whole  party  walked  out  together  to  the  front 

of  the  house^  where  they  found  a  poor  beggar 

woman  with  a  child  in  her  arms.  Each  gave 

her  something,  but  the  elderly  man  stopped  to 

inquire  farther,  and  the  others  walked  up  and 

down  for  a  few  minutes,  till  the  coachman,  who 

was  making  himself  comfortable  by  the  absorp- 
tion of  his  breakfsust,  and  the  horses,  who  were 

imdergoing  the  opposite  process  in  the  appli- 

cation of  their 'harness,  at  length  made  their 
appearance.  The  two  younger  gentlemen  turned 

their  eyes  from  time  to  time,  as  they  walked, 

to  their  elderly  friend,  who  seemed  to  be 

scolding  the  poor  woman  most  Tehementiy. 

His  keen  black  eyes  sparkled,  his  brow  con- 

tracted, he  spoke  with  great  volubility,  and  de- 
monstrated somewhat  largely  with  the  fore- 

finger of  his  right  hand.  What  were  their 

internal  comments  upon  this  conduct  did  not 

appear ;  but  both  were  a  good  deal  surprised  to 

see  him,  in  the  end,  put  his  hand  into  his  breeches 

pocket,  draw  forth  a  piece  of  money — ^it  was  not 
sUver  for  it  was  yellow,  and  it  was  not  copper 

for  it  was  too  bright — and  slip  it  quietly  into  the 
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poor  woznan's  palm.  He  next  gave  a  quiet, 
almost  a  timid  glance  around^  to  see  if  any  one 

^rere  looking,  and  then  stepped  rapidly  into  the 
ooach,  as  if  he  ¥rere  ashamed  of  what  he  had 

done.  Doling  all  this  proceeding  he  had  taken 

no  notice  of  his  two  companions,  nor  at  all 

listened  to  what  they  were  talking  of;  but  as  they 

entered  the  vehicle,  while  the  horses  were  being 

put  to,  the  one  said  to  the  other,  ̂ '  I  think  you 
had  better  do  so,  a  great  deal.  It  is  as  well  to 

have  the  carte  du  pays  before  one  commences 

operations." 
''  Well,"  replied  the  other,  '^  you  take  the 

lead,  Edward.  The  wound  is  still  painful, 

though  it  is  an  old  one." 
What  they  were  talking  of  their  companion 

could  not  tell ;  but  it  excited,  in  some  degree. 

Us  curiosity ;  and  the  manners  of  his  two  com- 
panions had,  to  say  the  truth,  pleased  him, 

though  he  was  one  of  those  men  who,  with  very 

benevolent  feelings  at  the  bottom,  are  but  little 

inclined  to  acknowledge  that  they  are  well 

pleased  with  any  thing  or  with  any  body.  For  a 

moment  or  two  all  parties  were  silent ;  but  the 
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elderly  gentleman  was  the  first  to  begin,  saying, 

in  a  more  placable  and  complimentary  tone 

than  he  was  in  general  accustomed  to  use,  "  I 
hope  I  am  to  have  the  pleasure  of  your  society, 

gentlemen,  to  the  end  of  my  journey  ?" 
''I  rather  think  we  shall  be  your  companions 

as  far  as  you  go,"  replied  the  gayer  of  the  two 
young  men,  "  for  we  are  wending  down  to  the 

far,  wild  parts  of  Kent ;  and  it  is  probable'  you 
will  not  go  beyond  Folkestone,  unless,  indeed, 

you  are  about  to  cross  the  seas." 

"  Not  I,"  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman — "  I 
have  crossed  the  seas  enough  in  my  day,  and 

never  intend  to  set  my  foot  out  of  my  own 

country  again,  till  four  stout  fellows  carry  me 

to  the  churchyard.  No,  no ;  you  '11  journey  be- 
yond me,  a  long  way,  for  I  am  only  going  to  a 

little  place  called  Harbourne,  some  distance 

on  the  Sussex  side  of  Folkestone — ^a  place  quite 

out  of  tlie  world,  with  no  bigger  a  town  near 
it  than  Cranbrook,  and  where  we  see  the  face 

of  a  human  creature  above  the  rank  of  a  far- 

mer^ or  a  smuggler,  about  once  in  the  year, — 

always  excepting  the  parson  of  the  parish." 
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"  Then  yoa  tarn  off  firom  Maidstone  ?"  said  the 
gnrer  traveller,  looking  steadfastly  in  his  face. 

"  No,  I  don't,"  replied  the  other.  "  Never, 
mj  dear  air,  come  to  conclusions  where  you 

don't  know  the  premises.  I  go,  on  the  con- 
trazy,  to  Ashford,  where  I  intend  to  sleep.  I 

am  there  to  be  joined  by  a  worthy  brother 

of  mine,  and  then  we  return  together  to  Cran- 

brook.  You  are  quite  right,  indeed,  that  my 

best  and  straightest  road  would  be,  as  you  say, 

from  Maidstone ;  but  we  can't  always  take  the 
straightest  road  in  this  world,  though  young 

men  think  they  can,  and  old  men  only  learn  too 

Ute  that  they  cannot." 

"1  have  good  reason  to  know  the  fact," 

said  the  gayer  of  his  two  fellow  travellers ;  **  I 
myself  am  going  to  the  very  same  part  of  the 

country  you  mention,  but  have  to  proceed  still 

farther  out  of  my  way ;  for  I  must  visit  Hythe 

and  Folkestone  first" 

<< Indeed,  indeed!"  exclaimed  their  elderly 

friend.  "Do  you  know  any  body  in  that 

part  of  Kent? — Have  you  ever  been  there 

before  ?" 
VOL.  I.  D 
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*'  Never,"  replied  the  other ;  "  nor  have  I  ever 
seen  the  persons  I  am  going  to  see.  What  sort 

of  a  country  is  it  ?" 

"  Bless  the  young  man's  life !"  exclaimed  the 
gentleman  in  black,  ''does  he  expect  me  to  give 

him  a  long  pictureisque  description  of  St  Au- 

gustine's Lathe?  If  you  "wish  to  know  my 
opinion  of  it,  it  is  as  wild  and  desolate  a  part  of 
the  world  as  the  backwoods  of  America,  and  the 

people  little  better  than  American  savages. 

You  '11  find  plenty  of  trees,  a  few  villages^  some * 

fiarm-houses,  one  or  two  gentlemen's  seats — 
they  had  better  have  called  them  stools — ^a 
stream  or  two,  a  niunber  of  hills  and  things  of 

that  kind;  and  your  humble  servant,  who  would 

be  very  happy  to  see  you,  if  you  are  not  a 

smuggler,  and  are  coming  to  that  pBii  of  the 

country." 
*'  I  shall  not  fail  to  pay  my  respects  to  you," 

replied  the  gentleman  to  whom  he  spoke ;  "  but 

I  must  first  know  who  I  am  to  inquire  ibr." 
*'  Pay  your  respect  where  it  is  due,  my  dear 

sir,"  rejoined  the  other.  ''  You  can't  tell  a  whit 

whether  I  deserve  any  respect  or  not.    You  'II 
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find  oat  all  that  by  and  by.  As  to  what  I  am 

ctUad,  I  ooold  give  you  half  a  dozen  names. 

Some  people  call  me  the  Bear,  some  people  the 

Nabob,  some  the  Misanthrope ;  but  my  real 

name — ^that  which  I  am  known  by  at  the  poet- 

office— is  Mr.  Zaohary  Croyland,  brother  of  the 
nuQi  who  has  £[arboume  House :  a  younger 

brother  too,  by  God's  blessing — and  a  great 

Uessing  it  is." 
''It  is  ladcy  when  erery  man  is  pleased  with 

his  ritoalion/'  answered  his  young  acquaintance. 
''Most  elder  brothers  thank  God  for  making 
them  soch,  and  I  have  often  had  cause  to  do 

the  same." 

"  It's  the  greatest  misfortune  that  can  happen 

to  a  man/'  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman,  eagerly. 
"  What  are  elder  brothers,  but  people  who  are 

placed  by  fate  in  the  most  desperate  and  diffi* 
cnlt  circumstances.  Spoilt  and  indulged  in 

their  infimcy,  taught  to  be  vain  and  idle  and 

conceited  £rom  the  cradle,  deprived  of  every  in- 
docement  to  the  exertion  of  mind,  coirupted  by 

having  always  their  own  way,  sheltered  from  all 

the  friendly  buffets  of  the  world,  and  left,  like  a 
d2 
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pond  in  a  gravel  pit,  to  stagnate  or  evaporate 

without  stirring.  Nine  times  out  of  ten  from 

mere  inanition  they  fall  into  every  sort  of  vice  ; 

forget  that  they  have  duties  as  well  as  privileges, 
think  that  the  slice  of  the  vrorld  that  has  been 

given  to  them  is  entirely  at  their  own  pleasure  and 

disposal,  spend  their  fortunes,  encumber  their 

estates,  bully  their  wives  and  their  servants,  in- 
dulge their  eldest  son  till  he  is  just  such  a  piece 

of  unkneaded  dough  as  themselves,  kick  out  their 

younger  sons  into  the  world  without  a  farthing, 

and  break  their  daughters'  hearts  by  forcing  them 

to  marry  men  they  hate.  That's  what  elder 
brothers  are  made  for ;  and  to  be  one,  I  say  again, 

is  the  greatest  curse  that  can  fall  upon  a  man. 

But  come,  now  I  have  told  you  my  name,  tell 

me  yours.  That's  but  a  fair  exchange  you  know, 
and  no  robbery,  and  I  hate  going  on  calling 

people  '  sir'  for  ever." 

"  Quite  a  just  demand,"  replied  the  gentleman 

wlion^  he  addressed, ''  and  you  shall  immediately 
have  the  whole  particulars.  My  name  is  Digby, 

a  poor  major  in  his  Majesty's  ■  regiment  of 
Dragoons,  to  whom  the  two  serious  misfortunes. 
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bave  happened  of  being  bom  an  eldest  son,  and 

hsnng  a  baronetcy  thrust  upon  him." 
"  Couldn't  be  worse — cooldn't  be  worse !  "  re- 

plied the  old  gentleman,  laughing.  "  And  so  you 
«ie  Sir  Edward  Digby!      Oh  yes,  I  can  tell 

yoa,  you  are  expected,  and  have  been  so  these 

three  weeks.    The  whole  matter's  laid  out  for 

you  in  every  house  in  the  country.     You  are  to 

mairjr  every  unmarried  woman  in  the  hundred. 

The  young  men  expect  you  to  do  nothing  but 

himt  foxes,  course  hares,  and  shoot  partridges 

from  morning  till  night ;  and  the  old  men  have 

made  up  their  minds  that  you  shall  drink  port, 

daiet,  or  madeira,  as  the  case  may  be,  from  night 

till  morning.    I  pity  you — upon  my  life,  I  pity 
JOJL    What  between  love  and  wine  and  field 

sports,  you'll  have  a  miserable  time  of  it !   Take 
care  how  you  speak  a  single  word  to  any  single 

woman !    Don't  even  smile  upon  Aunt  Barbara, 
or  shell  make  you  a  low  curtsey,  and  say  '  You 
most  ask  my  brother  about  the  settlement  my 

dear  Edward.'  Ha,  ha,  ha  I"  and  he  laughed  a 
long,  merry,  hearty  peal,  that  made  the  rumbling 

vehicle  echo  again.    Then  putting  the   gold- 
headed  cane  to  his  lips,  he  turned  a  sly  glance 
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upon  the  other  txaveller^  who  was  only  znoyed 

to  a  very  faint  smile  by  all  the  old  gentleman's 
merriment^  asking,  "  Does  this  gentleman  come 
ivith  you  ? — ^Are  you  to  be  made  a  martyr  of  too, 

sir  ?  Are  you  to  be  set  running  after  foxes  all 

day,  like  a  tiger  on  horseback,  and  to  haye 

sheep's  eyes  cast  at  you  all  the  evening,  like  a 
man  in  the  pillory  pelted  with  eggs  ?  Are  you 
bound  to  imbibe  a  butt  of  claret  inlhree  weeks  ? 

Poor  young  men — ^poor  young  men !  My  bowels 

of  compassion  yearn  towards  you." 

'^  I  shall  fortunately  escape  all  such  perils," 
replied  he  whom  he  had  last  addressed — "  I  hare 

no  invitation  to  that  part  of  the  country." 

"  Come,  then,  I'll  give  you  one,"  said  the  old 
gentleman ;  "  if  you  like  to  come  and  stay  a  few 
days  with  an  old  bachelor,  who  will  neither  make 

you  drunk  nor  make  you  foolish,  I  shall  be  glad 

to  see  you." 
''I  am  not  very  likely  to  get  drunk,"  answered 

the  other,  "  as  an  old  wound  compels  me  to  be 
a  water  drinker.  Foolish  enough  I  may  be,  and 

may  have  been ;  but,  I  am  sure,  that  evil  would 

not  be  increased  by  frequenting  your  society,  my 

dear  sir." 
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"I  don't  know — I  don't  know,  yoang  gentle- 
mtn/'  said  Mr.  Croyland:  ''every  man  has 
Ids  follies^  and  I  amongst  the  rest  as  goodly  a 

bag-Ml  as  one  conld  well  desire.  But  you  have 
not  given  me  an  answer ;  shall  I  see  you  ?  Will 
joa  come  with  your  friend,  and  take  up  your 

abode  at  a  single  man's  house,  while  Sir  Edward 
goes  and  channs  the  ladies." 

"  I  cannot  come  with  him,  I  am  afindd,"  replied 
the  young  gentleman,  "for  I  must  r^nain  with 
the  regiment  some  time;  but  I  will  willingly 

Accept  your  invitation,  and  join  him  in  a  week 

or  two." 

''  Oh  you're  in  the  same  regiment,  are  you?" 

asked  Mr.  Croyland ; ''  it's  not  a  whole  regiment 

of  elder  sons,  I  hope  ?" 
**  Oh  no,"  answered  the  other,  ''  I  have  the 

still  greater  misfortune  of  being  an  only  son ; 

and  the  greater  one  still,  of  being  an  orphan." 
«  And  may  I  know  your  style  and  denomina* 

tion?"  said  Mr.  Croyland. 

''Oh,  Osbom,  Osbom!'  cried  Sir  Edward 

Digby,  before  his  friend  could  speak,  "  Captain 

Osbom  of  the  — —  Dragoons." 
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"  I  will  put  that  down  in  my  note-book,"  re- 
joined the  old  gentleman.  ''  The  best  firiend  I 

ever  had  was  named  Osborn.  He  couldn't  be 
your  father,  though,  for  he  had  no  children, 

poor  fellow !  and  was  never  married,  which  was 

the  only  blessing  Heaven  ever  granted  him,  ex- 

cept a  good  heart  and  a  well-regulated  mind. 
His  sister  married  my  old  schoolfellow,  Layton 

— ^but  that's  a  bad  story,  and  a  sad  story,  though 

now  it  8  an  old  story,  too." 

"Indeed!"  said  Sir  Edward  Digby;  "I'm 

fond  of  old  stories  if  they  are  good  ones." 
"But,  I  told  you  this  was  a  bad  one.  Sir 

Ked,"  rejoined  the  old  gentleman  sharply;  "and 
as  my  brother  behaved  very  ill  to  poor  Layton, 

the  less  we  say  of  it  the  better.  The  truth  is," 
he  continued,  for  he  was  one  of  those  who 

always  refuse  to  tell  a  story,  and  tell  it  after 

all,  "  Layton  was  rector  of  a  living  which  was 
in  my  brother  s  gift  He  was  only  to  hold  it, 

however,  till  my  youngest  nephew  was  of  age 

to  take  it ;  but  when  the  boy  died — as  they  both 

did  sooner  or  later — ^Layton  held  the  living  on, 

and  thought  it  was  his  own,  till  one  day  there 

came  a  quarrel  between  him  and  my  brother. 
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and  then  Bobert  brooght  forward  his  letter  pro* 

mising  to  lesign  i^hen  called  upon,  and  drove 

him  out.  I  wasn't  here  then ;  but  I  have  heard 
all  about  it  since,  and  a  bad  affair  it  was.  It 

should  not  bave  happened  if  I  had  been  here, 

for  Bob  has  a  shrewd  eye  to  the  nabob's  money, 

as  well  he  may,  seeing  that  he*s   ^but  that's 
no  badness  of  mine.  If  he  chooses  to  dribble 

through  his  fortune.  Heaven  knows  how,  I've 
nothing  to  do  with  it !  The  two  poor  girls 

wiU  suffer." 

*'  What,  your  brother  has  two  fair  daughters 

then,  has  he?"  demanded  Sir  Edward  Digby. 

"I  suppose  it  is  under  the  artillery  of  their 
glances  I  am  first  to  pass ;  for,  doubtless,  you 

know  I  am  going  to  your  brother's." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know — ^I  know  all  about  it !"  re- 

plied Mr.  Croyland.  **  They  tell  me  everything 

as  in  duty  bound — ^that's  to  say,  everything  they 
don't  wish  to  conceal.  But  I'm  consulted  like 
an  oracle  upon  all  things  unimportant ;  for  he 

that  was  kicked  out  with  a  sixpence  into  the 

vide  world,  has  grown  a  wonderful  great  man 

since  the  sixpence  has  multiplied  itself.  As  to 

jour  having  to  pass  under  the  artillery  of  the 



42  THE   SMUGOLEB. 

girls'  glances,  however,  you  must  take  care  of 
yourself;  for  you  might  stand  a  less  dangerous 

fire,  I  can  tell  you,  even  in  a  field  of  battle. 

But  111  give  you  one  warning  for  your  safe- 
guard. Tou  may  make  love  to  little  Zara  as 

long  as  you  like — ^think  of  the  fools  calling  her 

Zara!  Though  she'll  play  a  pretty  game  of 
picquet  with  you,  you  may  chance  to  win  it; 

but  you  must  not  dangle  after  Edith,  or  you  will 

bum  your  fingers.  She'll  not  have  you,  if  you 
were  twenty  baronets,  and  twenty  majors  of 

Dragoons  into  the  bargain.  She  has  got  some 
of  the  fancies  of  the  old  unde  about  her,  and  is 

determined  to  die  an  old  maid,  I  can  see." 

"  Oh,  the  difficulty  of  the  enterprise  would 

only  be  a  soldier  s  reason  for  undertaking  it  1" 
said  Sir  Edward  Digby. 

'*  It  wont  do— it  wont  do ;"  answered  Mr. 

Groyland,  laughing;  ''you  may  think  yourself 

Tery  captiyating,  very  conquering,  quite  a  look- 
and-die  man,  as  all  you  people  in  red  jackets 

fancy  yourselves,  but  it  will  be  all  lost  labour 

with  Edith,  I  can  tell  you." 
''Tou  excite  aU  the  martial  ardour  in  my 
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soul  !*•  exclaimed  Digby,  Driih  a  gay  smile;  "  and 
if  she  be  not  forty,  hump-backed,  or  one  eyed, 

by  the  fiites  you  shall  see  what  you  shall  see." 

**  Forty !"  cned  Mr.  Croyland ;  "  why  she's  but 
two-and-twenty,  man  ! — a  great  deal  straighter 
than  that  crouchmg  wench  in  white  marble 

ihey  call  the  '  Venus  de  Medici/  and  with  a  pair 
of  eyes,  that,  on  my  life,  I  think  would  faaye 

made  me  forswear  celibacy,  if  I  had  found  Bach 

looking  at  me,  any  time  before  I  reached  fifty !" 

"Do  you  hear  that,  Osbom?"  cried  Sir 

Edward  Digby.  ''Here's  a  fine  field  for  an 
adventurous  spirit.  I  shall  have  the  start  of 

you,  my  friend ;  and  in  the  wilds  of  Kent,  what 

may  not  be  done  in  ten  days  or  a  fortnight  ?** 
His  companion  only  answered  by  a  melan- 

choly smile ;  and  the  conversation  went  on  be- 
tween the  old  gentleman  and  the  young  baronet 

tin  they  reached  the  small  town  of  Lenham,  where 

they  stopped  again  to  dine.  There,  howerer, 

Mr.  Croyland  drew  Sir  Edward  Digby  aside,  and 

inquired  in  a  low  tone,  **  Is  your  friend  in  love  ? 

— ^He  looks  mighty  melancholy." 

« I  beUere  he  is,"  replied  Digby.   "  Love's  the 
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only  tiling  that  can  make  a  man  melancholy ; 

and  when  one  comes  to  consider  all  the  attrac- 

tions of  a  squaw  of  the  Chippeway  Indians,  it  is 

no  wonder  that  my  friend  is  in  such  a  hopeless 

case." The  old  gentleman  poked  him  with  his  finger, 

and  shook  his  head  with  a  laugh,  saying — ''  You 

are  a  wag,  young  gentleman — ^you  are  a  wag ;  but 
it  would  be  a  great  deal  more  reasonable,  let  me 

tell  you,  to  fall  in  love  with  a  Chippeway  squaw, 

in  her  feathers  and  wampam,  than  with  one  of 

these  made-up  madams,  all  paint  and  satin,  and 
tawdry  bits  of  embroidery.  In  tlie  one  case  you 

might  know  something  of  what  your  love  is  like ;  ' 
in  the  other,  I  defy  you  to  know  anything  about 
her ;  and,  nine  times  out  of  ten,  what  a  man 
marries  is  little  better  than  a  bale  of  tow  and 

whalebone,  covered  over  with  the  excrement  of  a 

silkworm.  Man's  a  strange  animal ;  and  one  of 
the  strangest  of  all  his  proceedings  is,  that  of 

covering  up  his  own  natural  skin  with  all  man- 
ner of  contrivances  derived  from  every  bird, 

beast,  fish,  and  vegetable,  that  happens  to  come 

in  his  way.    If  he  wants  warmth,  he  goes  and 
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robs  a  sheep  of  its  great  coat ;  he  beats  the  un- 

fortunate grass  of  the  fields  till  he  leaves  nothing 

but  shredsy  to  make  himself  a  shirt ;  he  skins  a 

beaver,  to  cover  his  head ;  and>  if  he  wants  to  be 

exceedingly  fine,  he  pulls  the  tail  of  an  ostrich, 

and  sticks  the  feather  in  his  hat.    He's  the  uni- 
versal  mountebank,  depend  upon  it,  playing  his 

antics  for  the  amusement  of  creation,  and  leav- 

ing nothing  half  so  ridiculous  as  himself." 
Thus  saying,  he  turned  round  again,  and  joined 

Captain  Osbom,  in  whom,  perhaps,  he  took  a 

greater  interest  than  even  in  his  livelier  com- 

panion. It  might  be  that  the  associations  called 

«p  by  the  name  were  pleasant  to  him,  or  it  might 

be  that  there  was  something  in  his  face  that 

interested  him,  for  certainly  that  face  was  one 
which  seemed  to  become  each  moment  more 

handsome  as  one  grew  fiuniliar  with  it. 

When,  after  dinner,  they  re-entered  the  vehicle, 

and  rolled  away  once  more  along  the  high*  road. 

Captain  Osbom  took  a  greater  share  in  the  con- 
versation than  he  had  previously  done;  and 

remarking  that  Mr.  Groyland  had  put,  as  a  con- 

dition, upon  his  invitation  to  Sir  Edward,  that 
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he  should  not  be  a  smuggler,  he  went  on  to 

observe,  "  You  seem  to  have  a  great  objection  to 
those  gentry,  my  dear  sir;  and  yet  I  understand 

your  county  is  full  of  them." 

"  Full  of  them !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Croyland — "  it 
is  running  over  with  them.  They  drop  down 

into  Sussex,  out  into  Essex,  over  into  Surrey ; 
the  vermin  are  more  numerous  than  rats  in  an 

old  barn.  Not  that,  when  a  fellow  is  poor,  and 

wants  money,  and  can  get  it  by  no  other  means, — 
not  that  I  think  very  hard  of  him  when  he  takes 
to  a  life  of  risk  and  adventure,  where  his  neck  is 

not  worth  sixpence,  and  his  gain  is  bought  by 

the  sweat  of  his  brow.  But  your  gentleman, 

smuggler  is  my  abomination — ^your  fellow  that 
risks  little  but  an  exchequer  process,  and  gains 

ten  times  what  the  others  do,  without  their  labour 

or  their  danger.  Give  me  your  bold,  brave  fel- 

low, who  declares  war  and  fights  it  out.  There's 

some  spirit  in  him." 

"Gentlemen  smugglers!"  saidOsbom;  "that 
seems  to  me  to  be  a  strange  sort  of  anomaly. 

I  was  not  aware  that  there  were  such  things." 

"  Fooh !  the  country  is  full  of  them^"  cried 
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Mr.  Croyland.    "  It  is  not  here  that  the  peasant 
treads  upon  the  kybe  of  the   peer;  but  the 

smuggler  treads  upon  the  country  gentlemen. 

Many  a  merchant  inrho  never  made  a  hundred 

pounds  by  fidr  trade^  makes  thousands  and  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  by  cheating  the  Customs. 

There  is  not  a  man  in  this  part  of  the  country 
who  does  not  dabble  in  the  trafiSc  more  or  less. 

Ftc  no  doubt  all   my  brandied  cherries  are 

steeped  in  stuff  that  never  paid  duty ;  and  if  you 

don't  smuggle  yourself,  your  servants  do  it  for 

you.    But  111  tell  you  all  about  it/'  and  he  pro- 
ceeded to  give  them  a  true  and  faithful  exposi- 

tion of  the  state  of  the  county,  agreeing  in  all 

respects  with  that  which  has  been  furnished  to 

the  reader  in  the  first  chapter  of  this  tale. 
His  statement  and  the  varions  conversation, 

which  arose  from  different  parts  of  it,  occupied  the 

time  fully,  till  the  coach,  as  it  was  growing  dark, 

rolled  into  Ashford.  There  Mr.  Croyland  quitted 

his  two  companions,  shaking  them  each  by  the 

hand  with  right  good  will ;  and  they  pursued 

their  onward  course  to  Hythe  and  Folkestone, 

without  any  farther  incident  worthy  of  notice. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

At  Hythe,  to  make  use  of  a  very  extraordinary 

though  not  uncommon  expression,  the  coach 

stopped  to  sup — not  that  the  coach  itself  ate 

anything,  for,  on  the  contrary,  it  disgorged  that 

which  it  had  akeady  taken  in ;  but  the  travellers 

viho  descended  from  it  were  furnished  with  sup- 
per, although  the  distance  to  Folkestone  might 

very  well  have  justified  them  in  going  on  to  the 

end  of  their  journey  without  any  other  pabulum 

than  that  which  they  had  already  received.  But 

two  or  three  things  are  to  be  taken  into  con- 
sideration. The  distance  from  London  to  Folke- 

stone is  now  seventy-one  miles.  It  was  longer 

in  those  days  by  several  more,  besides  having 

the  disadvantage  of  running  up  and  down  over 

innumerable  hills,  all  of  which  were  a  great  deal 
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more  steep  than  tbey  are  in  the  present  day. 

The  joamey,  which  the  travellers  accomplished, 

vas  generally  considered  a  feat  both  of  dif- 

ficulty and  danger^  and  the  coach  which  per- 

fonned  that  feat  in  one  day,  was  supposed  to 

deserve  right  well  the  name  which  it  had  assumed, 

of  "  The  Phenomenon."  Before  it  began  to  run, 
fieTenty-one  miles  in  seventeen  hours  was  con- 

sidered an  impracticable  journey  for  anything 

bat  a  man  on  horseback,  and  when  first  the 

coach  appeared  upon  the  road,  the  towns-people 

and  villagers  turned  out  in  multitudes,  with  ad- 
miration and  wonder,  not  unmixed  with  dread, 

to  see  the  rapid  rate  at  which  it  went — ^very 

nearly  six  miles  an  hour !  The  old  diligence, 

which  had  preceded  it,  had  slept  one  night,  and 

sometimes  two,  upon  the  road;  and,  in  its  first 

vain  straggles  with  its  more  rapid  successor,  it 

bad  actually  once  or  twice  made  the  journey  in 

two-and-twenty  hours.  To  beat  off  this  perti- 

nacious rival,  the  proprietor  of  the  stage  had 

been  obliged  to  propitiate  the  inn-keepers  of 
various  important  towns,  by  dividing  his  favours 

amongst  them;  and  thus  the  traveller  was  forced 
VOL,  !•  E 
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to  wait  nearly  one  hour  at  Hythe,  during  which 

he  might  sup  if  he  hked^  although  he  was  only 
about  five  miles  from  Folkestone. 

The  supper  room  of  the  inn  was  vacant  when 

the  two  officers  of  Dragoons  entered,  but  the 

table,  covered  with  its  neat  white  cloth,  and  all 

the  preparations  for  a  substantial  meal,  together 

with  a  bright  fire  sparkling  in  the  grate,  ren- 
dered its  aspect  cheerful  and  reviving  after  a 

long  and  tedious  journey,  such  as  that  which 

had  just  been  accompUshed.  Sir  Edward  Digby 

looked  round  well  pleased,  turned  his  back  to 

the  fire,  spoke  to  the  landlord  and  his  maid 

about  supper,  and  seemed  disposed  to  enjoy 

himself  during  the  period  of  his  stay.  He  or- 
dered, too,  a  pint  of  claret,  which  he  was  well 

aware  was  likely  to  be  procured  in  great  per- 
fection upon  the  coast  of  £ent.  The  landlord 

in  consequence  conceived  a  high  respect  for 

him,  and  very  much  imdervalued  all  the  quahUes 

of  his  companion,  who,  seating  himself  at  the 

table,  leaned  his  head  upon  his  hand,  and  fell 

into  deep  thought,  without  giving  orders  for 

anything.     The  host,  with  his  attendant  star> 
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di5q>peared  from  the  room  to  procure  the  re- 

quisites for  the  traTellers'  meal»  and  Sir  Edward 
Di^by  immediately  took  advantage  of  their  ah- 

sence  to  say,  "  Come,  come,  my  dear  Colonel, 
shake  this  off.  I  think  all  that  we  have  lately 

heard  should  have  tended  to  revive  hope,  and 

to  give  comfort.  During  all  the  six  years  that 

we  have  heen  more  like  brothers  than  friends,  I 

liave  never  seen  you  so  much  cast  down  as  now, 

when  you  are  taking  the  field  under  the  most 

ftvonrable  circumstances,  with  name,  station, 

reputation,  fortune,  and  with  the  best  reason  to 

believe  those  true  whom  you  had  been  taught  to 

•oppose  frdse." 

^'I  cannot  tell,  Digby,"  replied  his  companion ; 

''we  shall  hear  more  ere  long,  and  doubt  is  always 

well  nigh  as  painful  as  the  worst  certainty.  Be- 

sides,  I  am  returning  to  the  scenes  of  my  early 

youth— scenes  stored,  it  is  true,  with  many  a 

sweet  and  happy  memory,  but  fuU  also  of  pain* 
M  recollections.  Those  memories  themselves 

are  but  as  an  inscription  on  a  tomb,  where  hopes 

and  pleasures,  the  bright  dreams  of  youth,  the 

ardent  aspirations  of  first  true  love,  the  sweet 
£  2 
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endearments  of  a  happy  home,  the  treasured 

caresses  of  the  best  of  mothers,  the  counsels,  the 

kindness,  the  unvarying  tenderness  of  the  no- 
blest and  highest  minded  of  fathers,  all  lie 

buried.  There  may  be  a  pleasure  in  visiting 

that  tomb,  but  it  is  a  melancholy  one;  and 

when  I  think  that  it  was  for  me — that  it  was  on 

my  account,  my  father  suffered  persecution  and 

wrong,  till  a  powerful  mind,  and  a  vigorous 

frame  gave  way,  there  is  a  bitterness  mingled 

with  all  my  remembrances  of  these  scenes,  from 

which  I  would  fiedn  clear  my  heart.  I  will  do  so, 

too,  but  it  will  require  some  solitary  thought, 

some  renewed  famiUarity  with  all  the  objects 

round,  to  take  off  the  sharpness  of  the  first 

effect.  Tou,  go  on  to  Folkestone  and  see  that 

all  is  right  there,  I  will  remain  here  and  wait  for 

the  rest  As  soon  as  you  have  ascertained  that 

everything  is  prepared  to  act  in  case  we  are 

called  upon — which  I  hope  may  not  be  the  case, 

as  I  do  not  like  the  service — ^you  may  betake 

yourself  to  Harboume  House,  making  me  a  re- 
port as  you  pass.  When  I  have  so  distributed 

the  men  that  we  can  rapidly  concentrate  a  suf- 
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Sdent  number  upon  any  spot  where  they  may 

be  required^  I  will  come  on  after  you  to  our 

good  old  friend's  dwelling.  There  you  can  see 

me,  and  let  me  know  what  is  taking  place." 

*'  I  think  you  had  better  not  let  him  know  who 

you  really  are,"  replied  Sir  Edward  Digby,  "  at 
least  till  we  have  seen  how  the  land  lies." 

"  I  do  not  know — ^I  will  think  of  it,"  answered 
the  other  gentleman,  whom  for  the  present  we 

shall  continue  to  call  Osbom,  though  the  learned 

reader  has  already  discoTered  that  such  was  not 

his  true  name.  "  It  is  evident,"  he^continued^ 

"  that  old  Mr.  Croyland  does  not  remember  me, 
although  I  saw  him  frequently  when  he  was  in 

England  for  a  short  time,  some  six  or  seven 

years  before  he  finally  quitted  India.  However, 

Uiough  I  feel  I  am  much  changed,  it  is  probable 

that  many  persons  will  recognise  me  whenever 

I  appear  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Granbrool^ 

and  he  might  take  it  ill,  that  he  who  was  so 

good  and  true  a  friend  both  to  my  uncle  and  my 

lather,  should  be  left  in  ignorance.  Perhaps  it 

would  be  better  to  confide  in  him  fully,  and 

niake  him  aware  of  ail  my  views  and  purposes." 



54  THE    SMT7GGLER. 

**  Under  the  seal  of  confession^  then,'*  said  his 

friend ;  "  for  he  is  evidendy  a  very  talkative  old 
gentleman.  Did  you  remark  how  he  once  or 

twice  declared  he  would  not  tell  a  story,  that  it 

was  no  business  of  his,  and  then  went  on  to  tell 

it  directly." 
''  True,  such  was  always  his  habit,*'  answered 

Osbom ;  "  and  his  oddities  have  got  somewhat 
exaggerated  during  the  last  twelve  years;  but 

he*s  as  true  and  faithful  as  ever  man  was,  and 
nothing  would  indaoe  him  to  betray  a  secret 

confided  to  him." 

"  You  know  best,"  replied  the  other ;  but  the 
entrance  of  the  landlord  with  the  claret,  and  the 

maid  with  the  sapper,  broke  off  the  conversation, 

and  there  was  no  opportunity  of  renewing  it  till 

it  was  announced  that  the  horses  were  to,  and 

the  coach  was  ready.  The  two  friends  then  took 

leave  of  each  other,  both  coachman  and  host 

being  somewhat  surprised  to  find  that  one  of 
the  travellers  was  about  to  remain  behind. 

When,  however,  a  portmanteau,  a  sword-case, 
and  a  large  trunk,  or  mail  as  it  was  then  called, 

had  been  handed  out  of  the  egregious  bool^ 
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Osbom  walked  into  the  inn  once  more,  and 

called  the  landlord  to  him.  "I  shall,  most 

likdy/'  he  said,  "  take  np  my  qoarters  mth  you 
for  some  days,  so  yoa^rill  be  good  enough  to 

hare  a  bed  room  prepared  for  me.  Yoa  most 

also  let  me  have  a  room,  however  small,  where 

I  can  read,  and  write,  and  receive  any  persons 

who  may  come  to  see  me,  for  I  have  a  good  deal 

of  business  to  transact." 

"  Oh,  yes,  sir — ^I  understand,"  replied  the  host, 
with  a  knowing  elevation  of  one  eye-brow  and  a 

depression  of  the  other,  *'  Quite  snug  and  pri- 
vate. Tou  shall  have  a  room  at  the  back  of  the 

house  with  two  doors,  so  that  they  can  come  in 

by  the  one,  and  go  out  through  the  other,  and 

nobody  know  anything  about  it" 

"  I  rather  suspect  you  mistake,"  answered  the 
gnest,  with  a  smile, ''  and  for  fear  you  should  say 
anything,  under  an  error,  that  you  might  be  sorry 

for  afterwards,  let  me  tell  you  at  once  that  I  am 

an  ofiBcer  of  Dragoons,  and  that  the  business  I 

speak  of  is  merely  regimental  business." 

The  host's  tace  grew  amazingly  blank;  for  a 
smuggler  in  a  large  way  was,  in  his  estimation. 
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a  much  more  valuable  and  important  guest  than 

an  officer  in  the  army,  eyen  had  he  been  Com* 

mander-in- Chief  of  the  forces ;  but  Osborn  pro- 
ceeded to  relieve  his  mmd  from  some  of  its 

anxieties  by  saying:  **  You  'will  understand  that 
I  am  neither  a  spy  nor  an  informer,  my  good 

friend,  but  merely  come  here  to  execute  vrhai- 
ever  orders  I  may  receive  from  government  as  a 

military  man.  I  tell  you  who  I  am  at  once, 

that  you  may,  as  far  as  possible,  keep  from  my 

sight  any  of  those  little  transactions  which  I  am 

informed  are  constantly  taking  place 'On  this 
coast.  I  shall  not,  of  course,  step  over  the  line 

of  my  duty,  which  is  purely  military,  to  report 

anything  I  see ;  but  still  I  should  not  like 

that  any  man  should  say  I  was  cognizant  of 

proceedings  contrary  to  the  interests  of  the 

government.  This  hint,  however,  I  doubt  not, 

will  be  enough." 

''Sir,  you  are  a  gentleman,"  said  the  host, 
''  and  as  a  nod  is  as  good  as  a  wink  to  a  blind 
horse,  I  shall  take  care  you  have  no  annoyance. 

You  must  wait  a  little  for  your  bed-room  though, 
ioT  we  did  not  know  you  were  going  to  stay ; 
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bat  we  will  lose  no  time  getting  it  ready.  Can 

I  do  anything  else  to  serve  you,  sir  ?" 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  Osbom.  *'  But  one  thing 
will  be  necessary.  I  expect  five  horses  down  to- 

morrow, and  there  must  be  found  stabling  for 

them^  and  accommodation  for  the  servants." 
The  landlord^  who  was  greatly  consoled  by  these 

latter  proofs  of  his  guest's  opulence  and  import- 
ance,  was  proceeding  to  assure  him  that  aU  man- 

ner of  conveniences,  both  for  horse  and  man  were 

to  be  found  at  his  inn,  when  the  door  of  the  room 

opened,  and  a  third  person  was  added  to  the 

party  within.  The  moment  the  eye  of  the  tra- 

veller by  the  coach  fell  upon  him,  his  face 

lighted  up  with  a  well  pleased  smile,  and  he  ex- 

claimed, "Ah,  my  good  firiend,  is  that  you? — I 
little  expected  to  find  you  in  this  part  of  Kent 

What  brought  you  hither^  after  our  long  voyage  ?" 

"  The  same  that  brought  you,"  answered  the 
other :  "  old  memories  and  loved  associations." 
Bat  before  we  proceed  to  notice  what  was 

Osbom's  reply,  we  must,  though  very  unwilling 
to  give  long  descriptions  either  of  personal  ap- 

pearance or  of  dress>  pause  to  notice  briefly 

those  of  the  stranger  who  had  just  entered. 
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He  had  originally  been  a  tall  man,  and  pro- 

bably a  powerful  one,  but  he  now  stooped  con- 
siderably, and  was  extremely  thin.  His  &ce  had 

no  colour  in  it,  and  even  the  lips  were  pale,  but 

yet  the  hue  was  not  cadaverous,  or  even  what 

could  be  called  sickly.  The  features  were  ge- 
nerally small  and  fine,  except  the  eyes,  which 

were  large  and  bright,  with  a  sort  of  briUiant 

but  unsafe  fire  in  them,  and  that  peculiar  search- 
ing and  intense  gaze  when  speaking  to  any  one, 

which  is  common  to  people  of  strong  imagina- 
tions, who  try  to  convey  to  others  more  than 

they  actually  say.  His  forehead,  too,  was  high 

and  grand,  but  wrinkled  over  with  the  furrows 

of  thought  and  care;  and  on  the  right  side  was 

a  deep  indentation,  with  a  gash  across  it,  as  if 

the  skull  had  been  driven  in  by  a  blow.  His  hair, 

which  was  long  and  thin,  was  milk  white,  and 

though  his  teeth  were  fine,  yet  the  wrinkles  of 

his  skin,  the  peculiar  roughness  of  the  ear,  and 

the  shrivelled  hand,  all  bore  testimony  of  an 

advanced  age.  Yet,  perhaps,  he  might  be 

younger  than  he  looked,  for  the  light  in  that 

eager  eye  plainly  spoke  one  of  those  quick, 

anxious,  ever  labouring  spirits  which  wear  the 
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fnme  by  the  internal  emotions,  infinitely  more 

rapidly  and  more  destructiYely  than  any  of  the 
external  events  and  circnmstances  of  life.    One 

thing  iras  very  pecnliar  about  him — at  least,  in 

this  oountry — for  on  another  continent  such  a 

peculiarity  might  have  called  for  no  attention. 

On  either  cbeek,  beginning  just  behind  the  ex- 
ternal corner  of  the  eye,  and  proceeding  in  a 

graceful  wave  all  along  the  cheek  bone,  turning 

round,  like  an  acanthus  leaf,  at  the  other  extre- 

mity upon  the  cheek  itself,  was  a  long  line  of 

very  minute  blue  spots,  with  another,  and  ano- 

ther, and  another  beneath  it,  till  the  whole  as- 

sumed the  appearance  of  a  rather  broad  ara- 
besque painted  in  blue  upon  his  face.    His 

dress  in  other  respects  (if  this  tattooing  might 

be  called  a  part  of  his  dress)  though  coarse  in 

texture  was  good.     The  whole,  too,  was  black, 

except  where  the  white  turned-down  collar  of 
his  shirt  appeared  between  his  coat  and  his  pale 

brownish  skin.    His  shoes  were  large  and  heavy 

like  those  used  by  the  countrymen  in  that  part 

of  the  county,  and  in  them  he  wore  a  pair  of 

silver  buckles,  not  very  large,  but  which  in  their 
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peculiar  form  and  ornaments,  gave  signs  of  con- 
siderable antiquity.  Though  bent,  as  we  have 

said,  thin,  and  pale,  he  seemed  active  and  ener- 
getic. All  his  motions  were  quick  and  eager, 

and  he  grasped  the  hand  which  Osbom  extended 

to  him,  with  a  warmth  and  enthusiasm  very 

di£ferent  from  the  ordinary  expression  of  com- 
mon friendship. 

"  You  mistake,"  said  the  young  gentleman,  in 
answer  to  his  last  observation.  "  It  was  not  old 

memories  and  loved  associations  which  brought 
me  here  at  all,  Mr.  Warde.  It  was  an  order 

from  the  commander-in-chief.  Had  I  not  re- 

ceived it,  I  should  not  have  visited  this  place 

for  years — ^if  ever!" 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  would,"  replied  the  old  man ; 
"  you  could  not  help  yourself.  It  was  written 
in  the  book  of  your  fate.  It  was  not  to  be 

avoided.  You  were  drawn  here  by  an  irresistible 

impulse  to  undergo  what  you  have  to  undergo, 

to  perform  that  which  is  assigned  you,  and  to 

do  and  suffer  all  those  things  which  are  written 

on  high." 
"I  wonder  to  heox  you  speaking  in  terms  so 
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like  those  of  a  fatalist,"  answered  Osborn — "  you 
whom  I  have  always  heard  so  strenuously  assert 

num  s  responsibility  for  all  his  actions,  and  scoff 

at  the  idea  of  his  excusing  himself  on  the  plea  of 

his  predestination." 
"  True,  true/'  answered  the  old  man  whom  he 

called  Warde, — "  predestination  affords  him  no 
excuse  for  aught  that  is  wrong,  for  though  it  be 

an  inscrutable  mystery  how  those  three  great 

has  are  to  be  reconciled,  yet  certain  it  is  that 

Omniscience  cannot  be  ignorant  of  that  which 

will  take  place,  any  more  than  of  that  which  has 

taken  place ;  that  eyerything  which  God  fore- 

knows, must  take  place,  and  has  been  pre-de- 

termined  by  his  will,  and  that  yet — as  every  man 

most  feel  within  himself — his  own  actions  depend 

upon  his  volition,  and  if  they  be  evil  he  alone 

is  to  blame.  The  end  is  to  come,  Osborn — the 

end  is  to  come  when  all  will  be  revealed — and 

doubt  not  that  it  will  be  for  Grod's  glory.  I  often 

think/'  he  continued  in  a  less  emphatic  tone, 
"  that  man  with  his  free  will  is  like  a  child  with 

a  plaything.  We  see  the  babe  about  to  dash  it 

against  the  wall  in  mere  wantonness^  we  know 
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that  he  will  injure  it — ^perhaps  break  it  to  pieces 

— ^perhaps  hurt  himself  with  it  in  a  degree ;  we 
could  prevent  it,  yet  we  do  not,  thinking  perhaps 

that  it  will  be  a  lesson — one  of  those,  the  ac- 

cumulation of  which  makes  experience,  if  not 

wisdom.  At  all  events  the  punishment  falls 

upon  him;  and,  if  duly  warned,  he  has  no  right 
to  blame  us  for  that  which  his  own  will  did, 

though  we  saw  what  he  would  do,  and  could 

have  prevented  him  from  doing  so.  We  are  all 

spoilt  children,  Osbom,  and  remain  so  to  the 

end,  though  God  gives  us  warning  enough, — 

but  here  comes  my  homely  meal." 
At  the  same  moment  the  landlord  brought 

in  a  dish  of  vegetables,  some  milk  and  some 

pottage,  which  he  placed  upon  the  table,  giving 

a  shrewd  look  to  the  young  officer,  but  saying 

to  his  companion,  *'  There,  I  have  brought  what 
you  ordered,  sir;  but  I  cannot  help  thinking 

you  had  better  take  a  bit  of  meat  You  had 

nothing  but  the  same  stufiT  this  morning,  and  no 

dinner  that  I  know  of." 

<'Man,  I  never  eat  anything  that  has  drawn 

the  breath  of  life,"  replied  Warde.     "  The  first 
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of  our  lace  bTought  death  into  the  world  and 

iras  pennitted  to  inflict  it  upon  others,  for  the 

fiadsfiaction  of  his  own  appetites ;   bat  it  was  a 

permission,  and  not  an  injunction — except  for 

sacrifice.    I  will  not  be  one  of  the  tyrants  of  the 

¥hole  creation ;  I  will  have  no  more  of  the  tiger 

in  my  nature  than  is  inseparable  from  it;  and  as 

to  gorging  myself  some  five  or  six  times  a  day 

with  unnecessary  food — am  I  a  swine,  do  you 

think,  to  eat  when  I  am  not  hungry,  for  the  sole 

purpose  of  devouring  ?     No,  no,  the  simplest 

food,  and  that  only  for  necessity,  is  best  for 

man's  body  and  his  mind.    We  all  grow  too  rank 

and  superfluous." 
Thus  saying,  he  approached  the  table,  said 

a  short  grace  over  that  which  was  set  before 

him,  and  then  sitting  down,  ate  till  he  was 

satisfied,  without  exchanging  a  word  with  any 

one  during  the  time  that  he  was  thus  engaged. 

It  occupied  less  tlian  five  minutes,  however,  to 

take  all  that  he  required,  and  then  starting 

up  suddenly,  he  thanked  God  for  what  he  had 

given  him,  took  up  his  hat  and  turned  towards 
the  door. 
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<'  I  am  going  out,  Osborn/'  he  said,  '^for  my 

eveniDg  walk.     Will  you  come  with  me  ?" 

"Willingly  for  half  an  hour,"  answered  the 
young  ofiKcer,  and,  telling  the  landlord  as  he 

passed  that  he  would  be  back  by  the  time  that 

his  room  was  ready,  he  accompanied  his  eccentric 

acquaintance  out  into  the  streets  of  Hythe,  and 

thence,  through  some  narrow  walks  and  lanes, 

to  the  sea-shore. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  sky  was  clear  and  bright ;  the  moonlight 

mis  sleeping  in  dream-like  splendour  upon  the 
water,  and  the  small  waves,  thrown  np  by  the 

tide  more  than  the  wind,  came  rippling  along 
the  beach  like  a  flood  of  diamonds.    All  was 

still  and  silent  in  the  sky,  and  upon  the  earth ; 

and  the  soft  rustle  of  the  waters  upon  the  shore 

seemed  but  to  say  "  Hush !"  as  if  nature  feared 
that  any  louder  sound  should  interrupt  her  calm 

repose.    To  the  west,  stretched  out  the  faint  low 

line  of  coast  towards  Dungeness ;  and  to  the 

east,  appeared  the  high  cliffs  near  Folkestone 

and  Dover — grey  and  solemn ;  while  the  open 
heaven  above  looked  down  with  its  tinv  stars 

and  lustrous  moon  upon  the  wide  extended  sea, 
VOL.   I.  F 



66  THE   SMUGGLER. 

glittering  in  the  silver  veil  cast  over  her  sleeping 

bosom  from  on  high. 

Such  was  the  scene  presented  to  the  eyes  of 

the  two  wanderers  when  they  reached  the  beach, 

a  little  way  on  the  Sandgate  side  of  Hythe,  and 

both  paused  to  gaze  upon  it  for  several  minutes 

in  profound  silence. 

*'  This  is  indeed  a  night  to  walk  forth  upon 

the  sands,"  said  the  young  officer  at  length.  "  It 
seems  to  me,  that  of  all  the  many  scenes  from 

which  man  can  derive  both  instruction  and  com- 

fort, in  the  difficulties  and  troubles  of  life,  there 

is  none  so  elevating,  so  strengthening,  as  that 

presented  by  the  sea  shore  on  a  moonlight  night. 

To  behold  that  mighty  element,  so  full  of  destruc- 
tive and  of  beneficial  power,  lying  tranquilly 

within  the  bound  which  God  affixed  to  it,  and  to 

remember  the  words,  *  Thus  far  shalt  thou  come, 
and  no  farther,  and  here  shall  thy  proud  waves 

be  stopped,'  affords  so  grand  an  illustration  of 
his  might,  so  fine  a  proof  of  the  truth  of  his 

promises,  that  the  heart  must  be  hard  indeed 

and  the  mind  dull^  not  to  receive  confirmation 

of  faith,  and  encouragement  in  hope." 
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• 

"  More^  far  more,  may  man  receive/'  replied 
his  companion,  ''  if  he  be  but  iffilling ;  but  that 
gross  and  corrupt  insect  refuses  all  instruction, 

and  though  the  whole  universe  holds  out  bless- 
ings, still  chooses  the  curse.    Where  is  there  a 

scene  whence  man  may  not  receive  benefit?  What 

spot  upon  the  whole  earth  has  not  something  to 
speak  to  his  heart,  if  he  would  but  hsten  ?    In 

his  own  busy  passions,  however,  and  in  his  own 

fierce  contentions,  in  his  sordid  creeping  after 

gain,  in  his  trickery  and  his  knavery,  even  in 

his  loves  and  pleasures,  man  turns  a  deaf  ear  to 

the  great  voice  speaking  to  him ;  and  the  only 
scene  of  all  this  earth  which  cannot  benefit  the 

eye  that  looks  upon  it,  is  that  in  which  human 

beings  are  the  chief  actors.     There  all  is  foul- 
ness, or  pitifiilness,  or  vice ;  and  one,  to  live  in 

happiness,  and  to  take  the  moral  of  all  nature 

to  his  heart,  should  hve  alone  with  nature.     I 

irill  find  me  out  such  a  place,  where  I  can  absent 

mysdf  entirely,  and  contemplate  nought  but  the 

works  of  God  without  the  presence  of  man,  for  I 
am  sick  to  death  of  all  that  I  have  seen  of  him  and 

his,  especially  in  what  is  called  a  civilized  state." F  2 
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"  You  have  often  threatened  to  do  so,  Warde/' 

answered  the  young  officer,  **  but  yet  methinks^ 
though  you  rail  at  him,  you  love  man  too  much 

to  quit  his  abodes  entirely.  I  have  seen  you 

kind  and  considerate  to  savages  of  the  most 

horrible  class ;  to  men  whose  daily  practice  it 

is  to  torture  with  the  most  unheard  of  cruelty 

the  prisoners  whom  they  take  in  battle ;  and  will* 

you  have  less  regard  for  other  fellow-creatures, 

because  they  are  what  you  call  civilized  ?" 

''  The  savage  is  at  least  sincere/'  replied  hi» 
companion.  "  The  want  of  sincerity  is  the  great 
and  crowning  vice  of  all  this  portion  of  the  globe. 

Cruel  the  wild  hunters  may  be,  but  are  they  more 

cruel  than  the  people  here  ?  Which  is  the  worst 

torment,  a  few  hours'  agony  at  the  stake,  singing- 
the  war-song,  all  ended  by  a  blow  of  a  hatchet, 
or  long  years  of  mental  torture,  when  every  scorn 

and  contumely,  every  bitter  injustice,  every  cruel 
bereavement  that  man  can  inflict  or  suffer,  is 

piled  upon  your  head,  till  the  load  becomes  in- 
tolerable. Then,  too,  it  is  done  in  a  smooth  and 

smiling  guise.  The  civilized  fiend  looks  softly 

upon  you  while  he  wounds  you  to  the  heart — 
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makes  a  pretext  of  law,  and  justice^  and  equity — 

voiild  have  you  &ncy  him  a  soft  good  man,  while 

there  is  no  act  of  nialevolence  and  iniquity  that 

he  does  not  practise.  The  savage  is  true,  at  all 

erents.  The  man  who  fractured  my  skull  with 

^  blow  of  his  tomahawk,  made  no  pretence  of 

friendship  or  of  right.  He  did  it  boldly,  as  an 

act  customary  with  his  people,  and  would  have 

led  me  to  the  stake  and  danced  with  joy  to  see 

me  suffering,  had  I  not  been  rescued.  He  was 

smcere  at  least :  but  how  would  the  Englishman 

ha?e  served  me?  He  would  have  wrung  my 

heart  with  pangs  insupportable,  and  all  the  time 

have  talked  of  his  great  grief  to  afflict  me,  of 

the  necessity  of  the  case,  of  justice  being  on  his 
side,  and  of  a  thousand  other  vain  and  idle 

pretexts,  but  aggravating  the  act  by  mocking  me 

with  a  show  of  generosity." 
"  I  fear  my  excellent  friend  that  you  have  at 

some  time  suffered  sadly  from  man's  base- 

ness," said  Osbom;  ''but  yet  I  think  you  are 
VTTong  to  let  the  memory  thereof  affect  you  thus. 

I,  too,  have  suffered,  and  perhaps  shall  have  to 

suffer  more ;  but  yet  I  would  not  part  with  the 
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best  blessings  God  has  given  to  man,  as  you 

have  done,  for  any  other  good." 
''  What  have  I  parted  urith  that  I  could  keep  T' 

asked  the  other,  sharply :  ̂'  what  blessings  ?  I 

know  of  none !" 

"  Trust — confidence,"  replied  his  young  com- 
panion. *^  I  know  you  will  say  that  they  have  been 

taken  from  you ;  that  you  have  not  thrown  them 

away,  that  you  have  been  robbed  of  them.  But 

have  you  not  parted  with  them  too  easily  ?  Have 

you  not  yielded  at  once,  without  a  struggle  to 

retain  what  I  still  call  the  best  blessings  of  God  ? 

There  are  many  villains  in  the  world — ^I  know 
it  but  too  well ;  there  are  many  knaves.  There 

are  still  more  cold  and  selfish  egotists,  who, 

without  committing  actual  crimes  or  injuring 

others,  do  good  to  none;  but  there  are  also  many 

true  and  upright  hearts,  many  just,  noble,  and 

generous  men ;  and  were  it  a  delusion  to  think 

so,  I  would  try  to  retain  it  still." 
"  And  sufier  for  it  in  the  hour  of  need,  in  the 

moment  of  the  deepest  confidence,"  answered 
Warde.  "  If  you  must  have  confidence,  place  it 
in  the  humble  and  the  low,  in  the  rudest  and  least 
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onrilized — ay,  in  the  very  outcasts  of  society — 

lather  than  in  the  polished  and  the  courtly,  the 

great  and  high.     I  would  rather  trust  my  life, 

or  my  purse,  to  the  honour  of  the  common  robber, 

and  to  his  generosity,  than  to  the  Tery  gentle- 
manly man  of  fiashion  and  high  station.    Now, 

if,  as  you  say,  you  have  not  come  down  hither 

for  old  associations,  you  must  be  sent  to  hunt 

down  honester  men  than  those  who  sent  you — 

men  who  break  boldly  through  an  unjust  and 

barbarous  system,  which  denies  to  our  land  the 

goods  of  another,  and  who,  knowing  that  the 

Tery  knaves  who  devised  that  system,  did  it  but 

to  enrich  themselves,  stop  with  a  strong  hand  a 

part  of  the  plunder  on  the  way— or,  rather,  insist 

at  the  peril  of  their  Uves,  on  man  s  inherent 

light  to  trade  with  his  neighbours,  and  frustrate 

the  roguish  devices  of  those  who  would  forbid  to 

our  land  the  use  of  that  produced  by  another." 

Osbom  smiled  at  his  companion's  defence  of 

smuggling,  but  replied,  **  I  can  conceive  a  thou- 
sand reasons,  my  good  friend,  why  the  trade  in 

certain  things  should  be  totally  prohibited,  and 

a  high  duty  for  the  interests  of  the  state  be 
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placed  on  others.  But  I  am  not  going  to  argue 

with  you  on  all  our  institutions ;  merely  this  I 

will  say,  that  when  we  entrust  to  certain  men  the 

power  of  making  laws^  we  are  bound  to  obey 

those  laws  when  they  are  made ;  and  it  were  but 

candid  and  just  to  suppose  that  those  who  had 

made  them^  after  long  deUberation,  did  so  for 

the  general  good  of  the  whole." 
"For  their  own  villanous  ends/*  answered 

Warde — "  for  their  own  selfish  interests.  The 

good  of  the  whole ! — ^what  is  it  in  the  eyes  of  any 

of  these  law-givers  but  the  good  of  a  party?" 

"  But  do  you  not  think,"  asked  the  young 
officer,  "  that  we  ourselves,  who  are  not  law- 

givers, judge  their  actions  but  too  often  under 

the  influence  of  the  very  motives  we  attribute  to 

them  ?  Has  party  no  share  in  our  own  bosoms  ? 

Has  selfishness — ^have  views  of  our  own  interests, 

in  opposition  either  to  the  interests  of  others  or 

the  general  weal,  no  part  in  the  judgment  that  we 

form  ?  Each  man  carps  at  that  which  suits  him 

not,  and  strives  to  change  it,  without  the  slightest 

care  whether,  in  so  doing,  he  be  not  bringing 
ruin  on  the  heads  of  thousands.  But  as  to 

what  you  said  just  now  of  my  being  sent  hither 
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to  hunt  down  the  smuggler,  such  is  not  the  ease. 

I  am  sent  to  lend  my  aid  to  the  civil  power  when 

called  upon  to  do  so — ^but  nothing  more ;  and 

ire  all  know  that  the  civil  power  has  proved 

quite  ineffective  in  stopping  a  system,  which 

began  by  violation  of  a  fiscal  law,  and  has  gone 

on  to  outrages  the  most  brutal,  and  the  most 

daring.  I  shall  not  step  beyond  the  line  of  my 

daty,  my  good  £riend;  and  I  will  admit  that 

many  of  these  very  misguided  men  themselves, 

who  are  carrying  on  an  illegal  traffic  in  this 

daring  manner,  fSuicy  themselves  justified  by 

such  arguments  as  you  have  just  now  used — nay, 
more,  I  do  believe  that  there  are  some  men 

amongst  them  of  high  and  noble  feelings,  who 

never  dream  that  they  are  dishonest  in  breaking 

a  law  that  they  dislike.  But  if  we  break  one 

law  thus,  why  should  we  keep  any  ? — why  not 

add  robbery  and  murder  if  it  suits  us  ? 

''  Ay,  there  are  high  nunded  and  noble  men 

amongst  them,"  answered  Warde,  not  seeming 
to  heed  the  latter  part  of  what  his  companion 

said,  "and  there  stands  one  of  them.  He 
has  evil  in  him  doubtless ;  for  he  is  a  man  and 

an  Englishman ;  but  I  have  found  none  here 
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who  has  less,  and  many  who  have  more.  Yet 

were  that  man  taken  in  pursuing  his  oocupation, 

they  would  imprison,  exile,  perhaps  hang  him, 

while  a  multitude  of  knaves  in  gilded  eoats,  would 

be  suffered  to  go  on  committing  every  sin,  and 

almost  every  crime,  unpunished — a  good  man, 

an  excellent  man,  and  yet  a  smuggler." 
The  young  officer  knew  it  was  in  vain  to  rea- 

son with  him,  for  in  the  frequent  intercourse 

they  had  held  together,  he  had  perceived  that, 

with  many  generous  and  noble  feelings,  with  a 

pure  heart,  and  almost  ascetic  severity  of  life, 

there  was  a  certain  perversity  in  the  course  of 

Mr.  Warde's  thoughts,  which  rendered  it  im- 
possible to  turn  them  from  the  direction  which 

ihey  naturally  took.  It  seemed  as  if  by  long 

habit  they  had  channelled  for  themselves  so  deep 

a  bed,  that  they  could  never  be  diverted  thence ; 

and  consequently,  without  replying  at  first,  he 

merely  turned  his  eyes  in  the  direction  which  the 

other  pointed  out,  trying  to  catch  sight  of  the 

person  of  whom  he  spoke.  They  were  now  on 

the  low  sandy  shore  which  runs  along  between 

the  town  of  Hythe  and  the  beautiful  little  water- 
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isg  place  of  Sandgate.  But  it  must  be  recol- 
lected^ that  at  the  time  I  speak  of,  the  latter  place 

displayed  no  ornamental  yillas,  no  gardens  full  of 

flowers,  almost  touching  on  the  sea,  and  consisted 

merely  of  a  few  fishermen's,  or  rather  smuggler's, 
huts,  with  one  little  pubho  house,  and  a  low- 

browed shop,  filled  with  aU  the  necessities  that 

the  inhabitants  might  require.  Thus  nothing 

like  the  mass  of  buildings  which  the  watering 

place  now  can  boast,  lay  between  them  and  the 
Folkestone  cliffs ;  and  the  whole  Une  of  the  coast, 

except  at  one  point,  where  the  roof  of  a  house 

intercepted  the  view,  was  open  before  Osbom's 
eyes ;  yet  neither  upon  the  shore  itself,  nor  upon 

the  green  upland,  which  was  broken  by  rocks 

and  bushes,  and  covered  by  thick  dry  grass, 

could  he  perceive  anything  resembling  a  human 

foim.  A  minute  after,  however,  he  thought  he 

saw  something  move  against  the  rugged  back- 
ground, and  the  next  moment,  the  head  and 

Moulders  of  a  man  rising  over  the  edge  of  the 

hill  caught  his  eyes,  and  as  his  companion 

walked  forward  in  silence,  he  inquired, 

"  Have  you  known  him  long,   or  is  this 
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one    of  your    sudden   judgments,    my   good 

friend  ?" 

"  I  knew  him  when  he  was  a  boy  and  a  lad/' 
answered  Wilmot,  "  I  know  him  now  that  he  is 

a  man — so  it  is  no  sudden  judgment.  Come,  let 

us  speak  with  him,  Osborn,'*  and  he  advanced 
rapidly,  by  a  narrow  path,  up  the  side  of  the  slope. 

Osborn  paused  a  single  instant,  and  then  fol- 

lowed, saying,  "Be  upon  your  guard,  Warde; 
and  remember  how  I  am  circumstanced.  Neither 

commit  me  nor  let  him  commit  himself." 

"  No,  no,  fear  not,"  answered  his  friend,  "  I 

am  no  smuggler,  young  man ;"  and  he  strode  on 
before,  without  pausing  for  further  consultation. 

As  they  climbed  the  hill,  the  figure  of  the  man 

of  whom  they  had  been  speaking  became  more 

and  more  distinct,  while  walking  up  and  down 

upon  a  flat  space  at  the  top  of  the  first  step 

or  wave  of  ground;  he  seemed  to  take  no 

notice  of  their  approach.  When  they  came 

nearer  still,  he  paused,  as  if  waiting  for  their 

coming ;  and  the  moon  shining  full  .upon 

him,  displayed  his  powerful  form,  standing  in 

an  attitude  of  easy  grace,  with  the  arms  folded 
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on  the  chest,  and  the  head  shghtly  bent 

ionraid.  He  iras  not  above  the  middle  height ; 

bat  broad  in  the  shoulders,  and  long  in  the 

izms;  robnst  and  strong— every  muscle  was 

round  and  swelling,  and  yet  not  heavy;  for  there 

was  the  appearance  of  great  lightness  and  activity 

in  his  whole  figure,  strangely  combined  with  that 

of  vigour  and  power.  His  head  was  small,  and 

well  set  upon  his  shoulders ;  and  the  very  posi- 

tion in  which  he  stood,  the  firm  planting  of  his 

ieet  on  the  ground,  the  motionless  crossing  of 

his  arm  upon  his  breast,  all  seemed  to  argue  to 

the  mind  of  Osbom — and  he  was  one  not  unac- 

cQstomed  to  judge  of  character  by  external 

signs — a  strong  and  determined  spirit,  well  fitted 

for  the  rough  and  adventurous  life  which  he  had 
undertaken. 

"Good  night,  Harding,"  said  Mr.  Warde, 
as  they  came  up  to  the  spot  where  he  stood. 

''What  a  beautiful  evening  it  is !" 

*'  Goodnight,  sir,"  answered  the  man,  in  a  civil 
tone,  and  with  a  voice  of  considerable  melody. 

''It  is  indeed  a  beautiiful  evening,  though  some- 

times I  like  to  see  the  cloudy  sky,  too." 
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"  And  yet  I  dare  say  you  enjoy  a  walk  by  the 
bright  sea,  in  the  cahn  moonlight,  as  much  as 

I  do/'  rejoined  Mr.  Warde. 

"  Ay,  that  I  do,  sir/'  replied  the  smuggler. 
''That's  what  brought  me  out  to-night,  for 

there's  nothing  else  doing;  but  I  should  not 
rest  quiet,  I  suppose,  in  my  bed,  if  I  did  not  take 

my  stroll  along  the  downs  or  somewhere,  and 

look  over  the  sea,  while  she  lies  panting  in  the 

moonbeams.  She's  a  pretty  creature,  and  I 
love  her  dearly.  I  wonder  how  people  can  live 

inland." 
"  Oh,  there  are  beautiful  scenes  enough  in- 

land/' said  Osbom,  joining  in  the  conversation ; 

''  both  wild  and  grand,  and  calm  and  peaceful." 

"  I  know  there  are,  sir,  I  know  there  are,"  an- 
swered the  smuggler,  gazing  at  him  attentively, 

"  and  if  ever  I  were  to  live  away  from  the  beach, 
I  should  say,  give  me  the  wild  and  grand,  for  I 

have  seen  many  a  beautiful  place  inland,  espe- 

cially in  Wales ;  but  still  it  always  seems  to  me 

as  if  there  was  something  wanting  when  the  sea 

is  not  there.  I  suppose  it  is  natural  for  an  En- 

glishman/' 
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"  Peiliaps  it  is/'  rejoined  Osbom,  "  for  cer- 
tunly  when  Nature  rolled  the  ocean  round  us, 

she  intended  as  for  a  maritime  people.     But  to 

Tetom  to  what  you  ivere  saying,  if  I  could  choose 

my  own  abode,  it  should  be  amongst  the  calm 

and  peaceful  scenes,  of  which  the  eye  never  tires, 

and  amongst  which  the  mind  rests  in  repose." 

*' Ay,  if  it  is  repose  one  is  seeking,"  replied 

the  smuggler,  with  a  laugh,  ̂ '  well  and  good. 
Then  a  pleasant  little  valley,  with  trees  and  a 

nmning  stream,  and  a  neat  httle  church,  and 

the  parsonage,  nuiy  do  well  enough.  But  I  dare 

say  Toa  and  I,  sir,  have  led  very  different  lives, 

and  80  have  got  different  likings.  I  have  always 

beenaoeustomed  to  the  storm  and  the  gale,  to  a 

somewhat  adventurous  life,  and  to  have  that  great 

iride  sea  before  my  eyes  for  ever.  You,  I  dare 

say,  have  been  going  on  quietly  and  peacefiiUy  all 

your  days,  perhaps  in  London,  or  in  some  great 

town,  knowing  nothing  of  hardships  or  of  dan- 

gers; so  that  is  the  reason  you  love  quiet  places." 

"  Quite  the  reverse !"  answered  Osbom,  with  a 

smile — ''  mine  has  been  nothing  but  a  life  of  peril 
and  danger,  and  activity,  as  &r  as  it  hitherto  has 
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gone.  From  the  time  I  was  eighteen  till  now, 
the  battle  and  the  skinnish,  the  march  and  the 

retreat,  with  often  the  hard  ground  for  my  bed, 

as  frequently  the  sky  for  my  coyering,  and  at 

best  a  thin  piece  of  canvas  to  keep  off  the 

blast,  have  been  my  lot,  but  it  is  that  very  fact 

that  makes  me  long  for  some  repose,  and  love 

scenes  that  give  the  picture  of  it  to  the  imagina- 
tion, if  not  the  reality  to  the  heart.  I  should 

suppose  that  few  men  who  have  passed  their 

time  thus,  and  known  from  youth  to  manhood 

nothing  but  strife  and  hourly  peril,  do  not 

sooner  or  later  desire  such  tranquillity." 
''  I  don't  know,  sir,"  said  the  smuggler ;  "  it 

maybe  so,  and  the  time  may  come  with  me;  but 

yet  I  think  habits  one  is  bred  to,  get  such  a  hold 

of  the  heart  that  we  can't  do  without  them.  I 

often  fancy  I  should  like  a  month's  quiet,  too ; 
but  then  I  know  before  the  month  was  out  I 

should  long  to  be  on  the  sea  again." 
"  Man  is  a  discontented  creature,"  said  Warde, 

— "  not  even  the  bounty  of  God  can  satisfy  him. 
1  do  not  believe  that  he  would  even  rest  in 

heaven,  were  he  not  wearied  of  change  by  the 
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ereDts  of  this  life.     Well  may  they  say  it  is  a 

state  of  trial." 

"  I  hope  I  shall  go  to  heaven,  too/'  rejoined  the 
smuggler ;  "  but  I  should  like  a  few  trips  first ; 
and  I  dare  say,  when  I  grow  an  old  man^  and 

stiff  and  rusty,  I  shall  be  well  contented  to  take 

my  walk  here  in  the  sunshine,  and  talk  of  days 

that  are  gone;  but  at  present,  when  one  has 

life  and  strength,  I  could  no  more  sit  and  get 
cankered  in  idleness  than  I  could  turn  miller. 

This  world's  not  a  place  to  be  still  in;  and  I  say. 

Blow  wind,  and  push  off  the  boat." 
''But  one  may  have  activity  enough  without 

constant  excitement  and  peri],"  answered  Os- 
bom. 

*'  I  don't  know  that  there  would  be  half  the 

pleasure  in  it,"  replied  the  smuggler,  laugh- 
ing—" that  we  strive  for,  that  we  love.  Every- 

thing must  have  its  price,  and  cheap  got  is 

little  valued.  But  who  is  this  coming?"  he 
continued,  turning  sharply  round  before  either 

of  his  companions  heard  a  sound. 

The  next  moment,  however,  steps  running  up 

the  face  of  the  bank  were  distinguished,  and  in 
VOL.   L  G 
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another  minute  a  boy  of  twelve  or  thirteen, 

dressed  in  a  sailor's  jacket,  came  hurrying  up 
to  the  smuggler,  and  pulled  his  sleeve,  saying, 

in  a  low  voice,  '*  Gome  hither— come  hither ;  I 

want  to  speak  to  you." 
The  man  took  a  step  apart,  and  bending 

down  his  head  listened  to  something  which  the 

boy  whispered  in  his  ear.    ''I  will  come — ^I 

will  come  directly,"  he  said,  at  length,  when  the 
lad  was  done.  "  Bun  on  and  tell  him,  little  Star- 

light ;  for  I  must  get  home  first  for  a  minute. 

Good  night,  gentlemen,"  he  continued,  turning 
to  Mr.  Waide  and  his  companion,  ''  I  must  go 

away  for  a  longer  walk ;"  and,  without  farther 
adieu,  he  began  to  descend  the  bank,  leaving 

the  two  friends  to  take  their  way  baok  to  Hythe, 

conversing,  as  they  went,  much  in  the  same 

strain  as  that  in  which  they  had  indulged  while 

coming  thither,  differing  in  almost  every  topic, 

but  yet  with  some  undefinable  link  of  sympathy 

between  them,  which  nevertheless  owed  its  ori- 

gin, in  the  old  man's  breast,  to  very  different 
feeUngs  from  those  which  were  experienced  by 

his  younger  companion. 
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CHAPTEB  V. 

There  was  an  old  hoase,  built  in  a  style  which 

acquired  the  mint-mazk  of  fashion  of  about  the 

reign  of  George  the  First,  and  was  considered 

by  those  of  the  English,  or  opposite  party,  to 

be  peculiarly  well  qualified  for  the  habitation  of 
HanoYer  rats.  It  stood  at  a  little  distance  from 

the  then  small  hamlet  of  Harboume,  and  was 

ploikged  into  one  of  the  southern  apertures  of 

the  ̂ ood  of  that  name,  having  its  gardens  and 

pleasure-grounds  around  it,  with  a  terrace  and  a 
lawn  stretching  out  to  the  verge  of  a  smaU  parish 

road,  which  passed  at  the  distance  of  somewhat 

less  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  windows. 

It  was  all  of  red  brick,  and  looked  square  and 
g2 
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formal  enough,  with  the  two  wings  projecting 

like  the  a-kimbo  arms  of  some  imtamed  virago, 

straight  and  resolute  as  a  redoubt.  The 

numerous  windows,  however,  with  very  tolerable 

spaces  between  them ;  the  numerous  chimneys, 

with  every  sort  of  form  and  angle ;  the  nimierous 

doors,  of  every  shape  and  size,  and  the  square 

precision  of  the  whole,  bespoke  it  a  very  capa- 
cious building,  and  the  inside  justified  fully  the 

idea  which  the  mind  of  a  traveller  naturally 

formed  from  the  outside.  It  was,  in  truth,  a 

roomy,  and  in  some  cases  a  very  convenient 

abode;  but  it  was  laid  out  upon  a  particular 

plan,  which  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  write  down, 

for  tlie  practical  instruction  of  the  reader  un- 
learned in  such  edifices. 

In  the  centre  of  the  ground-floor  was  a  large 
hall  of  a  cruciform  shape,  each  of  the  limbs 

being  about  fifteen  feet  wide.  The  two  shorter 
arms  of  the  cross  stretched  firom  side  to  side  of 

the  building  in  its  width  ;  the  two  longer  from 

end  to  end  of  its  length.  The  southern  termi- 

nation of  the  shorter  arms  was  the  great  hall- 

door  ;  the  northern  arm,  which  formed  the  pas- 
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8^  between  the  Tarious  ranges  of  offices,  ex- 

tended to  a  door  at  the  back,  opening  into  a 

ooiiit-yBrd  surrounded  by  coach-houses,  stables, 

coif-sheds,  pig-sties,  and  hen-roosts.  But  the 
offices,  and  the  passage  between  them,  were  shut 

off  from  the  main  hall  and  the  rest  of  the  man- 

sion by  double  doors ;  and  the  square  of  fifteen 

feet  in  the  centre  of  the  hall  was,  to  the  exent  of 

aboat  two- thirds  of  the  whole,  occupied  by  a  large, 

low-stepped,  broad-ballustraded  oaken  staircase. 
The  eastern  and  western  limbs  of  the  cross  af- 

forded the  means  of  communicating  with  various 

rooms, — such  as  Ubrary,  dining-room,  drawing- 

room,  music-room,  magistrate's- room,  gentle- 

xoaa's-room,  and  billiard-room,  with  one  or  two 
others  to  which  no  name  had  been  applied. 

Many  of  these  rooms  had  doors  which  led  into 

the  one  adjacent;  but  this  was  not  invariably 

the  case,  for  from  the  main  corridor  branched 

off  several  little  passages,  separating  in  some 

instances  one  chamber  from  the  other,  and 

leading  out  upon  the  terrace  by  the  smaller 
doors  which  we  have  noticed  above.  What  was 

the  use  of  these  passages  and  doors  nobody 
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was  ever  able  to  divine^  and  it  remains  a  mystery 

to  the  present  day,  which  I  shall  not  attempt  to 

solve  by  venturing  any  hypothesis  upon  so  re- 
condite a  subject.  The  second  floor  above  was 

laid  out  much  in  the  same  way  as  the  one 

below,  except  that  one  of  the  limbs  of  the  cross 

was  wanting,  the  space  over  the  great  door 

being  appropriated  to  a  very  tolerable  bed-room. 
From  this  floor  to  the  other,  descended  two  or 

three  staircases,  the  principal  one  being  the 

great  open  flight  of  steps  which  I  have 

already  mentioned ;  and  the  second,  or  next  in 

importance,  being  a  stone  staircase,  which 

reached  the  ground  between  the  double  doors, 
that  shut  out  the  main  hall  fiom  the  ofiBces. 

Having  thus  given  some  idea  of  the  interior 

of  the  building,  I  will  only  pause  to  notice, 

that,  at  the  period  I  speak  of,  it  had  one 

very  great  defect.  It  was  very  much  out  of 

repair, — not,  indeed,  of  that  sort  of  substantial 
repair  which  is  necessary  to  comfort,  but  of  that 

pleasant  repair  which  is  agreeable  to  the  eye. 

It  was  well  and  solidly  built,  and  was  quite 

wind  and  water  tight;  but  although  the  builders 
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of  the  day  in  vhich  it  vas  erected  were^  as  every 

one  knows^  peculiarly  neat  in  their  bhck-work, 

yet  Time  would  have  his  way  even  with  their 

eonstroctionSy  and  he  had  maliciously  chisd-' 

led  out  the  pointing  from  between  the  sharp, 

well«cat  bricks,  scraped  away  the  mortar  from 

the  stone   copings,    and   cracked    and    blis- 

tered the  painting  of  the  wood-work.    This 

labour  of  his  had  not  only  given  a  venerable, 

but  also  a  somewhat  dilapidated  appearance  to 

the  mansion;    and  some  green  mould,  with 

vhich  he  had  taken  the  pains  to  dabble  all 

the  white  parts  of  the  edifice,  did  not  decrease 

the  look  of  decay. 

Sweeping  round  from  the  parish  road  that 

ve  have  mentioned  was  a  branch,  leading  by  the 

aide  of  the  lawn^  and  a  gentle  ascent  up  to  the 

teirace  and  to  the  great  door,  and  carriages  on 

aniving  passed  along  the  whole  front  of  the 

house  by  the  western  angle  before  they  reached 

the  court-yard  behind.  But  from  that  court- 
jaid  there  were  various  other  means  of  exit 

Q2ie  to  the  kitchen  garden,  one  to  two  or  three 

other  courts,  and  one  into  the  wood  which  came 
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^thin  fifty  yards  of  the  enclosore ;  for,  to  use 

the  ordinary  romance  ghrase,  Harboume  House 

was  literally  '*  bosomed  in  wood."  The  windows,, 
however^  and  the  front,  commanded  a  fine  view 

of  a  rich  and  undulating  country,  plentifully 

garnished  with  trees,  but  still,  for  a  considerable 

distance,  exposed  to  the  eye,  from  the  elevated 

ground  upon  which  the  mansion  was  placed. 
A  little  hamlet  was  seen  at  the  distance  of  about 

two  miles  in  front — ^I  rather  suspect  it  was 
Kenchill — and  to  the  eastward  the  house  looked 

over  the  valley  towards  the  high  ground  by 

Woodchurch  and  Woodchurch  Beacon,  catching 

a  blue  line  which  probably  was  Bomney  Marsh. 

Between,  Woodchurch,  however,  and  itself,  was 

seen  standing  out,  straight  and  upright,  a  very 

trim-looking  white  dwelling,  flanked  by  some 
pleasant  groves,  and  to  the  west  were  se^n  one 

or  two  gentlemen's  seats  scattered  about  over 
the  iace  of  the  country.  Behind,  nothing  of 

course  was  to  be  seen  but  tree*tops,  except 
from  the  window  of  one  of  the  attics,  whence  the 

housemaid  could  descry  Biddenden  Windmill 

and  the  top  of  Biddenden  Church.    Harboume 
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Wood  was  indeed,  at  that  time,  very  extensive, 

joining  on  to  the  large  piece  of  woodland,  firom 

which  it  is  now  separated,  and  stretching  out  as 

fiur  as  that  place  with  an  unpleasant  name,  called 

Gallows  Green.  The  whole  of  this  space,  and 

a  considerable  portion  of  the  cultivated  ground 
around,  was  within  the  manor  of  the  master  of  the 

mansion.  Sir  Bobert  Crojland,  of  Harboume, 

the  elder  brother  of  that  Mr.  Zachary  Croyland, 

whom  we  have  seen  travelling  down  into  Kent 

with  two  companions  in  the  newly  established 

stage-coach. 
About  four  days  after  that  memorable  journey, 

a  traveller  on  horseback,  followed  by  a  servant 

leading  another  horse,  and  with  a  portmanteau 

behind  him,  rode  up  the  little  parish  road  we 

have  mentioned,  took  the  turning  whieh  led  to 

the  terrace,  and  drew  in  his  bridle  at  the  great 
door  of  Harboume  House.  I  would  describe 

him  again,  but  I  have  already  given  the  reader 

so  correct  and  accurate  a  picture  of  Sir  Edward 

Digby,  that  he  cannot  make  any  mistake.  The 

only  change  which  had  taken  place  in  his 

appearance  since  he  set    out  from  London, 
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was  produced  by  his  being  now  dressed  in  a  full 

military  costume ;  but  nevertheless  the  eyes  of  a 

fair  lady^  who  was  in  the  drawing-room  and  had 
a  full  view  of  the  terrace,  conveyed  to  her  mind, 

as  she  saw  him  ride  up,  the  impression  that  ho 

was  a  very  handsome  man  indeed.  In  two 

minutes  more,  which  were  occupied  by  the 

opening  of  the  door  and  sundry  directions 

given  by  the  young  baronet  to  his  servant.  Sir 

Edward  Digby  was  ushered  into  the  drawing- 
room,  and  advanced  with  a  firank,  firee,  military 

air,  though  unacquainted  with  any  of  the  per- 
sons it  contained.  As  his  arrival  about  that 

hour  was  expected,  the  whole  family  of  Har- 
boume  House  was  assembled  to  receive  him; 

and  before  we  proceed  farther,  we  may  as  well 

give  some  account  of  the  different  persons  of 

whom  the  little  circle  was  composed. 

The  first  whom  Sir  Edward's  eyes  fell  upon 
was  the  master  of  the  mansion,  who  had  risen, 

and  was  coming  forward  to  welcome  his  guest 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  however,  was  so  different 

a  person  from  his  brother,  in  every  point, 

that  the    yoimg  officer  could    hardly  believe 
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that  he  had  the  baronet  before  him.  He  was  a 

large,  heaTj-looking  man,  with  good  features 
and  expressive  eyes,  but  sallow  in  complexion, 

and  though  somewhat  corpulent,  having  that 

look  of  loose,  flabby  obesity,  which  is  generaUy 

an  indication  of  bad  health.  His  dress,  though 

scrupulously  clean  and  in  the  best  foishion  of 

the  time,  fitted  him  ill,  being  too  large  even  for 

his  large  person;  and  the  setting  of  the  diamond 

ring  which  he  wore  upon  his  hand  was  scarcely 

more  yellow  than  the  hand  itself.  On  his  face 

he  bore  a  look  of  habitual  thought  and  care, 

approaching  mofoseness,  which  even  the  smile 

he  assumed  on  Sir  Edward's  appearance  could 
not  altogether  dissipate.  In  his  tone,  however, 

he  was  courtly  and  kind,  though  perhaps  a 

liule  pompous,  expressed  his  delight  at  seeing 

his  old  friend's  son  in  Harbourne  House,  shook 
him  warmly  by  the  hand,  and  then  led  him 

ceremoniously  forward  to  introduce  him  to  his 

sister,  Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland,  and  his  two 

daughters. 

The  former  lady  might  very  well  have  had 

applied  to  her  Fielding's  inimitable  descrip- 



92  THE    SMUGGLER. 

tion  of  the  old  maid.  Her  appearance  was 

very  similar,  her  station  and  occupation  much 

the  same;  but  nevertheless^  in  all  essential 

points,  Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland  was  a  very  dif- 

ferent person  from  the  sister  of  Squire  All- 

worthy.  She  was  a  kind-hearted  soul  as  ever 
existed;  gentle  in  her  nature,  anxious  to  do 

the  very  best  for  every  body,  a  little  given  to 

policy  for  the  purpose  of  accomphshing  that 

end,  and  consequently,  nine  times  out  of  ten, 

making  folks  very  uncomfortable  in  order  to 

make  them  comfortable,  and  doing  all  manner 

of  mischief  for  the  purpose  of  setting  things 

right.  No  woman  ever  had  a  more  perfect 

abnegation  of  self  than  Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland, 

in  all  things  of  great  importance.  She  had 

twice  missed  a  very  good  opportunity  of  mar- 
riage, by  making  up  a  match  between  one  who 

was  quite  ready  to  be  her  own  lover  and  one  of 

her  female  friends,  for  whom  he  cared  very  little. 

She  had  lent  the  whole  of  her  own  private  for- 

tune, except  a  small  annuity,  which  by  some 

chance  had  been  settled  upon  her,  to  her 

brother  Sir  Bobert,  without  taking  any  security 
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iprhatsoever  for  principal  or  interest ;  and  she  was 

always  ready,  when  there  was  anything  in  her 

pnrse,  to  giye  it  away  to  the  worthy  or  un- 

worthy— ^rather,  indeed,  preferring  the  latter, 
from  a  conTiction  that  they  were  more  likely  to 
be  destitute  of  friends  than  those  who  had 

some  claim  upon  society. 

Nerertheless  Mrs.  Barbara  Groyland  was  not 

altogether  without  that  small  sort  of  selfishness 

which  is  usually  termed  yanity.  She  was  occa- 
sionally a  little  affironted  and  indignant  with  her 

friends,  when  they  disapproved  of  her  spoiling 

their  whole  plans  with  the  intention  of  fitoilitat- 
iog  them.  She  knew  that  her  design  was  good ; 

and  she  thought  it  very  ungratefril  in  the  world 

to  be  angry  when  her  good  designs  produced  the 

most  opposite  results  to  those  which  she  in- 

tended. She  was  fully  convinced,  too,  that  cir- 
comstances  were  perversely  against  her;  and 

yet  for  her  life  she  could  not  refrain  ftom  trying 

to  make  those  circumstances  bend  to  her  pur- 
pose, notwithstanding  all  the  raps  on  the 

knuckles  she  received ;  and  she  had  still  some 

scheme  going  on,  which,  though  continually 
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disappointedy  rose  up  Hydra-like,  with  a  new 
head  springing  out  as  soon  as  the  other  was  cut 

off.  As  it  was  at  her  suggestion,  and  in  &Tour 

of  certain  plans  which  she  kept  deep  in  the 
recesses  of  her  own  bosom,  that  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland  had  claimed  acquaintance  with  Sir 

Edward  Digby  on  the  strength  of  an  old  friend- 
ship with  his  &ther,  and  had  invited  him  down 

to  Harboume  House  immediately  on  the  return 

of  his  regiment  to  England,  it  may  well  be  sup- 
posed that  Miss  Barbara  received  him  with  her 

most  gracious  smiles — ^which,  to  say  the  truth, 
though  the  &ce  was  wrinkled  with  age,  and  the 

complexion  not  very  good,  were  exceedingly 

sweet  and  benignant,  springing  from  a  natural 

kindness  of  heart,  which,  if  guided  by  a  sounder 
discretion,  would  have  rendered  her  one  of  the 

most  amiable  persons  on  the  earth. 

After  a  few  words  of  simple  courtesy  on  both 

parts.  Sir  Edward  turned  to  the  other  two  per- 
sons who  were  in  the  room,  where  he  found 

metal  more  attractive— at  least,  for  the  eyes. 
The  first  to  whom  he  was  introduced  was  a 

young  lady,  who  seemed  to  be  about  one-and- 
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twenty  years  of  age,  though  she  had  in  faot  just 

attained  another  year ;  and  though  Six  Bobert 

somewhat  hurried  him  on  to  the  next,  who  was 

younger,  the  keen  eye  of  the  young  officer 

marked  enough  to  make  him  aware  that,  if  so  cold 

and  80  little  disposed  to  look  on  a  lover  as  her 

unde  had  represented,  she  might  well  become  a 

very  dangerous  neighbour  to  a  man  with  a  heart 

not  well  guarded  against  the  power  of  beauty. 

Her  hair,  eyes,  and  eylashes  were  almost  black, 

and  her  complexion  of  a  clear  brown,  with  the 

rose  blushing  faintly  in  the  cheek ;  but  the  eyes 

were  of  a  deep  blue.    The  whole  form  of  the 

head,  the  &I1  of  the  hair,  the  bend  of  the  neck 

from  the  shoulders,  were  all  exquisitely  sym- 

metrical and  classical,  and  nothing  could  be 

more  lovely  than  the  line  of  the  brow  and  the 

chiselled  cutting  of  the  nose.    The  upper  lip, 

small  and  delicately  drawn,  the  under  lip  full 

and  slightly  apart,  shewing  the  pearl-like  teeth 

beneath;  the  turn  of  the  ear,  and  the  grace- 

fol  line  in  the  throat,  might  all  have  served 

as  models  for  the  sculptor  or  the  painter ;  for  the 

colouring  was  as  rich  and  beautiful  as  the 
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form ;  and  when  she  rose  and  stood  to  receive 

him^  "with  the  small  hand  leaning  gently  on  the 
arm  of  the  chair,  he  thought  he  had  never  seen 

anything  more  graceful  than  the  figure,  or  more 

harmonious  than  its  calm  dignity,  with  the 

lofty  gravity  of  her  countenance.  If  there  was 

a  defect  in  the  face,  it  was  perhaps  that  the  chin 

was  a  little  too  prominent,  but  yet  it  suited  well 

with  the  whole  countenance  and  with  its  ex- 

pression, giving  it  decision  without  harshness, 

and  a  look  of  firmness,  which  the  bright  smile 

that  fluttered  for  a  moment  round  the  Ups, 

deprived  of  everything  that  was  not  gentle  and 

kind.  There  was  soul,  there  was  thought,  there 

was  feeling,  in  the  whole  look;  and  Digby  would 

fain  have  paused  to  see  those  features  animated 
in  conversation.  But  her  father  led  him  on, 

after  a  single  word  of  introduction,  to  present 

him  to  liis  younger  daughter,  who,  with  some 

points  of  resemblance,  offered  a  strange  contrast 

to  her  sister.  She,  too,  was  very  handsome, 

and  apparently  about  two  years  younger;  but 

hers  was  the  style  of  beauty  which,  though  it 

deserves  a  better  name,  is  generally  termed 

pretty.    All  the  features  were  good,  and  the 
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hidr  exceedingly  beautiful;  but  the  face   T^as 

not  so   oval»  the   nose    perhaps    a  little    too 

short,  and  the  lips  too  sparkling  with  smiles  to 

impress  the  mind,  at  first  sight,  so  much  as  the 

countenance  of  the  other.     She  seemed  all  hap- 

piness ;  and  in  looking  to  the  expression  and  at 

her  bright  blue  eyes,  as  they  looked  out  through 

the  black  lashes,  like  violets  from  a  clump  of 

dark  leaves,  il  was  scarcely  possible  to  fancy 
that  she  had  ever  known  a  touch  of  care  or 

sorrow,  or  that  one  of  the  anxieties  of  life  had 

ever  even  brushed  her  lightly  with  its  wing. 

She  seemed  the  flower  just  opening  to  the 

morning  sunshine — the  fruit,  before  the  bloom 

had  been  washed  away  by  one  shower.     Her 

figure,  too,  was  full  of  young  grace ;  her  move- 
ments were  all   quicker,   more  wild  and  free 

than  her  sister's ;  and  as  she  rose  to  receive  Sir 
Edward  Digby,  it  was  more  with  the  air  of  an 

old  friend  than  a  new  acquaintance.    Indeed, 

she  was  the  first  of  the  family  who  had  seen 

him,  for  hers  were  the  eyes  which  had  watched 

his  approach  from  the  window,  so  that  she  felt 
as  if  she  knew  him  better  than  anv  of  them. 

VOL.  I.  H 
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There  was  something  very  mnning  in  the 

frank  and  cordial  greeting  with  which  she  met 

him,  and  in  an  instant  it  had  established 

a  sort  of  communication  between  them  which 

would  have  taken  hours,  perhaps  days,  to 

bring  about  with  her  sister.  As  Sir  Edward 

Digby  did  not  come  there  to  fall  in  love,  he 

would  fain  have  resisted  such  influences, 

even  at  the  beginning ;  and  perhaps  the  words 

of  old  Mr.  Croyland  had  somewhat  put  him 

upon  his  guard.  But  it  was  of  no  use  being 

upon  his  guard ;  for,  fortify  himself  as  strongly 

as  he  would,  Zara  went  through  all  his  defences 

in  an  instant;  and,  seeming  to  take  it  for 

granted  that  they  were  to  be  great  friends,  and 

that  there  was  not  the  sUghtest  obstacle  what- 

ever to  their  being  perfectly  £amihar  in  a  lady- 

like and  gentleman-like  manner,  of  course  they 
were  so  in  five  minutes,  though  he  was  a 

soldier  who  had  seen  some  service,  and  she  an 

inexperienced  girl  just  out  of  her  teens.  But 

all  women  have  a  sort  of  experience  of  their 

own ;  or,  if  experience  be  not  the  right  name,  an 
intuition   in  matters   where  the  other  sex  is 
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concerned,  which  supplies  to  them  very  rapidly 

a  great  part  of  that  which  long  converse  \nth  the 
world  bestows  on  men.     Too  true  that  it  does 

not  always  act  as  a  safeguard  to  their  own 

hearts — true  that  it  does  not  always  guide  them 

light  in  their  own  actions, — ^but  still  it  does  not 
fiiil  to  teach  them  the  best  means  of  winning 

where  they  wish  to  win ;  and  if  they  do  not  suc- 
ceed, it  is  £ur  more  frequently  that  the  cards 

which  they  hold  are  not  good,  than  that  they 

play  the  game  unskilfully. 

Whether  8ir  Bobert  Croyland  had  or  had  not 

any  forethought  in  his  invitation  of  Sir  Edward 

Bigby,  and,  like  a  prudent  father,  judged  that 

it  would  be  quite  as  well  his  youngest  daughter 

should  marry  a  wealthy  baronet,  he  was 

too  wise  to  let  anything  like  design  appear; 

and  though  he  suffered  the  young  officer  to 

parsae  his  conversation  with  Zara  for  two  or 

three  minutes  longer  than  he  had  done  with  her 

ai8t»,  he  soon  interposed,  by  taking  the  first 

opportunity  of  teUing  his  guest  the  names  of 
those  whom  he  had  invited  to  meet  him  that 

day  at  dinner. 
H  2 
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"  We  shall  have  but  a  small  party,"  he  said, 

in  a  somewhat  apologetic  tone,  ''  for  several  of 
oiur  friends  are  absent  just  now;  but  I  have 

asked  my  good  and  eccentric  brother  Zacharv 

to  meet  you  to-day.  Sir  Edward ;  and  also  my 

excellent  neighbour,  Mr.  Radford,  of  Radford 

Hall — a  very  superior  man  indeed  under  the 

surface,  though  the  manner  may  be  a  little 

rough.  His  son,  too,  I  trust  will  join  us ;"  and 
he  glanced  his  eye  towards  Edith,  whose  fisice 

grew  somewhat  paler  than  it  had  been  before. 

Sir  Robert  instantly  withdrew  his  gaze ;  but  tlie 

look  of  both  father  and  daughter  had  not  been 

lost  upon  Digby ;  and  he  replied — 

''  I  have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  your  brother 

already.  Sir  Robert.  We  were  fellow-travellers 
as  far  as  Ashford,  four  or  five  days  ago.  I  hope 

he  is  well." 

"  Oh,  quite  well — quite  well,"  answered  the 
baronet ;  ''  but  as  odd  as  ever — ^nay  odder,  I 
tliink,  for  his  expedition  to  London.  That  which 

seems  to  polish  and  soften  other  men,  but  ren- 

ders him  rougher  and  more  extraordinary.  But 

he  was  always  very  odd — ^very  odd  indeed,  even 

as  a  boy." 
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"  Ay,  bat  he  was  always  kind-hearted,  brother 

Hobert,"  observed  Miss  Barbara;  '*  and  though 
he  may  be  a  little  odd,  he  has  been  in  odd  places, 

you  know — ^India  and  the  like;  and  besides, 

it  does  not  do  to  talk  of  his  oddity,  as  you  are 

doing  always,  for  if  he  heard  of  it,  he  might 

leave  all  his  money  away.*' 

"  He  is  only  odd,  I  think,"  said  Edith  Croy- 
land, ''  by  being  kinder  and  better  than  other 

men." Sir  Edward  Digby  turned  towards  her  with  a 

warm  smile,  replying — '^  So  it  struck  me.  Miss 

Croyland.  He  is  so  good  and  right-minded 
himself,  that  he  is  at  times  a  little  out  of 

patience  with  the  fetults  and  foUies  of  others — 
at  least,  such  was  my  impression,  from  all  I  saw 

of  him." 

"It  was  a  just  one,"  answered  the  young 
lady, ''  and  I  am  sure.  Sir  Edward,  the  more  you 

see  of  him  the  more  you  will  be  inclined  to  over- 
look the  oddides  for  the  sake  of  the  finer 

quaUties." 
It  seemed  to  Sir  Edward  Bigby  that  the  com- 

mendations of  Sir  Bobert  Croyland's  brother  did 
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not  seem  the  most  grateful  of  all  possible  sounds 

to  the  ears  of  the  Baronet,  inrho  immediately 

after  announced  that  he  would  have  the  pleasure 

of  conducting  his  young  guest  to  his  apart- 
ments, adding  that  they  were  early  people  in 

the  country,  their  usual  dinner-hour  being  four 

o'clock,  though  he  found  that  the  &shionable 
people  of  London  were  now  in  the  habit  of 

dining  at  half-past  four.  Sir  Edward  accord- 
ingly followed  him  up  the  great  oaken  staircase 

to  a  very  handsome  and  comfortable  room,  with 

a  dressing-room  at  the  side,  in  which  he  found  his 
servant  already  busily  employed  in  disburdening 

his  bags  and  portmanteau  of  their  contents. 

Sir  Bobert  paused  for  a  moment — ^to  see  that 

his  guest  had  everything  which  he  might  re* 
quire,  and  then  left  him.  But  the  young  baronet 

did  not  proceed  immediately  to  the  business  of 

the  toilet,  seating  himself  before  the  window  of 

the  bed-room,  and  gazing  out  with  a  thoughtful 
expression,  while  his  servant  continued  his 

operations  in  the  next  room.  From  time  to 

time  the  man  looked  in  as  if  he  had  something 

to  say,  but  his  master  continued  in  a  reverie. 
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of  which  it  may  be  as  well  to  take  some  notice. 

His  first  thought  vrsa,  *'  I  must  lay  out  the  plan 
of  my  campaign ;  but  I  must  take  care  not  to 

get  my  wing  of  the  army  defeated  while  the 

main  body  is  moving  up  to  give  battle.     On  my 

life,  Im  a  great  deal  too  good-natured  to  put 
myself  in  such  a  dangerous  position  for  a  friend. 

The  artillery  that  the  old  gentleman  spoke  of  is 

much  more  formidable  than  I  expected.    My 

woithy  colonel  did  not  use  so  much  of  love's 
glowing  colours  in  his  painting  as  I  supposed ; 

bat  after  all,  there's  no  danger;  I  am  proof 
against  all  such  shots,  and  I  fancy  I  must  use 

httle  Zara  for  the  purpose  of  getting  at  her 

Bister's  secrets.      There  can  be  no  harm  in 
making  a  little  love  to  her,  the  least  little  bit 

possible.     It  will  do  my  pretty  coquette  no 

harm,  and  me  none  either.    It  may  be  well  to 

know  how  the  land  lies,  however ;  and  I  dare 

■ay  that  fellow  of  mine  has  made  some  dis- 
coveries already;  but  the  surest  way  to  get 

nothing  out  of  him  is  to  ask  him,  and  so  I  must 

let  him  take  his  own  way."- 
His  thoughts  then  turned  to  another  branch 
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of  the  same  subject ;  and  he  went  on  pondering 

rather  than  thinking  for  some  minutes  more. 

There  is  a  state  of  mind  which  can  scarcely  be 

called  thought ;  for  thought  is  rapid  and  pro- 
gressive, like  the  flight  of  a  bird,  whether  it  be 

in  the  gyrations  of  the  swallow,  or  the  straight- 
forward course  of  the  rook ;  but  in  the  mode  or 

condition  of  which  I  speak,  the  mind  seems 

rather  to  hover  over  a  particular  object,  like  the 

hawk  eyeing  carefully  that  which  is  beneath  it ; 

and  this  state  can  no  more  be  called  thought 

than  the  hovering  of  the  hawk  can  be  called 

flight  Such  was  the  occupation  of  Sir  Edward 

Digby,  as  I  have  said,  for  several  minutes,  and 

then  he  went  on  to  his  conclusions.  '^  She  loves 

him  still,"  he  said  to  himself;  ''  of  that  I  feel 
sure.  She  is  true  to  him  still,  and  steadfBist  in 

her  truth.  Whatever  may  have  been  said  or 

done  has  not  been  hers,  and  that  is  a  great 

point  gained ;  for  now,  with  station,  rank,  dis- 
tinction, and  competence  at  least,  he  presents 

himself  in  a  very  different  position  from  any 
which  he  could  assume  before;  and  unless  on 

account  of  some  unaccountable  prejudice,  the  old 
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gentleman  can  have  no  objection.     Oh,   yes, 

she  loves  him  still,  I  feel  very  sure !     The  calm 

gravity  of  that  beautiful  face  has  only  been 

written  there  so  early  by  some  deep  and  un- 
changed feeling.  We  never  see  the  sparkhng 

brightness  of  youth  so  shadowed  but  by  some 

powerful  and  ever-present  memory,  which,  like 
the  deep  bass  notes  of  a  fine  instrument,  gives 
a  solemn  tone  even  to  the  Uveliest  music  of 

life.  She  can  smile,  but  the  brow  is  still  grave : 

there  is  something  underneath  it;  and  we 

must  find  out  exactly  what  that  is.  Yet  I 
cannot  doubt ;  I  am  sure  of  it.  Here,  Somers  ! 

are  not  those  things  ready  yet  ?  I  shall  be  too 

late  for  dinner." 

"Oh,  no,  sir;*'  repUed  the  man,  coming  in, 
and  putting  up  the  back  of  his  hand  to  his  head, 

in  military  &ahion.  **  Your  honour  wont  be  too 
late.  The  great  bell  rings  always  half«an-hour 

before,  then  Mr.  Badford  is  always  a  quarter-of- 

an-hour  behind  his  time." 

*'  I  wonder  who  Mr.  Badford  is  !'*  said  Sir  Ed- 

ward Bigby,  as  if  speaking  to  himself.  "  He 

seems  a  very  important  person  in  the  county." 
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''  I  can  tell  you,  sir/'  said  the  man^  "  he  is  or 
\mB  the  richest  person  in  the  neighbourhood, 

and  has  got  Sir  Bobert  quite  under  his  thumb* 

they  say.  He  was  a  merchant,  or  a  shopkeeper, 

the  butler  told  me,  in  Hythe.  But  there  was 

more  money  came  in  than  ever  went  through  his 

counting-house,  and  what  between  trading  one 
way  or  another,  he  got  together  a  great  deal  of 

riches,  bought  this  place  here  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  set  up  for  a  gentleman.  His  son  is 

to  be  married  to  Miss  Croyland,  they  say ;  but 

the  servants  think  that  she  hates  him,  and  fancy 

that  he  would  himself  rather  have  her  sister." 
The  latter  part  of  this  speech  was  that  which 

interested  Sir  Edward  Digby  the  most ;  but  he 

knew  that  there  was  a  certain  sort  of  perversity 

about  his  servant,  which  made  him  less  willing 

to  answer  a  distinct  question  than  to  volunteer 

any  information ;  and  therefore  he  fixed  upon 

another  point,  inquiring,  '*  What  do  you  mean, 
Somers,  by  saying  that  he  is,  or  was,  the  richest 

man  in  the  country  ?" 

"  Why,  sir,  that  is  as  it  may  be,"  answered 
the  man ;  "  but  one  thing  is  certain — ^Miss  Croy- 
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land  has  three  times  refused  to  marry  this  young 

Badford,  notwithstanding  all  her  father  could 

say;  and  as  for  the  young  gentleman  himself, 

why  he's  no  gentleman  at  all,  going  about  mth 
all  the  bad  characters  in  the  county,  and  carry- 

ing on  his  father's  old  trade^  like  a  highwayman. 
It  has  not  quite  answered  so  well  though,  for 

they  say  old  Badford  lost  fully  fifty  thousand 

pounds  by  his  last  venture,   which  was  run 

ashore  somewhere  about  Bomney  Hoy.     The 

boats  were  sunk,  part  of  the  goods  seized,  and 

the  rest  sent  to  the  bottom.    You  may  be  sure 

he's  a  dare-devil,  however,  for  whenever  the  ser- 
vants speak  of  him,  they  sink  their  voice  to  a 

idusper,  as  if  the  fiend  were  at  their  elbow." 
Sir  Edward  Bigby  was  very  well  inclined  to 

hear  more ;  but  whUer  the  man  was  speaking,  the 

bell  he  had  mentioned,  rang,  and  the  young 

baronet,  who  had  a  certain  regard  for  his  own 

personal  appearance,  hastened  to  dress  and  to 

descend  to  the  drawing-room. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

It  is  sometimes  expedient  in  telling  a  tale  of 

this  kind,  to  introduce  the  different  personages 

quietly  to  the  reader  one  after  the  other,  and  to 

suffer  him  to  become  familiar  with  them  sepa- 

rately, before  they  are  all  brought  to  act  to- 
gether, that  he  may  have  a  clear  and  definite 

notion  of  their  various  characters,  dispositions^ 

and  peculiarities,  and  be  enabled  to  judge  at 

once  of  the  motives  by  which  they  are  actuated, 

when  we  recite  the  deeds  that  they  perform. 

Having  twice  or  thrice  mentioned  one  of 

the  prominent  persons  in  this  history,  without 

having  brought  him  visibly  upon  the  scene, 

(as,   in  the  natural  course  of  events,  I  must 
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very  sooipdo,)  I  shall  now  follow  the  plan 

above  mentioned ;  and,  in  order  to  give  the 

reader  a  distinct  notion  of  Mr.  Badford,  his 

character  and  proceedings,  will  heg  those  who 

have  gone  on  with  me  thus  far,  to  step  hack 

with  me  to  the  same  night,  on  which  Mr.  Warde 

and  his  young  friend  met  the  smuggler  in  his 

eyeniDg  walk  along  the  heights. 

Not  very  far  from  the  town  of  Hythe,  not 

very  far  from  the  village  of  Sandgate,  are  still 
to  be  found  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  castle, 

which,  hy  various  deeds  that  have  been  per- 

formed within  its  walls,  has  acquired  a  name 

in  English  history.  The  foundation  of  the 

building  is  beyond  our  records;  and  tradi- 
tion, alwavs  fond  of  the  marvellous,  carries 

back  the  period  when  the  first  stone  was  laid  to 
the  times  of  the  Boman  invaders  of  Great 

Britain.  Others  supposed  that  it  was  erected 

by  the  Saxons,  but,  as  it  now  stands,  it  presents 
no  trace  of  the  handiwork  of  either  of  those 

two  races  of  barbarians,  and  is  simply  one  of 

those  strongholds  constructed  by  the  Normans, 

or  their  close  descendants,  either  to  keep  their 
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hold  of  a  conquered  country,  or  to  resist  the 

power  both  of  tyrannical  monarchs  and  danger- 
ous neighbours.  Various  parts  of  the  building 

are  undoubtedly  attributable  to  the  reign  of 

Henry  II. ;  and  if  any  portion  be  of  an  earlier 

date,  of  which  I  have  some  doubts,  it  is  but 

small ;  but  a  considerable  part  is,  I  believe,  of 

a  still  later  epoch,  and  in  some  places  may  be 

traced  the  architecture  common  in  the  reign  of 

Edward  III.  and  of  his  grandson.  The  space 

enclosed  within  the  outer  walls  is  very  extensive, 

and  numerous  detached  buildings,  chapels,  halls, 

and  apparently  a  priory,  are  still  to  be  found 

built  against  those  walls  themselves,  so  that  it 

is  probable  that  the  castle  in  remote  days  gave 

shelter  to  some  religious  body,  which  is  rendered 

still  more  likely  from  the  fact  of  Saltwood  Gasde 

and  its  manor  having  formerly  appertained  to 

the  church  and  see  of  Canterbury. 

Many  a  remarkable  scene  has  undoubtedly 

passed  in  the  courts  and  halls  of  that  now 

ruined  building,  and  it  is  even  probable  that 

there  the  dark  and  dreadful  deed,  which, 

though  probably  not  of  his  contriving,  em- 
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Littered  the  latter  life  of  the  second  Henry, 

was  planned  and  determined  by  the  murderers 

of  Thomas-a  Becket.  With  such  deeds,  how- 

ever, and  those  ancient  times,  we  have  nothing 

here  to  do;  and  at  the  period  to  which  this 

tale  refers,  the  castle,  though  in  a  much  more 

perfect  state  than  at  present,  was  already  in 

ruins.  The  park,  which  formerly  surrounded  it, 

had  been  long  thrown  open  and  divided  into 
fields ;  but  still  the  character  which  its  formation 

had  given  to  the  neighbouring  scenery  had  not 

passed  away ;  and  the  rich  extent  of  old  pasture, 

the  scattered  woods  and  clumps  of  trees,  the 

brawling  brook,  here  and  there  diverted  from  its 

natural  course  for  ornament  or  convenience, — 

all  bespoke  the  former  destination  of  the 

ground,  for  near  a  mile  around  on  every  side, 

when  magnificent  Archbishop  Courtenay  held 

the  castle  of  Saltwood  as  his  favourite  place  of 
residence. 

Though,  as  I  have  said,  grey  ruin  had  pos- 

session of  the  building,  yet  the  strength  of  its 

construction  had  enabled  it  in  many  parts  to 

lesist  the  attacks  of  time;  and  the  great  keep. 
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"with  its  two  lofty  gate  towers  and  wide-spread- 
ing hall,  was  then  but  very  little  decayed. 

Nevertheless,  at  that  period  no  one  tenanted  the 

castle  of  Saltwood  but  an  old  man  and  his  son, 

who  cultivated  a  small  portion  of  ground  in 

the  neighbourhood;  and  their  dwelling  was 

confined  to  three  rooms  in  the  keep,  though 

they  occupied  several  others  by  their  imple- 
ments of  husbandry,  occasionally  diversified  with 

sacks  of  grain,  stores  of  carrots  and  turnips,  and 

other  articles  of  agricultural  produce.  Thus, 

every  night,  for  a  short  time,  lights  were  to  be  seen 

in  Saltwood  Castle,  but  all  the  buildings  except 

the  keep,  were  utterly  neglected,  and  falling 

rapidly  into  a  state  of  complete  dilapidation. 

It  was  towards  this  building,  on  the  night  I 

speak  of,  that  the  smuggler  took  his  way,  about 

a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  having  suddenly 
broken  off  his  conversation  with  Mr.  Warde 

and  the  young  officer.  He  walked  on  with  a  quick, 

bold,  careless  step,  apparently  without  much 

thought  or  consideration  of  the  interview  to 

which  he  was  summoned.  He  paused,  indeed, 

more  than  once,  and  looked  around  him ;  but 
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it  was  merely  to  gaze  at  the  beauty  of  the 

scenery,  for  which  he  had  a  great  natural  taste. 

It  is  no  slight  mistake  to  suppose  that  the  con- 

stant intercourse  vrith,  and  opportunity  of  en- 

joying the  beauties  of  nature^  diminish  in  any 

degree  the  pleasures  that  we  thence  derive. 

The  direct  contrary  is  the  case.  Every  other 

delight,  everything  that  man  has  contrived  or 

found  for  himself,  palls  upon  the  taste  by 

frequent  fruition ;  but  not  so  with  those 

sources  of  pleasure  which  are  given  us  by 

God  himself;  and  the  purer  and  freer  they 

are  from  man's  invention^  the  more  permanent 
are  they  in  their  capability  of  bestowing  hap- 

piness, the  more  extensive  seems  their  quality 

of  satisfying  the  ever-increasing  desires  of  the 
spirit  within  us.  Were  it  not  so,  the  ardent 

attachment  which  is  felt  by  those  who  have  been 

born  and  brought  up  in  the  midst  of  fine  and 

magnificent  scenery  to  the  place  of  their  nativity, 

could  not  exist;  and  it  will  always  be  found 

that,  other  things  being  equal,  those  who  live 

most  amongst  the  beauties  of  nature,  are  those 

▼ho  most  appreciate  them. 
VOL.  r.  I 
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Many  a  beautiful  prospect  presented  itself  to 

the  smuggler,  as  he  walked  on  by  the  light  of  the 

moon.  At  one  place,  the  woods  swept  round  him 

and  concealed  the  rest  of  the  country  from  his 

eyes;  but  then  the  moonbeams  poured  through 

the  branches,  or  streamed  along  the  path,  and 

every  now  and  then,  between  the  old  trunks  and 

gnarled  roots,  he  caught  a  sight  of  the  deeper 

parts  of  the  woodland,  sleeping  in  the  pale 

rays.  At  another,  issuing  forth  upon  the  side  of 

the  hill,  the  leafy  wilderness  lay  beneath  his  feet 

with  the  broad  round  summit  of  some  piece  of 

high  ground,  rising  dark  and  flat  aboTe ;  and 

at  some  distance  further,  he  suddenly  turned 

the  angle  of  the  valley,  and  had  the  tall  grey 
ruin  of  Saltwood  full  before  him,  with  the  lines 

of  the  trees  and  meadows  sweeping  down  into 

the  dell,  and  the  bright  sky,  lustrous  with  the 

moonUght,  extended  broad  and  unclouded 

behind.  Shortly  after,  he  came  to  the  little 

stream,  rushing  in  miniature  cascades  between 

its  hollow  banks,  and  murmuring  with  a  soft 

and  musical  voice  amongst  the  roots  of  the 
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shrabfl,  which  here  and  there  hid  it  irom  the 
beams. 

He  paused  bat  a  moment  or  two,  however, 

at  any  of  these  things,  and  then  walked  on 

i^[am,till  at  .length  he  climbed  the  road  lead- 

ing up  to  the  castle,  and  passed  through  the 

arch-way  of  the  gate.  Of  the  history  of  the 

place  he  knew  nothing,  but  from  vague  tradi- 

tions heard  in  his  boyhood ;  and  yet,  when  he 

stood  amongst  those  old  grey  walls,  with  the 

high  towers  rising  before  him,  and  the  green- 
sward, covering  the  decay  of  centuries,  beneath 

his  feet,  he  could  not  help  feeling  a  vague  im- 
pression of  melancholy,  not  unmingled  with 

awe,  bll  upon  him.  In  the  presence  of  ancient 

things,  the  link  between  all  mortality  seems 

most  strongly  felt  We  perceive  our  associa- 

tion with  the  dead  more  strongly.  The  cha* 

lacter  and  habits  of  thought  of  the  person,  of 

course,  render  it  a  more  distinct  or  obscure  per- 
ception ;  but  still  we  all  have  it.  With  some, 

it  is  as  I  have  before  called  it,  an  impression 

that  we  must  share  the  same  decay,  meet  the 
I  2 
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same  fate,  fall  into  the  same  tomb  as  those  who 

have  raised  or  produced  the  things  that  we 

behold ;  for  every  work  of  man  is  but  a  tomb- 
stone, if  it  be  read  aright.  But  with  others^ 

an  audible  voice  speaks  from  the  grey  ruin  and 

the  ancient  church,  from  the  dilapidated  houses 

where  our  fathers  dwelt  or  worshipped,  and 

says  to  every  one  amongst  the  living,  "  As  they 
were,  who  built  us,  so  must  you  be.  They 

enjoyed,  and  hoped,  and  feared,  and  suffered. 

So  do  you.  Where  are  they  gone,  with  all 

their  thoughts  ?  Where  will  you  go,  think 

you  never  so  highly  ?  All  down,  down,  to  the 

same  dust,  whither  we  too  are  tending.  We 

have  seen  these  things,  for  ages  past,  and  we 

shall  see  more." 
I  mean  not  to  say  that  such  was  exactly  the 

aspect  under  which  those  ruins  presented  them- 
selves to  the  eye  of  the  man  who  now  visited 

them,.  The  voice  that  spoke  was  not  so  clear ; 

but  yet  it  was  clear  enough  to  make  him  feel 

thoughtful  if  not  sad ;  and  he  paused  to  gaze  up 

at  the  high  keep,  as  the  moon  shone  out  upon 

the  old  stone-work,  showing  every  loophole  and 
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caaement.  He  was  not  without  imagination 

in  a  homely  way,  and»  following  the  train  of 

ttionght  which  the  sight  of  the  castle  at  that 

hour  snggested,  he  said  to  himself^  "I  dare 
say  many  a  pretty  girl  has  looked  out  of  that  win- 

dow to  talk  to  her  lover  by  the  moonlight ;  and 

they  have  grown  old,  and  died  like  other  folks." 
How  long  he  would  have  gone  on  in  this 

musing  mood  I  cannot  tell,  but  just  at  that 

moment  the  boy  who  had  come  down  to  the 

beach  to  call  him,  appeared  from  the  old  door- 

way of  the  chapel,  and  pointing  to  one  of  the 

towers  in  the  wall,  whispered — *'  He's  up  there, 

waiting  for  you." 
''WeU,  then,  you  run  home,  young  Star- 

hght,"  replied  the  smuggler.  "I'll  be  after 

you  in  a  minute,  for  he  can't  have  much  to  say, 
I  should  think.  Off  with  you !  and  no  listen- 

ing,  or  111  break  your  head,  youngster." 
The  boy  laughed,  and  ran  away  through  the 

gate;  and  his  companion  turned  towards  the 

angle  which  he  had  pointed  out.  Approaching 

the  waU,  he  entered  what  might  have  been  a 

door,  or  perhaps  a  window  looking  in  upon  the 
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court,  and  communicating  with  one  of  those 

passages  which  led  from  tower  to  tower,  with 

stairs  every  here  and  there  leading  to  the  bat- 
tlements. He  was  obliged  to  bow  his  head  as 

he  passed ;  but  after  climbing  a  somewhat  steep 

ascent,  where  the  broken  steps  were  half  covered 

with  rubbish,  he  emerged  upon  the  top  of  the 

wall,  where  many  a  sentinel  had  kept  his  weary 

watch  in  times  long  past  At  a  little  distance 

in  advance,  standing  in  the  pale  moonlight,  was 

a  tall,  gaunt  figure,  leaning  against  a  fragment  of 

one  of  the  neighbouring  towers ;  and  Harding 

did  not  pause  to  look  at  the  splendour  of  the 

view  below,  though  it  might  well,  with  its  world 

of  wood  and  meadow,  bounded  by  the  glistening 

sea,  have  attracted  eyes  less  fond  of  such 

scenes  than  his;  but  on  he  walked,  straight 

towards  the  person  before  him,  who,  on  his 

part,  hurried  forward  to  meet  him,  whenever  the 

sound  of  his  step  broke  upon  the  ear. 

'^Oood  night,  Harding,"  said  Mr.  Badford, 
in  a  low  but  still  harsh  tone ;  "  what  a  time  you 

have  been.  It  wiU  be  one  o'clock  or  more  be* 

fore  I  get  back." 
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''Past  two/'  answered  the  smuggler,  bluntly; 
''bat  I  came  as  soon  as  I  could.  It  is  not 
much  more  tban  half  an  hour  since  I  got  your 

message." 
"That  stupid  boy  has  been  playing  the  fool, 

then,"  replied  the  other ;  "  I  sent  him   " 

"  Oh,  he's  not  stupid/'  interrupted  the  smug- 

gler; "and  he's  not  given  to  play  the  fool 
either.  More  like  to  play  the  rogue.  But 

what's  the  business  now,  sir  ?  There's  no 

doing  anything  on  such  nights  as  these." 

"I  know  that — ^I  know  that,"  rejoined  Bad- 
ford.  "But  this  will  soon  change.  The  moon 

will  be  dwindled  down  to  cheese-paring  before 
many  days  are  over,  and  the  barometer  is 

ftHing.  It  is  necessary  that  we  should  make 

all  our  arrangements  beforehand,  Harding,  and 

have  everything  ready.  We  must  have  no  more 

such  jobs  as  the  last  two." 

"  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  them,"  rejoined 
the  smuggler.  "  You  chose  your  own  people, 
and  they  fiuled.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  it  was 

their  fault,  for  I  don't  think  it  was.  They  lost 
as  much,  for  them,  as  you  did ;  and  they  did  their 
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best^  I  dare  say;  but  still  that  is  nothing  to 

me.  I Ve  undertaken  to  land  the  cargo,  and  I 

will  do  it,  if  I  live.  If  I  die,  there's  nothing  to 

be  said,  you  know ;  but  I  don't  say  I'll  ever 
undertake  another  of  the  sort.  It  does  not 

answer,  Mr.  Badford.  It  makes  a  man  think 

too  much,  to  know  that  other  people  have  got 

so  much  money  staked  on  such  a  venture." 
«  Ay,  but  that  is  the  very  cause  why  every 

one  should  exert  himself,"  answered  his  com- 

panion.  *'  I  lost  fifty  thousand  pounds  by  the 
last  a£fair,  twenty  by  the  other ;  but  I  tell  you, 

Harding,  I  have  more  than  both  upon  this,  and 

if  this  fail   " 
He  paused,  and  did  not  finish  the  sentence ; 

but  he  set  his  teeth  hard,  and  seemed  to  draw 

his  breath  with  difficulty. 

''  That's  a  bad  plan,"  said  the  smuggler — ''  a 
bad  plan,  in  all  ways.  You  wish  to  make  up  all 

at  one  run;  and  so  you  double  the  venture; 

but  you  should  know  by  this  time,  that  one  out 

of  four  pays  very  ̂ eU.  and  we  have  seldom 
failed  to  do  one  out  of  two  or  three ;  but  the 

more  money  people  get  the  more  greedy  they 



THE    8MU0GLEB.  121 

are  of  it;  so  that  because  you  put  thiee  times 

88  mach  as  enough  on  one  freight,  you  must 

seeds  put  five  times  on  the  other,  and  ten 

times  on  the  third,  risking  a  greater  loss  every 

time  for  a  greater  gain.  I'll  have  to  do  with 

no  more  of  these  things.  I'm  contented  'vrith 

httle,  and  don't  Uke  such  great  speculations." 

"  Oh,  if  you  are  afraid,"  cried  Mr.  Badford, 
"  you  can  give  it  up !  I  dare  say  we  can  find 

some  one  else  to  land  the  goods." 

''As  to  being  afraid,  that  I  am  not,"  an- 
swered Harding ;  "  and  having  undertaken  the 

ran,  I'll  do  it.  I'm  not  half  so  much  afraid  as 

you  are ;  for  I've  not  near  so  much  to  lose— only 
my  life  or  liberty  and  three  hundred  pounds. 
Bat  still,  Mr.  Badford,  I  do  not  like  to  think 

that  if  anything  goes  wrong  youll  be  so  much 

hart ;  and  it  makes  a  man  feel  queer.  If  I  have 

a  few  hundreds  in  a  boat,  and  nothing  to  lose 

bat  myself  and  a  dozen  of  tubs,  I  go  about  it  as 

gay  as  a  lark  and  as  cool  and  quiet  as  a  dog- 
fish; but  if  anything  were  to  go  wrong  now, 

why  it  would  be   '* 
"  Buin — ^utter  ruin !"  said  Mr.  Badford. 
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"I  dare  say  it  would,"  rejoined  the  smug- 

gler; "but,  neyertheless,  your  coming  down 
here  every  otjier  day,  and  sending  for  me,  does 

no  good^  and  a  great  deal  of  harm.  It  only 

teazes  me,  and  sets  me  always  thinking  about  it> 

when  the  best  way  is  not  to  think  at  all,  but 

just  to  do  the  thing  and  get  it  over.  Besides, 

you'll  have  people  noticing  your  being  so  often 

down  here,  and  you'll  make  them  suspect  some- 

thing is  going  on." 

"  But  it  is  necessary,  my  good  fellow,"  an- 
swered the  other,  ''  that  we  should  settle  all  our 

plans.  I  must  have  people  ready,  and  horses 

and  help,  in  case  of  need." 

"  Ay,  that  you  must,"  replied  the  smuggler, 
thoughtfally.  "  I  think  you  said  the  cargo  was 

light  goods." 
*'  Almost  all  India,"  said  Badford,  in  return. 

"  Shawls  and  painted  silks,  and  other  things  of 
great  value  but  small  bulk.  There  are  a  few 

bales  of  lace,  too ;  but  the  whole  will  require 

well  nigh  a  hundred  horses  to  carry  it,  so  that 

we  must  have  a  strong  muster." 

"Ay,  and  men  who   fight,  too,"  rejoined 
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Harding.  **  Tou  know  there  are  Dragoons  down 

at  Folkestone  ?" 

"  No ! — when  did  they  come?"  exclaimed  Bad- 

foid,  eagerly.  **  That's  a  bad  job — ^that's  a  bad 
job !  Perhaps  they  saspect  already.  Perhaps 
some  of  those  fellows  from  the  other  side  have 

given  information,  and  these  soldiers  are  sent 

down  in  consequence — ^I  shouldn't  wonder,  I 
shouldn't  wonder." 

'^Pooh — ^nonsense,  Mr.  Badford !"  replied 

Harding ;  *'  you  are  always  so  suspicious. 

Some  day  or  another  you'll  suspect  me." 

"  I  suspect  everybody,"  cried  Badford,  vehe- 
mently, ''and  I  have  good  cause.  I  have 

known  men  do  such  things,  for  a  pitiful  gain,  as 

would  hang  them,  if  there  were  any  just 

punishment  for  treachery." 
Harding  laughed,  but  he  did  not  explain  the 

cause  of  his  merriment,  though  probably  he 

thought  that  Mr.  Badford  himself  would  do 

many  a  thing  for  a  small  gain,  which  would  not 

lightly  touch  his  soul's  salvation.  He  soon  pro- 
ceeded, however,  to  reply,  in  a  grave  tone— 

'<  That's  a  bad  plan,  Mr.  Badford.    No  man  is 
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ever  well  served  by  those  whom  he  suspects. 

He  had  better  never  have  anything  to  do  with  a 

person  he  doubts;  bo,  if  you  doubt  me,  I'm 

quite  willing  to  give  the  business  up,  for  I  don't 

halfhkeit." 
"  Oh,  no !"  said  Badford,  in  a  smooth  and 

coaxing  tone,  ''  I  did  not  mean  you,  Harding; 
I  know  you  too  well  for  as  honest  a  fellow  as 
ever  lived ;  but  I  do  doubt  those  fellows  on  the 

other  side,  and  I  strongly  suspect  they  peached 

about  the  other  two  affidrs.  Besides,  you  said 

something  about  Dragoons,  and  we  have  not 

had  any  of  that  sort  of  vermin  here  for  a  year 

or  more." 
*'  You  frighten  yourself  about  nothing,"  an- 

swered Harding.  "  There  is  but  a  troop  of 
them  yet,  though  they  say  more  are  expected. 

But  what  good  are  Dragoons?  I  have  run 

many  a  cargo  under  their  very  noses,  and  hope 

I  shall  live  to  run  many  another.  As  to  stop- 
ping this  traffic,  they  are  no  more  good  than  so 

many  old  women!" 
**  But  you  must  get  it  all  over  before  the  rest 

come,"  repUed  Mr.  Badford,  in  an  argumenta- 
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dve  manner,  taking  hold  of  the  lappel  of  his 

companion's  jacket;  ''  there's  no  nse  of  running 
more  risk  than  needful.  And  you  must  re- 

member that  we  have  a  long  way  to  carry  the 

goods  after  they  are  landed.  Then  is  the  most 

dangerous  time/' 

"  I  don't  know  that/'  said  Harding ;  ''  but, 
however,  you  must  provide  for  that,  and  must 

alao  look  out  for  hides*  for  the  things.  I  wont 

have  any  of  them  down  with  me ;  and  when  I 

have  landed  them  safely^  though  I  don't  mind 
giving  a  help  to  bring  them  a  little  way  inland,  I 

wont  be  answerable  for  anythmg  more." 

"  No,  no ;  that's  all  settled/'  answered  his 

companion ;  "  and  the  hides  are  all  ready,  too. 
Some  can  come  into  my  stable,  others  can  be 

earned  up  to  the  willow  cave.  Then  there's  Sir 

Bobert's  great  bam." 

"  Will  Sir  Robert  consent  ?"  asked  Harding, 
in  a  doubtful  tone.  "  He  would  neyer  have 

anything  to  do  with  these  matters  himself,  and 

*  It  may  be  as  well  to  explain  to  tlie  imixiitiated  reader, 
tbat  tbe  tecret  places  where  nnagglers  conceal  their  goods 

after  landings  are  known  by  the  name  of  '*  Hides." 
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ms  always  devilish  hard  upon  us.  I  remember 

lie  sent  my  £Gither  to  gaol  ten  years  ago,  when  I 

was  a  youngster." 
"  He  must  consent,"  replied  Badford,  sternly. 

*'  He  dare  as  soon  refuse  me  as  cut  off  his  right 
hand.  I  tell  you,  Harding,  I  have  got  him  in  a 
vice ;  and  one  turn  of  the  lever  will  make  him 

cry  for  mercy  when  I  like.  But  no  more  of  him. 

I  shall  use  his  bam  as  if  it  were  my  own ;  and 

it  is  in  the  middle  of  the  wood,  you  know,  so 

that  it's  out  of  sight.  But  even  if  it  were  not 

for  that,  we've  got  many  another  place.  Thank 
Heaven,  there  are  no  want  of  hides  in  this 

county !" 
"  Ay,  but  the  worst  of  dry  goods,  and  things 

of  that  kind,"  rejoined  the  smuggler,  *'  is  that 

they  spoil  with  a  little  wet,  so  that  one  can't 
sink  them  in  a  cut  or  canal  till  they  are  wanted^ 

as  one  can  do  with  tubs.  Who  do  you  in- 

tend to  send  down  for  them?  That's  one 

thing  I  must  know." 
"  Oh,  whoever  comes,  my  son  wiU  be 

with  them,"  answered  Mr.  Badford.  "As  to 
who  the  others  will  be,  I  cannot  tell  yet    The 
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Bamleys,  certainly,  amoBgst  the  rest  They  are 

always  ready,  and  vrUl  either  fight  or  run,  as 

it  may  be  needed." 

"  I  don't  much  like  them/'  replied  Harding; 
''  they  are  a  bad  set.  I  wish  they  irere  hanged, 
or  out  of  the  conntry ;  for,  as  you  say,  they 

will  either  fight,  or  run,  or  peach,  or  any- 

thing else  that  suits  them :  one  just  as  soon  as 

another." 
*'  Oh,  no  fear  of  that — ^no  fear  of  that !"  ex- 

elaimed  Mr.  Badford,  in  a  confident  tone,  which 

seemed  somewhat  strange  to  the  ears  of  his 

companion,  after  the  suspicions  he  had  heard 

him  80  lately  express ;  but  the  other  instantly 

added,  in  explanation,  "  I  shall  take  care  that 
they  haye  no  means  of  peaching,  for  I  will  tell 

them  nothing  about  it,  till  they  are  setting  off 

with  fifty  or  sixty  others." 

''  That's  the  best  way,  and  the  only  way  with 

such  fellows  as  that,"  answered  Harding ;  "  but 

if  you  tell  nobody,  you'll  find  it  a  hard  job 

to  get  them  all  together." 

''  Only  let  the  day  be  fixed,"  said  Mr.  Bad- 

ford  ;  *'  and  I'll  haye  all  ready — ^never  fear." 
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"  That  must  be  your  affair/'  replied  Hard- 

ing ;  "  I'm  ready  whenever  you  Uke.  Give 
me  a  dark  night  and  a  fair  wind,  and  my  part  of 

the  job  is  soon  done." 

"  About  this  day  week^  I  should  think/'  said 
Mr.  Kadford.  "  The  moon  will  be  nearly  out 

by  that  time." 
"  Not  much  more  than  half/'  replied  the 

smuggler ;  *'  and  as  we  have  got  to  go  &i, — ^for 

the  ship,  you  say,  will  not  stand  in, — we  had 
better  have  the  whole  night  to  ourselves.  Even 

a  bit  of  a  moon  is  a  bad  companion  on  such 

a  trip ;  especiaUy  when  there  is  so  much  money 

risked.  No,  I  think  you  had  better  give  me  three 

days  more :  then  there  will  be  wellnigh  nothing 
left  of  her,  and  she  wont  rise  till  three  or  four. 

We  can  see  what  the  weather's  like,  too,  about 
that  time;  and  I  can  come  up,  and  let  you 

know.  But  if  you'll  take  my  advice,  Mr.  Bad- 

ford,  you'll  not  be  coming  down  here  any  more, 

till  it's  all  over  at  least.  There's  no  good  of  it, 

and  it  may  do  mischief." 
"  Well,  now  it's  all  settled,  I  shall  not  need 

to  do  so/'  rejoined  the  other;  "but  I  really 
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don't  see,  Harding,  why  you  should  so  much 

wish  me  to  stay  away." 

"  111  tell  you  why,  Mr.  Radford,"  said  Hard- 
ing, putting  his  hands  into  the  pockets  of  his 

jacket,  '*  and  that  very  easily.  Although  you 
have  become  a  great  gentleman,  and  hve  at  a 

fine  place  inland,  people  haven't  forgot  when 
you  kept  a  house  and  a  counting-house  too,  in 
Hythe»  and  all  that  used  to  go  on  in  those  days; 

and  though  you  are  a  magistrate,  and  go  out 

hunting  and  shooting,  and  all  that,  the  good 

folks  about  have  little  doubt  that  you  have  a 

hankering  after  the  old  trade  yet,  only  that  you 

do  your  business  on  a  larger  scale  than  you  did 

then.  It's  but  the  other  day,  when  I  was  in  at 

South's,  the  grocer's,  to  talk  to  him  about  some 
staff  he  wanted,  I  heard  two  men  say  one  to  the 

other,  as  they  saw  you  pass,  '  Ay,  there  goes 

old  Sadford.  I  wonder  what  he's  down  here 

for  !*  *  Ab  great  an  old  smuggler  as  ever  lived,' 

said  the  other ;  '  and  a  pretty  penny  he's  made 

of  it  He's  still  at  it,  they  say;  and  I  dare  say 

he's  down  here  now  upon  some  such  concern.' 
VOL.  I.  K 
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So  you  see,  sir,  people  talk  about  it,  and  that's 
the  reason  vfhy  I  say  that  the  less  you  are  here 

the  better." 
«  Perhaps  it  is — ^perhaps  it  is/'  answered 

Mr.  Bedford,  quickly;  ''and  as  weVe  now 

settled  all  we  can  settle,  till  you  come  up,  I'll 
take  myself  home.  Good  night,  Harding — good 

night !" ''  Good  night,  sir,"  answered  Harding,  with 
something  like  a  smile  upon  his  lip ;  and  find* 

ing  their  way  down  again  to  the  court  below, 

they  parted. 

"  I  don't  like  that  fellow  at  all,"  said  Mr. 
Radford  to  himself,  as  he  walked  away  upon 

the  road  to  Hythe,  where  he  had  left  his  horse ; 

*'  he's  more  than  half  inclined  to  be  uncivil.  I'll 
have  nothing  more  to  do  with  him  after  this  is 

over." Harding  took  his  way  across  the  fields  to* 

wards  Sandgate,  and  perhaps  his  thoughts  were 

not  much  more  complimentary  to  his  compa- 

nion than  Mr.  Badford's  had  been  to  him ;  but 
in  the  meantime,  while  each  followed  his  sepa- 

rate course  homeward,  we  must  remain  for  a 
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short  space  in  the  green,  moonlight  court  of 
Saltwood  Castle.  All  remained  still  and  silent 

for  about  three  minutes ;  but  then  the  ivy,  vhich 

at  that  time  had  gathered  thickly  round  the  old 

walls,  might  be  seen  to  move  in  the  neighbour- 

hood of  a  small  aperture  in  one  of  the  ruined 

flanking  J»wers  of  the  outer  wall^  to  which 

it  had  at  one  time  probably  served  as  a  win- 

dow, though  all  traces  of  its  original  form 
were  now  lost  The  tower  was  close  to  the 

spot  where  Mr.  Badford  and  his  companion 

had  been  standing ;  and  although  the  aperture 

we  have  mentioned  looked  towards  the*  court, 

joining  on  to  a  projecting  wall  in  great  part 

overthrown,  there  was  a  loop-hole  on  the  other 

8ide»  flanking  the  very  parapet  on  which  they 
had  carried  on  their  conversation. 

After  the  ivy  had  moved  for  a  moment,  as  I 

have  said,  something  like  a  human  head  was  thrust 

oat,  looking  cautiously  round  the  court.  The 

next  minute  a  broad  pair  of  shoulders  appeared, 

and  then  the  whole  form  of  a  tall  and  powerful 

man,  who,  after  pausing  for  an  instant  on  the  to^j 

of  the  broken  wall,  used  its  fragments  as  a  means 
k2 
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of  descent  to  the  ground  below.  Just  as  he 

reached  the  level  of  the  court,  one  of  the  loose 

stones  which  he  had  displaced  as  he  came  down, 

rolled  after  him  and  fell  at  his  side;  and,  with  a 

sudden  start  at  the  first  sound,  he  laid  his  hand 

on  the  butt  of  a  large  horse-pistol  stuck  in  a  belt 
round  his  waist.  As  soon  as  he  perceived  what 

it  was  that  had  alarmed  him,  he  took  his  hand 

from  the  weapon  again,  and  walked  out  into  the 

moonlight ;  and  thence,  after  pacing  quietly  up 

and  down  for  two  or  three  minutes,  to  give  time 

for  the  two  other  visitors  of  the  castle  to  get  to 

a  distance,  he  sauntered  slowly  out  through  tlie 

gate.  He  then  turned  under  the  walls  towards 

the  little  wood  which  at  that  time  occupied  a 

part  of  the  valley ;  opposite  to  which  he  stood 

gazing  for  about  five  minutes.  When  he  judged 

all  safe,  he  gave  a  whistle,  upon  which  the  form 

of  a  boy  instantly  started  out  fi*om  the  trees,  and 
came  running  across  the  meadow  towards  him. 

"  Have  you  heard  all,  Mr.  Mowle  ?"  asked 
the  boy  in  a  whisper,  as  soon  as  he  was  near. 

"  All  that  they  said,  Little  Starlight,"  replied 

the  other.     "  They  didn't  say  enough ;  but  yel 
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it  will  do ;  and  you  are  a  clever  little  fel- 

low. Bat  come  along,"  he  added,  laying  his 

hand  on  the  hoy's  shoulder,  ''  you  shall  have 
irhat  I  promised  you,  and  half-a-crown  more ; 

and  if  you  go  on,  and  tell  me  all  you  find  out, 

you  shall  be  well  paid." 
Thus  saying,  he  walked  on  with  the  boy  to- 

wards Hythe,  and  the  scenery  round  Saltwood 

resumed  its  silent  solitude  again. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

To  a  very  hungry  man,  it  matters  not  much 

what  is  put  upon  the  table^  so  that  it  be  eatable ; 

but  with  the  intellectual  appetite  the  case  is  dif- 

ferent, and  every  one  is  anxious  to  know  who  is 

to  be  his  companion,  or  what  is  to  be  in  his 

book.  Now,  Sir  Edward  Digby  was  somewhat 

of  an  epicure  in  human  character;  and  he  always 

felt  as  great  a  curiosity  to  enjoy  any  new  per- 

sonage brought  before  him,  as  the  more  ordinary 

epicure  desires  to  taste  a  new  dish.  He  was 

equally  refined,  too,  in  regard  to  the  taste  of  his 

intellectual  food.  He  liked  a  good  deal  of  flavour, 

but  not  too  much  :  a  soup9on  of  something,  he 

did  not  well  know  what,  in  a  man's  demeanour 
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gave  it  great  zest,  as  a  soupgon  of  two  or  three 

condimentB  so  blended'  in  a  salmi  as  to  defy 
analysis  most  have  charmed  Yatel ;  and,  to  say 
the  truth,  the  little  he  had  seen  or  heard  of  the 

hoose  in  vhich  he  now  was,  together  with  his 

knowledge  of  some  of  its  antecedents,  had 

awakened  a  great  desire  for  a  farther  taste  of 

its  quality. 

When  he  went  down  stairsi  then,  and  opened 

the  dining-room  door,  his  eye  naturally  ran 
round  in  search  of  the  new  guests.  Only  two, 

howoTer,  had  arrived,  in  the  first  of  whom  he 

recognised  Mr.  Zachary  Groyland.  The  other 

was  a  venerable  looking  old  man,  in  black, 
whom  he  ooold  not  conceive  to  be  Mr.  Badford, 

from  the  previous  account  which  he  had  heard 

of  that  respectable  gentleman's  character.  It 
turned  out,  however,  that  the  person  before 

him — ^who  had  been  omitted  by  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland  in  the  enumeration  of  his  expected 

yiigitffrs — was  the  clergyman  of  the  neighbouring 

viUage;  and  being  merely  a  plain,  good  man,  of 

very  excellent  sense,  but  neither,  rich  noble,  nor 

thrifty,  was  nobody  in  the  opinion  of  the  baronet. 
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As  soon  as  Sir  Edward  Digby  appeared,  Mr. 

Zachary  Croyland,  with  his  back  tall,  straight, 

and  stiff  as  a  poker,  advanced  towards  him,  and 

shook  him  cordially  by  the  hand.  *'  Welcome, 

welcome,  my  young  friend,"  he  said ;  "  you've 

kept  your  word,  I  see ;  and  that's  a  good  sign  of 

any  man,  especially  when  he  knows  that  there's 
neither  pleasure,  profit,  nor  popularity  to  be 

gained  by  so  doing ;  and  I'm  sure  there's  none 
of  either  to  be  had  in  this  remote  comer  of  the 

world.  You  have  some  object,  of  course,  in 

coming  among  us ;  for  every  man  has  an  object ; 

but  what  it  is  I  can't  divine." 

"A  very  great  object  indeed,  my  dear  sir," 
replied  the  young  officer,  with  a  smile;  "I 
wish  to  cultivate  the  acquaintance  of  an  old 

friend  of  my  father's — your  brother  here,  who 

was  kind  enough  to  invite  me." 
*'  A  very  unprofitable  sort  of  plant  to  culti- 

vate," answered  Mr.  Croyland,  in  a  voice  quite 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  the  whole  room. 

''  It  wont  pay  tillage,  I  should  think;  but  you 
know  your  own  affidrs  best.    Here,  Edith,  my 



THE    SMUGGLER.  137 

loTe,  I  must  make  you  better  acquainted  with 

my  young  feUow-traveller.  Doubtless,  he  is 

perfectly  competent  to  talk  as  much  nonsense 

to  yon  as  any  other  young  man  about  town,  and 

has  imported,  for  the  express  benefit  of  the 

yoong  ladies  in  the  country,  all  the  sweet 

things  and  pretty  speeches  last  in  vogue.  But 

he  can,  in  his  saner  moments,  and  if  you  just 

let  him  know  that  you  are  not  quite  a  fool, 

bestow  upon  you  some  small  portion  of  com- 

mon sense,  which  he  has  picked  up.  Heaven 

knows  how ! — ^He  couldn't  have  it  by  descent ; 
for  he  is  an  eldest  son,  and  that  portion  of  the 

fiuoily  property  is  always  reserved  for  the 

yomiger  children." 
Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland,  who  found  that 

her  brother  Zachary  was  riding  his  horse  some- 

what bard,  moved  across  the  room — ^with  the 

sapexfluity  of  whalebone  which  she  had  in  her 

atays  crackling  at  every  step,  as  if  expressly  to 

attract  attention — and,  laying  her  hand  on  Mr. 

Cmyland's  azm^  she  whispered — ''Now  do^ 

brother,  be  a  little  dvil  and  kind.    There's  no 



188  THE  SMUGGLEB. 

use  of  hurting  people  s  feelings;  and,  if  Robert 

hasn't  as  much  sense  as  you,  there's  no  use 

you  should  always  be  telling  him  so/' 
*^  Pish !  nonsense  I "  cried  Mr.  Groyland, 

**  Hold  your  tongae,  Bab.  Tou're  a  good  soul 
as  ever  lived,  but  a  great  fool  into  the  bargain. 

So  don't  meddle.  I  should  think  you  had 
burnt  your  fingers  enough  with  it  by  thia 

time." 
''And  I'm  sure  you're  a  good  soul,  too,  if 

you  would  but  let  people  know  it,"  replied  Mrs. 
Barbara,  anxious  to  soften  and  keep  down  all 

the  little  oddities  and  asperities  of  her  family 

circle  in  the  eyes  of  Sir  Edward  Digby. 

But  she  only  showed  them  the  more  by  so 

doing ;  for  Mr.  Groyland  was  not  to  be  caught 

by  honey;  and,  besides,  the  character  which  she, 

in  her  simplicity,  thought  fit  to  attribute  to  him, 

was  the  very  last  upon  the  face  of  the  earth 

which  he  coveted.  Every  man  has  his  vanity ; 

and  it  is  an  imp  that  takes  an  infinite  variety  of 

different  forms,  frequently  the  most  hideous  or 

the  most  absurd.  Now  Mr.  Groyland's  vanity  lay 
in  his  oddity  and  acerbity.    There  was  nothing 
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on  earth  ̂ hich  he  considered  so  foolish  as 

good-nature ;  and  he  'was  heartily  ashamed  of 
the  large  portion  with  which  Heaven  had  en- 

dowed him. 

**  I  a  good  soul !"  he  exclaimed.  **  Let  me 
tell  yon,  Bab^  you  are  very  much  mistaken  in 

that,  as  in  every  other  thing  you  say  or  do. 

I  am  nothing  more  nor  less  than  a  very  cross, 

ill-tempered  old  man ;  and  yon  know  it  quite 

well,  if  you  wouldn't  be  a  hypocrite." 

*'  Well,  I  do  beheve  you  are/'  said  the  lady, 
with  her  own  particular  vanity  mortified  into  a 

state  of  irritation^  **  and  the  only  way  is  to  let 

you  alone." While  this  conversation  had  been  passing 

between  brother  and  sister^  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

taking  advantage  of  the  position  in  which  they 

stood,  and  which  masked  his  own  operations 

from  the  rest  of  the  party,  bent  down  to  speak 

a  few  words  to  Edith,  who,  whatever  they  were, 

looked  up  with  a  smile,  faint  and  thoughtful 

indeed,  but  still  expressing  as  much  cheerful- 
ness 83  her   countenance  ever  showed.     The 

topic  which  he  spoke  upon  might  be  common** 
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place,  but  what  he  said  was  said  with  grace,  and 

had  a  degree  of  originality  in  it,  mingled  with 

courtlihess  and  propriety  of  expression,  wliich 

at  once  awakened  attention  and  repaid  it.  It 

was  not  strong  beer — ^it  was  not  strong  spirit — 
but  it  was  like  some  delicate  kind  of  wine,  which 

has  more  power  than  the  fineness  of  the  flavour 

suffers  to  be  apparent  at  the  first  taste. 

Their  conversation  was  not  long,  however;  for 

by  the  time  that  the  young  gentleman  and  lady 

had  exchanged  a  few  sentences,  and  Mr.  Croy- 
land  had  finished  his  discussion  with  his  sister, 

the  name  of  Mr.  Badford  was  announced ;  and 

Sir  Edward  Digby  turned  quickly  round  to 

examine  the  appearance  of  the  new  comer.  As 

he  did  so,  however,  his  eye  fell  for  a  moment 

upon  the  countenance  of  Edith  Croyland,  and 

he  thought  he  remarked  an  expression  of 

anxiety  not  unmingled  with  pain,  tiU  the  door 

closed  after  admitting  a  single  figure^  when  a 

look  of  reUef  brightened  her  jEace,  and  she  gave 

a  glance  across  the  room  to  her  sister.  The 

younger  girl  instantly  rose ;  and  while  her  father 

was  busy  receiving  Mr.  Badford  with  somewhat 
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profuse  attention^  she  gracefully  crossed  the 

room^  and  seating  herself  by  Edith,  laid  her 

hand  upon  her  sister's.  Trhispering  something 
to  her  with  a  kindly  look. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  marked  it  all,  and  liked  it ; 

for  there  is  something  in  the  bottom  of  man's 
heart  which  has  always  a  sympathy  with  affec- 

tion ;  but  he,  nevertheless,  did  not  fail  to  take 

a  complete  survey  of  the  personage  who  en* 
tered,  and  whom  I  must  now  present  to  the 

reader,  somewhat  more  distinctly  than  I  could 

do  by  the  moonlight.  Mr.  Bichard  Badford  was 

a  tall,  thin,  but  large-boned  man,  with  dark 

eyes  and  overhanging  shaggy  brows,  a  hook 

nose,  considerably  depressed  towards  the  point, 

a  mouth  somewhat  wide,  and  teeth  very  fine  for 

his  age,  though  somewhat  straggling  and  shark- 

like. His  hair  was  very  thick,  and  apparently 

coarse ;  his  arms  long  and  powerful ;  and  his 

legs,  notwithstanding  the  meagreness  of  his 

body,  furnished  with  very  respectable  calves. 

On  the  whole,  he  was  a  striking  but  not  a 

prepossessing  person;  and  there  was  a  look 

of  keenness  and  cupidity,  we  might  almost  say 
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voracity^  in  his  eye,  with  a  bend  in  the  brow» 

which  would  have  given  the  observer  an  idea  of 

great  quickness  of  intellect  and  decision  of 

character,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  certain  degree 

of  weakness  about  the  partly  opened  mouth, 

which  seemed  to  be  in  opposition  to  the  latter 

characteristic.  He  was  dressed  in  the  height 

of  the  mode,  with  large  buckles  in  his  shoes 

and  smaller  ones  at  his  knees,  a  Ught  dress« 

sword  hanging  not  ungracefiilly  by  his  side,  and 

a  profusion  of  lace  and  embroidery  about  his 

apparel. 
Mr.  Radford  replied  to  the  courtesies  of  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland  with  perfect  self-possession — 

one  might  almost  call  it  self-sufficiency — ^but 
with  no  grace  and  some  stiffiiess.  He  was  then 

introduced,  in  form,  to  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

bowing  low,  if  that  could  be  called  a  bow,  which 

was  merely  an  inclination  of  the  rigid  spine, 

from  a  perpendicular  position  to  an  angle  of 

forty-five  with  the  horizon.  The  young  officer  s 

demeanour  formed  a  very  striking  contrast  with 

that  of  his  new  acquaintance,  not  much  in 

favour  of  the  latter ;  but  he  showed  that,  as  Mr. 



THE   SMUGGLER.  143 

Crojiand  had  predicated  of  him,  he  was  quite 

prepared  to  say  a  great  many  courteous  nothings 

in  a  very  civil  and  obliging  tone.  Mr.  Badfoid 

declared  himself  delighted  at  the  honour  of 

making  his  acquaintance,  and  Sir  Edward  pro- 
nounced himself  dianned  at  the  opportunity  of 

meeting  him.  Mr.  Badford  hoped  that  he  was 

going  to  honour  their  poor  place  for  a  con- 
siderable  length  of  time,  and  Sir  Edward  felt 

sure  that  the  beauty  of  such  scenery,  and  the 

delights  of  such  society,  would  be  the  cause  of 

much  pain  to  him  when  he  was  compelled  to 

tear  himself  away. 

A  low  but  merry  laugh  from  behind  them, 

caused  both  the  gentlemen  to  turn  tbeir  heads ; 

and  they  found  the  sparkling  eyes  of  Zara 

Groyland  fixed  upon  them.  She  instantly 

dropped  her  eye-lids,  however,  and  coloured  a 

htde,  at  being  detected.  It  was  evident  enough 

that  she  had  been  weighing  the  compliments 

she  heard,  and  estimating  them  at  their  right 

value,  which  made  Mr.  Badford  look  somewhat 

angry,  but  elicited  nothing  from  Sir  Edward 

Digby  but  a  gay  glance  at  the  beautiful  little 
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culprit,  which  she  caught,  even  through  the 

thick  lashes  of  her  downcast  eyes,  and  which 
served  to  reassure  her. 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland  himself  was  displeased ; 

but  Zara  was  in  a  degree  a  spoiled  chUd, 

and  had  established  for  herself  a  priyilege 

of  doing  what  she  liked,  unscolded.  To  turn 

the  conversation,  therefore,  Sir  Bobert,  in  a 

tone  of  great  regard,  inquired  particularly  after 

his  young  friend,  Richard,  and  said,  he  hoped 

that  they  were  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
him. 

"  I  trust  so — ^I  trust  so.  Sir  Bobert,"  replied 
Mr.  Badford ;  "  but  you  know  I  am  totally 
unacquainted  with  his  movements.  He  had 

gone  away  upon  some  business,  the  servant 

told  me ;  and  I  waited  as  long  as  I  could  for 

him ;  but  I  did  not  choose  to  keep  your 

dinner.  Sir  Bobert;  and  if  he  does  not  choose 

to  come  in  time,  the  young  dog  must  go 

without.  —  Pray  do  not  stop  a  moment  for 

him." "  Business !"  muttered  Mr.  Croyland' — "either 
cheating  the  king  s  revenue,  or  making  love  to 
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a  milkmaid.  Til  answer  for  him ;"  but  the  re- 
mark passed  tinnoticed,  for  Sir  Bobert  Croyland, 

who  was  always  anxious  to  drown  his  brother  s 

somewhat  too  pertinent  observations,  without 

giving  the  nabob  any  oiBfence,  was  loudly  press- 
ing Mr.  Radford  to  let  them  wait  for  half  an 

hour,  in  order  to  give  time  for  the  young  gentle- 
man s  arrival. 

His  fisither,  however,  would  not  hear  of  &uch 

a  proceeding;  and  the  bell  was  rung,  and  dinner 

ordered.  It  was  placed  upon  the  table  with 

great  expedition ;  and  the  party  moved  towards 

the  dining-room.  Mr.  Badford  handed  in  the 

baronet  s  sister,  who  was,  to  say  the  truth,  an 

enigma  to  him ;  for  he  himself  could  form  no 

conception  of  her  good-nature,  simplicity,  and 

kindness,  and  consequently  thought  that  all 

the  mischief  she  occasionally  caused,  must 

originate  in  well-concealed  spite,  which  gave 
him  a  great  reverence  for  her  character.  Sir 

Edward  Digby,  notwithstanding  a  hint  from 

Sir  Bobert  to  take  in  his  youngest  daughter, 

advanced  to  Miss  Groyland,  and  secured  her, 

as  he  thought,  for  himself;  while  the  brother  of 
VOL.  I.  L 
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the  master  of  the  hoase  followed  irith  the  fair 

Zara,  leaving  the  clergyman  and  Sir  Bohert  to 

come  together.  By  a  manoeuTre  on  the  part  of 

Edith,  however,  &yoared  byher&ther,  but  nearly 

frnstrated  by  the  busy  spirit  of  her  aunt.  Miss 

Groyland  got  placed  between  Sir  Bobert  and 

the  clergyman,  while  the  youngest  daughter  of 

the  house  was  seated  by  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

leaving  a  chair  vacant  between  herself  and  her 

worthy  parent  for  young  Badford,  when  he 
ahould  arrive. 

All  this  being  arranged,  to  the  satisfieustion  of 

everybody  but  Sir  Edward  Digby,  grace  was 

said,  after  a  not  very  decent  hint  from  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland,  that  it  ought  not  to  be  too  long;  and 
the  dinner  commenced  with  the  usual  attack 

upon  soup  and  fish.  It  must  not  be  supposed, 

however,  because  we  have  ventured  to  say  that 

the  arrangement  was  not  to  the  satisfaction  of  Sir 

Edward  Digby,  that  the  young  baronet  was  at 

all  disinclined  to  enjoy  his  pretty  little  friend  s 

society  nearer  than  the  opposite  side  of  the 

table.  Nor  must  it  be  imagined  that  his  sage 

reflections,  in  regard  to  keeping  himself  out  of 
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danger,  had  at  all  made  a  coward  of  the  gallant 

soldier.  The  trath  is,  he  had  a  strong  desire 

to  stady  £dith  Croyland:  not  on  account  of  any 

benefit  which  that  study  could  be  of  to  himself, 

bat  with  other  motiyes  and  views,  which,  upon 

the  whole,  were  very  laudable.  He  wished  to  see 

into  her  nund,  and,  by  those  sUght  indications 

which  were  all  he  could  expect  her  to  display 

— ^but  which,  nevertheless,  to  a  keen  observer, 

often  tell  a  history  better  than  a  whole  volume 

of  details — ^to  ascertain  some  facts,  in  regard  to 
which  he  took  a  considerable  interest.  Being 

somewhat  eager  in  his  way,  and  not  knowing 

how  long  he  might  find  it  either  convenient  or 

safe  to  remain  in  his  present  quarters,  he  had 

determined  to  commence  the  campaign  as  soon 

as  possible ;  but,  frustrated  in  his  first  attack, 

he  determined  to  change  his  plan  of  operations, 

and  besiege  the  fair  Zara  as  one  of  the  enemy's 
outworks.  He  accordingly  laughed  and  talked 

with  her  upon  almost  every  subject  in  the 

world  during  the  first  part  of  dinner,  skilfully 

leading  her  up  to  the  pursuits  of  her  sister  and 

herself  in   the  country,  in  order  to  obtain  a 
l2 
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clear  knowledge  of  their  habits  and  course  of 

proceeding,  that  he  might  take  advantage  of  it 

at  an  after-period,  for  purposes  of  his  own. 

The  art  of  conversation,  when  properly  re- 

garded, forms  a  regular  system  of  tactics,  in 

which,  notwithstanding  the  various  manoeuvres 

of  your  adversary,  and  the  desultory  fire  kept 

up  by  indifferent  persons  around,  you  still 

endeavour  to  carry  the  line  of  advance  in  the 

direction  that  you  wish,  and  to  frustrate  every 

effort  to  turn  it  towards  any  point  that  may  not 

be  agreeable  to  you,  rallying  it  here,  giving  it  a 

bend  there;  presenting  a  sharp  angle  at  one 

place,  an  obtuse  one  at  another;  and  raising 
from  time  to  time  a  barrier  or  a  breastwork 

for  the  purpose  of  preventing  the  adverse  force 

from  turning  your  flank,  and  getting  into 

your  rear. 
But  the  mischief  was,  in  the  present  instance, 

that  Sir  Edward  Digby's  breastworks  were  too 
low  for  such  an  active  opponent  as  Zara  Groy- 

land.  They  might  have  appeared  a  formidable 

obstacle  in  the  way  of  a  scientific  opponent; 

but  with  all  the  rash  valour  of  youth,  which  is 
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80  frequently  saccessfiil  where  practice  and  ex- 

perience fail,  she  walked  straight  up,  and 

jumped  oyer  them,  taking  one  line  after  ano- 

ther, till  Sir  Edward  Dighy  found  that  she  had 

nearly  got  into  the  heart  of  his  camp.  It  was 

all  so  easy  and  natural,  however,  so  gay  and 

cheerful,  that  he  could  not  feel  mortified,  even 

at  his  own  wrant  of  success ;  and  though  five 

times  she  darted  away  from  the  suhject,  and 

began  to  talk  of  other  things,  he  still  renewed 

it,  expatiating  upon  the  pleasures  of  a  country 

life,  and  upon  how  much  more  rational,  as  well 

as  agreeable  it  was,  when  compared  to  the 
amosements  and  whirl  of  the  town. 

Mr.  Zachary  Croyland,  indeed,  cut  across 

them  often,  listening  to  what  they  said  and 

sometimes  smiling  significantly  at  Sir  Edward 

I)ighy,  or  at  other  times  replying  himself  to 

what  either  of  the  two  thought  fit  to  dis- 

course upon.  Thus,  then,  when  the  young 

baronet  was  descanting  sagely  of  the  pleasures 

of  the  country,  as  compared  with  those  of  the 

town,  good  Mr.  Croyland  laughed  merrily, 

^yiiigy  '*  You  will  soon  have  enough  of  it.  Sir 
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Edward;  or  else  you  are  only  deceiving  that 

poor  foolish  girl;  for  what  have  you  to  do 

with  the  country? — ^you>  who  have  lived  ihe 
hest  part  of  your  life  in  cities,  and  amongst 

their  denizens.  I  dare  say,  if  the  truth  were 

told  now,  you  would  give  a  guinea  to  be  walking 

up  the  Mall,  instead  of  sitting  down  here,  in 

this  old,  crumbling,  crazy  house,  speaking 

courteous  nonsense  to  a  pretty  little  milk- 

maid." "Indeed,  my  dear  sir,  you  are  very  much 

mistaken,"  replied  Sir  Edward,  gravely.  "  You 
judge  all  men  by  yourself ;  and  because  you  are 

fond  of  cities,  and  the  busy  haunts  of  men,  you 

think  I  must  be  so  too." 

''I  fond  of  cities  and  the  busy  haunts  of 

men !"  cried  Mr.  Groyland,  in  a  tone  of  high 
indignation;  but  a  laugh  that  ran  round  the 

table,  and  in  which  even  the  worthy  clergyman 

joined,  shewed  the  old  gentleman  that  he  had 

been  taken  in  by  Sir  Edward's  quietly-spoken 
jest;  and  at  the  same  time  his  brother  ex- 

claimed, still  laughing,  ''He  hit  you  fairly 
there,  Zachary.     He  has  found  out  the  full 
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extent  of  your  love  for  your  fellow-creatures 

already." 
''  Well,  I  forgive  him,  I  forgive  him !"  said 

Hr.  Croyland,  vdth  more  good  humour  thaa 

might  have  been  expected*  ''  I  had  forgotten 
that  I  had  told  him,  four  or  five  days  ago,  my 

hatred  for  all  cities,  and  especially  for  that 

great  mound  of  greedy  emmets,  -which,  unfor* 
tonately,  is  the  capital  of  this  country.  I 

declare  I  never  go  into  that  vast  den  of 

iniquity,  and  mingle  with  the  stream  of 

vietched-looking  things  that  call  themselves 
human,  which  all  its  doors  are  hourly  vomiting 

forth,  but  they  put  me  in  mind  of  the  white 

ants  in  India,  just  the  same  squalid-looking, 
active,  and  voracious  vermin  as  themselves, 

nmning  over  everything  that  obstructs  them, 

intruding  themselves  everywhere,  destroying 

everything  that  comes  in  their  way,  and  acting 

88  an  incessant  torment  to  every  one  within 

reach.  Certainly,  the  white  ants  are  the  less 
venemous  of  the  two  races,  and  somewhat 

prettier  to  look  at ;  but  still  there's  a  wonderful 

resemblance/' 



152  THE   SMUGGLER. 

"  I  don't  at  all  approve  of  yoar  calling  me  a 

milkmaid,  uncle,"  said  Zara^  shaking  lier  small 
delicate  finger  at  Mr.  Groyland^  across  the 

table.  *'  It's  yery  vrrong  and  ungrateful  of  you. 

See  if  ever  I  milk  your  cow  for  you  again !" 
''  Then  I'll  milk  it  myself,  my  dear,"  replied 

Mr.  Groyland,  with  a  good-humoured  smile  at 
his  fair  niece. 

"  You  cannot,  you  cannot !"  cried  Zara.  **  Fancy, 
Sir  Edward,  what  a  picture  it  made  when  one 

day  I  went  over  to  my  uncle's,  and  found  him 
with  a  fijghtful-looking  black  man,  in  a  turban, 
whom  he  brought  over  firom  Heaven  knows « 

where,  trying  to  milk  a  cow  he  had  just  bought, 

and  neither  of  them  able  to  manage  it.  My 

uncle  was  kneeling  upon  his  cocked  hat,  amongst 

the  long  grass,  looking,  as  he  acknowledges,  like 

a  kangaroo ;  the  cow  had  got  one  of  her  feet  in 

the  pail,  kicking  most  violently;  and  the  black 
man  with  a  white  turban  round  his  head,  was 

upon  both  his  knees  before  her,  beseeching  her 

in  some  heathen  language  to  be  quiet.  It  was 

the  finest  sight  I  ever  saw,  and  would  have 

made  a  beautiful  picture  of  the  Worship  of  the 
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Cow/  which  is,  as  I  am  told^  customary  in  the 

country  where  both  the  gentlemen  came  from." 

"Zara,  my  dear — Zaral"  cried  Mrs.  Bar- 
bara, who  was  frightened  to  death  lest  her  niece 

should  deprive  herself  of  all  share  in  Mr.  Croy- 

land's  fortune.  ''You  really  should  not  tell 

such  a  story  of  your  uncle.'* 
But  the  urorthy  gentleman  himself  was  laugh- 

ing till  the  tears  ran  down  his  cheeks.  "  It's 

quite  true — it's  quite  true !"  he  exclaimed, ''  and  . 

she  did  milk  the  cow,  though  we  couldn't.  The 
ill-tempered  devil  was  as  quiet  as  a  lamb  with 
her,  though  she  is  so  vicious  with  every  male 

thing,  that  I  have  actually  been  obliged  to  have 

a  woman  in  the  cottage  within  a  hundred  yards 

of  the  house,  for  the  express  purpose  of  milking 

her." "  That's  what  you  should  have  done  at  first," 
said  Mr.  Badford,  putting  down  the  fork  with 

which  he  had  been  diUgendy  devouring  a  large 

plateful  of  fish.  ''Instead  of  having  nothing 
but  men  about  you,  you  should  have  had  none 

but  your  coachman  and  footman,  and  all  the 

rest  women." 
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<'Ay,  and  married  my  cook-maid/'  replied 
Mr.  Groyland,  sarcastically. 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland  looked  down  into  his 

plate  with  a  quivering  lip  and  a  heavy  brow,  as 

if  he  did  not  well  know  whether  to  laugh  or  be 

angry.  The  clergyman  smiled^  Mr.  Radford 

looked  furious^  but  said  nothings  and  Mrs.  Bar- 

bara exclaimed,  '^  Oh»  brother,  you  should  not 
say  such  things !  and  besides,  there  are  many 

,  cook-maids  who  are  very  nice,  pretty,  respectable 

people." "  Well,  sister,  I'll  think  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Croy- 
land, drily,  but  with  a  good  deal  of  fun  twinkling 

in  the  comers  of  his  eyes. 

It  was  too  much  for  the  light  heart  of  Zara 

Croyland;  and  holding  down  her  head,  she 

laughed  outright,  although  she  knew  that  Mr^ 

Bedford  had  placed  himself  in  the  predicament 

of  which  her  uncle  spoke,  though  he  had  been 

reUeved  of  the  immediate  consequence  for  some 

years. What  would  have  been  the  result  is  difficult 

to  say ;  for  Mr.  Badford  was  waxing  wroth ;  but 

at  that  moment  the  door  was  flung  hastily  open» 
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and  a  young  gentleman  entered^  of  some  three 

or  foor-and- twenty  years  of  age«  bearing  a  strong 
resemblance  to  Mr.  Badford,  though  undoubtedly 

(tfamuch  more  pleasant  and  graceful  appear- 
ance.     He  was  well  dressed^  and  his  coat, 

lined  with  white  silk  of  the  finest  texture^  was 

cast  negligently  back  from  his  chesty  with  an  air 
of  carelessness  which  was  to  be  traced  in  all  the 

rest  of  his  apparel.    Everything  he  wore  was  as 

good  as  it  could  be^  and  everything  became  him ; 
for  he  was  well  formed,  and  his  movements  were 

firee  and  even  graceful ;  but  everything  seemed  to 

hava  been  thrown  on  in  a  hurry,  and  his  hair 

floated  wild  and  straggling  round  his  brow,  as  if 

neither  comb  nor  brush  had  touched  it  for  n:ian7 

hours.     It  might  have  been  supposed  that  this 

sort  of  disarray  proceeded  from  haste  when  he 

found  himself  too  late  and  his  father  gone ;  but 

there  was  an  expression  of  reckless  indifference 

about  his  face  which  led  Sir  Edward  Digby  to 

imagine  that  this  apparent  neghgence  was  the 
habitual  characteristic  of  his  mind,  rather  than 

the  effect  of  any  accidental  circumstance.    His 

air  was  quite  self-possessed,  though  hurried; 
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and  a  flashing  glance  of  his  eye  round  the  table, 

resting  for  a  moment  longer  on  Sir  Edward 

Digby  than  on  any  one  else,  seemed  directed  to 

ascertain  whether  the  party  assembled  was  one 

that  pleased  him,  before  he  chose  to  sit  down  to 

the  board  with  them.  He  made  no  apology  to 

Sir  Eobert  Croyland  for  being  too  late,  but 

shook  hands  with  him  in  return  for  the  very 
cordial  welcome  he  met  with^  and  then  seated 

himself  in  the  vacant  chair,  nodding  to  Miss 

Croyland  familiarly,  and  receiving  a  cold  incli- 
nation of  the  head  in  return.  One  of  the  ser- 

vants inquired  if  he  would  take  soup  and  fish ; 

but  he  replied,  abruptly,  "  No ;  bring  me  fish. 

No  soup — I  hate  such  messes." 
In  the  meantime,  by  one  of  those  odd  turns 

which  sometimes  take  place  in  conversation, 

Mr.  Croyland,  the  clergyman,  and  Mr.  Radford 

himself  were  once  more  talking  together :  the 

latter  having  apparently  overcome  his  indig- 

nation at  the  nabob's  tart  rejoinder,  in  the  hope 
and  expectation  of  saying  something  still  more 

biting  to  him  in  retiim.  Like  many  a  great 

general,  however,  he  had  not  justly  appreciated 



THE    SMUGGLER.  167 

the  power  of  his  adveisary  as  compared  with  his 

own  strength.     Mr.  Croyland,  soured  at  an  early 

pehod  of  life,  had  acquired  by  long  practice  and 

experience  a  habit  of  repartee  when  his  preju- 
dices or  his  opinions  (and  they  are  very  different 

things)  were  assailed,  which  was  overpowering. 

A  large  fiind  of  natural  kindness  and  good 
hnmonr  formed  a  curious  substratum  for  the 

acerbity  which  had  accumulated  above  it,  and 

his  love  of  a  joke  would  often  shew  itself  in  a 

hearty  peal  of  laughter,  even  at  his  own  expense, 

when  the  attack  upon  him  was  made  in  a  good 

spirit,  by  one  for  whom  he  had  any  affection  or 

esteem.     But  if  he  despised  or  dishked  his  as- 
sadanty  as  was  the  case .  with  Mr.  Badford,  the 

bitterest  possible  retort  was  sure  to  be  given  in « 

the  fewest  possible  words. 

In  order  to  lead  away  from  the  obnoxious 

subject,  the  clergyman  returned  to  Mr.  Croy- 

land*s  hatred  of  London,  saying,  not  very  ad- 
visedly perhaps,  just  as  young  Mr.  Badford 

entered,  "  I  cannot  imagine,  my  dear  sir,  why 
you  have  such  an  animosity  to  our  magnificent 

capital,  and  to  all  that  it  contains,  especially 
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-when  we  all  know  you  to  be  as  beneficent  to 
individuals  as  you  are  severe  upon  the  species 

collectively." 
"  My  dear  Gruden,  you'll  only  make  a  mess  of 

it,"  replied  Mr.  Croyland.  "  The  reason  why  I 
do  sometimes  be&iepd  a  poor  scoundrel  whom  I 

happen  to  know,  is  because  it  is  less  pleasant 

for  me  to  see  a  rascal  sufiTer  than  to  do  what's 
just  by  him.  I  have  no  will  and  no  power  to 

punish  all  the  villany  I  see,  otherwise  my  arm 

would  be  tired  enough  of  flogging,  in  this  county 

of  Kent.  But  I  do  not  imderstand  why  I  should 

be  called  upon  to  like  a  great  agglomeration  of 

blackguards  in  a  city,  when  I  can  have  the  same 

diluted  in  the  country.  Here  we  have  about  a 

hundred  scoundrels  to  the  square  mile ;  in  Lon- 

don we  have  a  hundred  to  the  square  yard." 

"  Don't  you  think,  sir,  that  they  may  be  but 
the  worse  scoundrels  in  the  country  because 

they  are  fewer  ?'*  demanded  Mr.  Badford. 

**  I  am  beginning  to  fancy  so,"  answered  Mr. 

Croyland,  drily,  "  but  I  suppose  in  London  the 

number  makes  up  for  the  want  of  intensity." 

"Well,  it's  a  very  fine  city,"  rejoined  Mr. 
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Badford;  ''the  emporiuiii  of  the  -world,  the 

noise  of  arts  and  sciences,  the  birth-place  and 
the  theatre  of  all  that  is  great  and  majestic  in 

the  efforts  of  human  intellect." 

"  And  equally  of  all  that  is  base  and  vile," 
answered  his  opponent ;  ''  it  is  the  place  to 
which  all  smuggled  goods  naturally  tend,  Rad- 
fi>nl.  Every  uncustomed  spirit,  every  prohibited 

ware,  physical  and  intellectual,  there  finds  its 

mart;  and  the  chief  art  that  is  practised  is 

to  cheat  as  cleverly  as  may  be — the  chief 

science  learned,  is  how  to  de&and  without  being 

detected.  We  are  improving  in  the  country, 

daily — daily ;  but  we  have  not  reached  the  skill 
of  London  yet.  Men  make  large  fortunes  in  the 

country  in  a  few  years  by  merely  cheating  the 

Customs ;  but  in  London  they  make  large  for- 

tunes in4i  few  months  by  cheating  everybody." 

"  So  they  do  in  India,"  replied  Mr.  Badford, 
who  thought  he  had  hit  the  tender  place. 

"True,  truel"  cried  Mr.  Croyland;  "and 
then  we  go  and  set  up  for  country  gentlemen, 

and  cheat  still.  What  rogues  we  are,  Badford ! — 

eh  ?    I  see  you  know  the  world.    It  is  very  well 
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for  me  to  say,  I  made  aU  my  money  by  curing 

men,  not  by  robbing  them.  Never  you  believe 

it,  my  good  friend.  It  is  not  in  human  nature, 
is  it  ?  No,  no !  tell  that  to  the  marines.  No 

man  ever  made  a  fortune  but  by  plunder,  that's 

a  certain  tojct" 

The  course  of  Sir  Robert  Groyland's  dinner- 
party seemed  to  promise  very  pleasantly  at  this 

juncture ;  but  Sir  Edward  Digby,  though  some- 
what amused,  was  not  himself  fond  of  sharp 

words,  and  had  some  compassion  upon  the  ladies 

at  the  table.  He  therefore  stepped  in ;  and, 

without  seeming  to  have  noticed  that  there  was 

anything  passing  between  Mr.  Badford  and  the 

brother  of  his  host,  except  the  most  ,delicate 

courtesies,  he  contrived,  by  some  well-directed 

questions  in  regard  to  India,  to  give  Mr.  Groy- 
land  an  inducement  to  deviate  from  the^sarcastic 

into  the  expatiative ;  and  having  set  him  canter- 
ing upon  one  of  his  hobbies,  he  left  him  to  finish 

his  excursion,  and  returned  to  a  conversation 

which  had  been  going  on  between  him  and  the£Edr 

Zara,  in  somewhat  of  a  low  tone,  though  not  so 

low  as  to  show  any  mutual  design  of  keeping  it 
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from  the  ears  of  those  around.     Young  Badford 

had  in  the  meantime  been  making  up  for  the  loss 

of  time  occasioned  by  his  absence  at  the  com- 

mencement of  dinner,  and  he  seemed  undoubtedly 

to  have  a  prodigious  appetite.    Not  a  word 

had  passed  from  father  to  son,  or  son  to  father ; 

and  a  stranger  might  have  supposed  them  in  no 

degree  related  to  each  other.   Indeed,  the  young 

gentleman  had  hitherto  spoken  to  nobody  but 

the  servant;  and  while  his  mouth  was  employed 

in  eating,  his  quick,  large  eyes  were  directed  to 

every  face  round  the  table  in  succession,  making 

several  more  tours  than  the  first  investigating 

glance,  which  I  have  already  mentioned,  and 

every  time  stopping  longer  at  the  countenance  of 

Sir  Edward  Bigby  than  anywhere  else.   He  now, 

however,  seemed  inclined  to  take  part  in  that 

officer  s  conversation  with  the  youngest  Miss 

Croyland,  and  did  not  appear  quite  pleased  to 

find  her  attention  so  completely  engrossed  by  a 

stranger.     To  Edith  he  vouchsafed  not  a  single 

word ;  but  hearing  the  Mr  lady  next  to  him  reply 

to  something  which  Sir  Edward  Digby  had  said, 

*'  Oh,  we  go  out  once  or  twice  almost  every  day; 
VOL.  I.  M 
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sometimes  on  horseback;  but  more  frequently  to 

take  a  walk/'  he  exclaimed,  "  Do  you,  indeed. 
Miss  Zara  ? — ^why,  I  never  meet  you,  and  I  am 
always  running  about  the  country.  How  is  that, 

I  wonder?" 
Zara  smiled,  and  repUed,  with  an  aroh  look, 

"  Because  fortune  befriends  us,  I  suppose,  Mr. 

Radford ;"  but  then,  well  knowing  that  he  was 
not  one  likely  to  take  a  jest  in  good  part,  she 

added — ''  we  don't  go  out  to  meet  anybody,  and 
therefore  always  take  those  paths  where  we  are 

least  likely  to  do  so." 
Still  young  Badford  did  not  seem  half  to  like 

her  reply ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  went  on  in  the 

same  tone,  continually  interrupting  her  conversa- 

tion with  Sir  Edward  Digby,  and  endeavouring, 

after  a  fashion  not  at  all  uncommon,  to  make 

himself  agreeable  by  preventing  people  from  fol- 

lowing the  course  they  are  inclined  to  pursue. 

The  young  baronet  rather  humoured  him  than 

otherwise,  for  he  wished  to  see  as  deeply  as 

possible  into  his  character.  He  asked  him  to 

drink  wine  with  him ;  he  spoke  to  him  once 

or   twice  without  being  called  upon    to   do 
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80 ;  and  he  was  somewhat  amused  to  see  that  the 

fisur  Zara  was  a  good  deal  annoyed  at  the  en- 

coaragement  he  gaye  to  her  companion  on  the 

left  to  join  in  their  conversation. 

He  was  soon  satisfied,  however^  in  regard  to 

the  young  man's  mind  and  character.     Bichard 
Radford  had  evidently  received  what  is  called  a 

good  education,  which  is,  in  fact,  no  education 

at  all.  He  had  been  taught  a  great  many  things ; 

he  knew  a  good  deal ;  but  that  which  really  and 

truly  constitutes  education  was  totally  wanting. 
He  had  not  learned  how  to  make  use  of  that 

which  he  had  acquired^  either  for  his  own  benefit 

or  for  that  of  society.     He  had  been  instructed, 

not  educated,  and  there  is  the  greatest  possible 
difference  between  the  two.     He  was  shrewd 

enough,   but  selfish  and  conceited  .  to  a  high 

degree,  with  a  sufficient  portion  of  pride  to  be 

offensive,  with  sufficient  vanity  to  be  irritable, 

with  all  the  wilfulness  of  a  spoiled  child,  and 

viiih  that  confusion  of  ideas  in  regard  to  plain 

right  and  wrong,  which  is  always  consequent 

upon  the  want  of  moral  training  and  over-in- 

dulgence in  youth.    To  judge  firom  his  own 
m2 
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conversation,  the  whole  end  and  aim  of  his  life 

seemed  to  he  excitement;  he  spoke  of  field 

sports  with  pleasure ;  but  the  degree  of  satis- 
faction which  he  derived  from  each,  appeared 

to  be  always  in  proportion  to  the  danger, 

the  activity,  and  the  fierceness.  Hunting  he 

liked  better  than  shooting,  shooting  than 

fishing,  which  latter  he  declared  was  only 

tolerable  because  there  was  nothing  else  to  be 

done  in  the  spring  of  the  year.  But  upon  the 

pleasures  of  the  chase  he  would  dilate  largely, 

and  he  told  several  anecdotes  of  staking  a  mag- 
nificent horse  here,  and  breaking  the  back  of 

another  there,  till  poor  Zara  turned  somewhat 

pale,  and  begged  hun  to  desist  from  such 
themes. 

''I  cannot  think  how  men  can  be  so  bar- 

barous,'* she  said.  "Their  whole  pleasure 
seems  to  consist  in  torturing  poor  animals  or 

killing  them." 
Young  Radford  laughed.  "  What  were  they 

made  for?"  he  asked. 

"  To  be  used  by  man,  I  think,  not  to  be  tor- 

tured by  him,"  the  young  lady  repUed. 
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"  No  torture  at  all/'  said  her  companion  on 
the  left.  "  The  horse  takes  as  much  pleasure 
in  running  after  the  hounds  as  I  do,  and  if  he 

breaks  his  back,  or  I  break  my  neck,  it's  our 
own  fault.  We  have  nobody  to  thank  for  it  but 

ourselyes.  The  very  chance  of  killing  oneself 

gives  additional  pleasure ;  and,  \rhen  one  pushes 

a  horse  at  a  leap,  the  best  fun  of  the  n^hole  is 

the  thought  \vhether  he  will  be  able  by  any  pos- 

sibiUty  to  clear  it  or  not.  If  it  were  not  for  hunt- 
ing, and  one  or  two  other  things  of  the  sort,  there 

would  be  nothing  left  for  an  Enghsh  gentleman, 

but  to  go  to  Italy  and  put  himself  at  the  head  of  a 

party  of  banditti.   That  must  be  glorious  work !" 

"  Don't  you  think,  Mr.  Radford, "  asked  Sir 
Edward  Bigby,  "  that  active  service  in  the 
army  might  offer  equal  excitement,  and  a  more 

honourable  field  ?" 

'*  Oh,  dear  no !"  cried  the  young  man.  '<  A 
life  of  slavery  compared  with  a  life  of  freedom ; 
to  be  drilled  and  commanded,  and  made  a  mere 

machine  of,  and  sent  about  relieving  guards  and 

pickets,  and  doing  everything  that  one  is  told 

like  a  school-boy!    I  would  not  go  into  the 
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anny  for  the  world.  Fm  sure  if  I  did  I  should 

shoot  my  Gommanding  officer  within  a  month !" 

"Then  I  would  advise  you  not,"  answered 

the  young  baronet,  "for  after  the  shooting 
there  would  be  another  step  to  be  taken  which 

would  not  be  quite  so  pleasant." 

"Oh,  you  mean  the  hanging,"  cried  young 
Badford,  laughing;  "but  I  would  take  care 
they  should  never  hang  me ;  for  I  could  shoot 

myself  as  easily  as  I  could  shoot  him ;  and  I 

have  a  great  dislike  to  strangulation.  It's  one 
of  the  few  sorts  of  death  that  would  not  please 

me." "  Oome,  come,  Richard !"  said  Sir  Robert 
Groyland,  in  a  nervous  and  displeased  tone; 

"  let  us  talk  of  some  other  subject.  Tou  will 
frighten  the  ladies  from  table  before  the  cloth 

is  off." 
"  It  is  very  odd,"  said  young  Radford,  in  a 

low  voice,  to  Sir  Edward  Digby,  without  making 

any  reply  to  the  master  of  the  house — "it  is 
very  odd,  how  frightened  old  men  are  at  the 

very  name  of  death,  when  at  the  best  they  can 

have  but  two  or  three  years  to  live." 



THE   SMUGGLER.  167 

The  young  officer  did  not  reply,  but  turned 

the  conyersation  to  other  things ;  and  the  wine 

having  been  liberally  supplied,  operated  as  it 

usually  does,  at  the  point  where  its  use  stops 

short  of  excess,  in  "  making  glad  the  heart  of 

man;'*  and  the  conclusion  of  the  dinner  was 
much  more  cheerful  and  placable  than  the  com- 

mencement. \ 

The  ladies  retired  within  a  few  minutes  after 

the  desert  was  set  upon  the  table ;  and  it  soon 

became  evident  to  Sir  Edward  Digby,  that  the 

process  of  deep  drinking,  so  disgraceftdly  com- 
mon in  England  at  that  time,  was  about  to 

commence.  He  was  by  no  means  incapable  of 

bearing  as  potent  libations  as  most  men ;  for 

occasionally,  in  those  days,  it  was  scarcely  pos- 
sible to  escape  excess  without  giving  mortal 

offence  to  your  entertainer ;  but  it  was  by  no 
means  either  his  habit  or  his  inclination  so  to 

indulge,  and  for  this  evening  especially  he  was 

anxious  to  escape.  He  looked,  therefore,  across 

the  table  to  Mr.  Croyland  for  relief;  and  that 

gentleman,  clearlyunderstandingwhat  he  meant» 

gave  bim   a  slight  nod,  and  finished  his  first 



168  THE    SMUOGLEB. 

glass  of  wine  after  dinner.  The  bottles  passed 

round  again,  and  Mr.  Groyland  took  his  second 

glass;  but  after  that  he  rose  without  calling 

much  attention :  a  proceeding  which  was  habi- 
tual with  him.  When,  however.  Sir  Edward 

Digby  followed  his  example,  there  was  a  general 

outcry.  Every  one  declared  it  was  too  bad,  and 
Sir  Robert  said,  in  a  somewhat  mortified  tone, 

that  he  feared  his  wine  was  not  so  good  as  that 

to  which  his  guest  had  been  accustomed. 

*•  It  is  only  too  good,  my  dear  sir,*'  replied 
the  young  baronet,  determined  to  cut  the  mat- 

ter short,  at  once  and  for  ever.  *'  So  good,  in- 
deed, that  I  have  been  induced  to  take  two 

more  glasses  than  I  usually  indulge  in,  and  I 

consequently  feel  somewhat  heated  and  uncom- 
fortable. I  shall  go  and  refresh  myself  by  a 

walk  through  your  woods." 
Several  more  efforts  were  made  to  induce 

him  to  stay ;  but  he  was  resolute  in  his  course ; 

and  Mr.  Groyland  also  came  to  his  aid,  ex- 

claiming, ''  Pooh,  nonsense,  Bobert !  let  every 
man  do  as  he  likes.  Have  not  I  heard  you,  a 

thousand  times,  call  your  house  Liberty  Hall  ? 
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A  pretty  sort  of  liberty,  indeed,  if  a  man  must 

get  beastly  drank  because  you  choose  to  do  so  !" 
''I  do  not  intend  to  do  any  such  thing, 

brother,"  replied  Sir  Bobert,  somewhat  sharply ; 
and  in  the  meanwhile,  during  this  discussion. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  made  his  escape  from  the 
room. 
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CHAPTER  Vin. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room,  towards  which 
Sir  Edward  Digby  immediately  turned  his  steps, 

he  found  it  tenanted  alone  by  Mrs.  Barbara 

Croyland,  who  sat  in  the  window  with  her 

back  towards  the  door,  knitting  most  diligently, 

with  something  pinned  to  her  knee.  As  it  was 

quite  beyond  the  good  lady's  conception  that 
any  body  would  ever  think  of  quitting  the 

dining-room  so  early  but  her  younger  brother, 
no  sooner  did  she  hear  a  step  than,  jiunping  at 

conclusions  as  she  usually  did,  she  exclaimed 

aloud,  "Isn't  he  a  nice  yoimg  man,  brother 
Zachary?      I  think  it  will  do   quite  well,   if 

that   " 
Sir  Edward  Digby  would  have  given  a  great 
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deal  to  hear  the  conclusion  of  the  sentence ; 

hut  his  honour  was  as  bright  as  his  sword; 

and  he  never  took  advantage  of  a  mistalce. 

"  It  is  not  your  brother,  Mrs.  Croyland/*  he 
said ;  and  then  Mrs.  Barbara  starting  up  with 

a  &ce  like  scarlet,  tearing  her  gown  at  the  same 

time  by  the  tug  she  gave  to  the  pin  which  at- 
tached her  work  to  her  knee,  he  added,  with  the 

most  benevolent  intentions,  ''  I  think  he  might 
have  been  made  a  very  nice  young  man,  if  he 

had  been  properly  treated  in  his  youth.  But  I 

should  imagine  be  was  very  wild  and  headstrong 

now." Mrs.  Barbara  stared  at  him  with  a  face  full 

of  wonder  and  concision ;  for  her  own  mind 

was  so  completely  impressed  with  the  subject 

on  which  she  had  begun  to  speak,  that  she  by 

no  means  comprehended  the  turn  that  he  in- 
tended to  give  it,  but  thought  that  he  also  was 

talking  of  himself,  and  not  of  young  Badford. 
How  it  would  have  ended,  no  mere  mortal  can 

tell;  for  when  once  Mrs.  Barbara  got  into  a 

scrape,  she  floundered  most  awfully.  Luckily, 

however,  her  brother  was  close  enough  behind 
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Sir  Edward  Digby  to  hear  all  that  passed,  and 
he  entered  the  room  while  the  consternation  was 

still  fresh  upon  his  worthy  sister  s  countenance. 

After  gazing  at  her  for  a  moment,  with  a  look 

of  sour  merriment,  Mr.  Croyland  exclaimed, 

'*  There !  hold  your  tongue,  Bab ;  you  can't  get 
your  fish  out  of  the  kettle  without  burning  your 

fingers  ! — Now,  myyoung  friend,"  he  continued, 
taking  Sir  Edward  Digby  by  the  arm,  and  drawing 

him  aside,  ''  if  you  choose  to  be  a  great  fool,  and 
run  the  risk  of  falling  in  love  with  a  pretty  girl, 

whom  my  sister  Barbara  has  determined  you  shall 

marry,  whether  you  like  it  or  not,  and  who  her- 
self, dear  little  soul,  has  no  intention  in  the  world 

but  of  playing  you  like  a  fish  till  you  are  caught, 

and  then  laughing  at  you,  you  will  find  the  two 

girls  walking  in  the  wood  behind  the  house,  as 

they  do  every  day.  But  if  you  don't  like  such 
amusement,  you  can  stay  here  with  me  and 

Bab,  and  be  instructed  by  her  in  the  art  and 

mystery  of  setting  everything  to  wrongs  with 

the  very  best  intentions  in  the  world." 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Sir  Ed- 
ward, smiUng,  ''  I  think  I  should  prefer  the 
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fresh  air ;  and,  as  to  the  dangers  against  which 

you  warn  me,  I  have  no  fears.     The  game  of 

coquetry  can  be  played  by  two." 

*'  Ay,  but  woe  to  him  who  loses !"  said  Mr. 

Croyland,  in  a  more  serious  tone.  "  But  go 

along  with  you — go  along !  You  are  a  rash 

young  man ;  and  if  you  will  court  your  fate,  you 

must." The  young  baronet  accordingly  walked  away, 

leaving  Mrs.  Barbara  to  recover  from  her  con* 

fusion  as  she  best  might,  and  Mr.  Croyland  to 

scold  her  at  his  leisure,  which  Sir  Edward  did 

not  in  the  shghtest  degree  doubt  he  would  do. 

It  was  a  beautiful  summer's  afternoon  in  the  end 
of  August,  the  very  last  day  of  the  month,  the 

hour  about  a  quarter  to  six,  so  that  the  sun 

had  nearly  to  run  a  twelfth  part  of  his  course 

before  the  time  of  his  setting.  It  was  warm 

and  cheerful,  too,  but  with  a  freshness  in  the 

air,  and  a  certain  golden  glow  over  the  sky, 

which  told  that  it  was  evening.  Not  wishing 

exactly  to  pass  before  the  dining-room  windows, 
Sir  Edward  endeavoured  to  find  his  way  out 

into  the  wood  behind  the  house  by  the  stable 
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and  farm  yards ;  but  he  soon  found  liiniself  in  a 

labyrinth  from  which  it  was  difficult  to  extricate 

himself,  and  in  the  end  was  obliged  to  have 

recourse  to  a  stout  country  lad,  who  was  walk- 
ing up  towards  the  mansion,  with  a  large  pail 

of  milk  tugging  at  his  hand,  and  bending  in 

the  opposite  direction  to  balance  the  load. 

Right  willingly,  however,  the  youth  set  down 

the  pail;  and,  leaving  it  to  the  tender  mercies  of 

some  pigs,  who  were  walking  about  in  the  yard 

and  did  not  fail  to  inquire  into  the  nature  of 

its  contents,  he  proceeded  to  show  the  way 

through  the  flower  and  kitchen  gardens,  by  a 

small  door  in  the  wall,  to  a  path  which  led 

out  at  once  amongst  the  trees. 

Now,  Sir  Edward  Digby  had  not  the  shghtest 

idea  of  which  way  the  two  young  ladies  had  gone; 
« 

and  it  was  by  no  means  improbable  that,  if  he 

were  left  without  pilotage  in  going  and  return- 

ing, he  might  lose  his  way  in  the  wood,  which, 

as  I  have  said,  was  very  extensive.  But  all  true 

lovers  are  fond  of  losing  their  way ;  and  as  he 

had  his  sword  by  his  side,  he  had  not  the 

shghtest  objection  to  that  characteristic  of  an 
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Amadis^  having  in  reality  a  good  deal  of  the 

knight-eirant  about  him,  and  rather  liking  a 
little  adventure,  if  it  did  not  go  too  &x.  His 

adventures,  indeed,  were  not  destined  that 

night  to  be  very  remarkable;  for,  following 

the  path  about  a  couple  of  hundred  yards,  he 

was  led  directly  into  a  good,  broad,  sandy 

road,  in  which  he  thought  it  would  be  im- 
possible to  go  astray.  A  few  clouds  that 

passed  over  the  sky  from  time  to  time  cast  their 

fitful  and  £EuiciM  shadows  upon  the  way;  the 
trees  waved  on  either  hand ;  and,  with  a  small 

border  of  green  turf,  the  yellow  path  pursued 

its  course  through  the  wood,  forming  a  fine  but 

pleasant  contrast  in  colour  with  the  verdure  of 

all  the  other  things  around.  As  he  went  on, 

too,  the  sky  overhead,  and  the  shades  amongst 

the  trees,  began  to  assume  a  rosy  hue  as  the 

day  decUned  farther  and  feirther ;  and  the  busy 

little  squirrels,  as  numerous  as  mice,  were 

seen  running  here  and  there  up  the  trees  and 

along  the  branches,  with  their  bright  black 

eyes  staring  at  the  stranger  with  a  saucy  activity 

very   little    mingled   with   fear.    The  young 
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baronet  -was  fond  of  such  scenes,  and  fond  of 
the  somewhat  grave  musing  which  they  very 

naturally  inspire;  and  he  therefore  went  on, 

alternately  pondering  and  admiring,  and  very 
well  contented  with  his  walk,  whether  he  met 

with  his  fair  friends  or  not.  Sir  Edward,  in- 

deed, would  not  allow  himself  to  fancy  that  he 

was  by  any  means  very  anxious  for  Zara's  com- 

pany, or  for  Miss  Croyland's  either — for  he  was 
not  in  the  slightest  hurry  either  to  fall  in  love 

or  to  acknowledge  it  to  himself  even  if  he  were. 

With  regard  to  Edith,  indeed,  he  felt  himself  in 

no  possible  danger;  for  had  he  continued  to 

tliink  her,  as  he  had  done  at  first,  more  beau- 

tiful than  her  sister — ^which  by  this  time  he  did 
not — ^he  was  still  guarded  in  her  case  by  feelings, 
which,  to  a  man  of  his  character,  were  as  a 

triple  shield  of  brass,  or  anything  a  great  deal 

stronger. 

He  walked  on,  however,  and  he  walked  on ; 

not,  indeed,  with  a  very  slow  pace,  but  mth  none    ^ 

of  the  eager  hurry  of  youth  after  beauty ;  till  at 

length,  when  he  had  proceeded  for  about  half  an 

hour,  he  saw  cultivated  fields  and  hedgerows  at 
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the  end  of  the  road  he  was  pursuing,  and  soon 

after  came  to  the  open  country,  without  meeting 

with  the  slightest  trace  of  Sir  Robert  Croyland's 
daughters. 

On  the  right  hand,  as  he  issued  out  of  the 

wood,  there  was  a  small  but  very  neat  and  pic- 

turesque cottage,  with  its  little  kitchen-garden 

and  its  flower-garden,  its  wild  roses^  and  its  vine. 

*'  I  have  certainly  missed  them,"  said  Sir 

Edward  Digby  to  himself, "  and  I  ought  to  make 
the  best  use  of  my  time,  for  it  wont  do  to  stay 

here  too  long.  Perhaps  they  may  have  gone  into 

the  cottage.  Girls  like  these  qften  seek  an  object 

in  their  walk,  and  visit  this  poor  person  or  that  ;** 
and  thus  thinking,  he  advanced  to  the  Httle  gate, 

went  into  the  garden,  and  knocked  with  his 

knuckles  at  the  door  of  the  house.  A  woman's 
voice  bade  him  come  in ;  and,  doing  so,  he  found 

a  room,  small  in  size,  but  corresponding  in  neat- 
ness and  cleanliness  ̂ vith  the  outside  of  the 

place.  It  was  tenanted  by  three  persons — a 

middle-aged  woman^  dressed  as  a  widow,  with 

a  fine  and  placid  countenance,  who  was  ad- 

vancing towards  the  door  as  he  entered;  a  very 
VOL.  I.  N 
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lovely  girl  of  eighteen  or  nineteen,  who  bore  a 

strong  resemblance  to  the  widow ;  and  a  stout, 

powerful,  good-looking  man,  of  about  thirty,  well 

dressed,  though withoutany  attempt  at theappear- 
ance  of  a  station  aboye  the  middle  class,  with  a 

clean,  fine,  cheeked  shirt,  having  the  collar  cast 

back,  and  a  black  silk  handkerchief  tied  hghtly 

in  what  is  usually  termed  a  sailor's  knot.  The 
two  latter  persons  were  sitting  very  close  to- 

gether, and  the  girl  was  smihng  gaily  at  some- 
thing her  companion  had  just  said. 

"  Two  lovers !"  thought  the  young  baronet ; 
but,  as  that  was  no  business  of  his,  he  went  on 

to  inquire  of  the  good  woman  of  the  house,  if 

she  had  seen  some  yoimg  ladies  pass  that  way ; 

and  having  named  them,  he  added,  to  escape 

scandal,  '*  I  am  staying  at  the  house,  and  am 
afiraid,  if  I  do  not  meet  with  them,  I  shall  not 

easily  find  my  way  back." 

**  They  were  here  a  minute  ago,  sir,"  repUed 
the  widow,  ''  and  they  went  round  to  the  east. 
They  will  take  the  Halden  road  back,  I 

suppose.  If  you  make  haste,  you  will  catch 

them  easily." 
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**  Bot  irhich  is  the  Ebilden  road,  my  good 

lady  ?"  aaked  Sir  Edward  Digby  ;  and  she, 
tumiiig  to  the  man  who  was  sitting  by  her 

daughter,  said*  ''I  wish  you  would  shew  the 

gentleman,  Mr.  Harding." 
The  man  rose  cheerfully  enough — considering 

the  circumstances — and  led  the  young  baronet 
with  a  rapid  step,  by  a  footpath  that  wound 

lomul  the  edge  of  the  wood,  to  another  broad 

road  about  three  hundred  yards  distant  from 

that  by  which  the  young  officer  had  come. 

Then,  pointing  with  his  hand,  he  said,  "  There 

they  are,  going  as  slow  as  a  Dutch  butter-tub. 

Toa  can't  miss  them,  or  the  road  either ;  for  it 

leads  straight  on." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  thanked  him,  and  walked 

forward.  A  few  rapid  steps  brought  him  close  to 

the  two  ladies,  who — though  they  looked  upon 

erery  part  of  the  wood  as  more  or  less  their 

home,  and  consequently  felt  no  fear — turned 
at  the  sound  of  a  footfall  so  near;  and  the 

younger  of  the  two  smiled  gaily,  when  she  saw 
who  it  was. 

"  What !     Sir    Edward    Digby !"    she    ex- n2 
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claimed.  "  In  the  name  of  all  that  is  mar- 

yellous,  how  did  you  escape  from  the  dining- 

room  ?  Why,  you  will  be  accused  of  shirking 

the  bottle,  cowardice,  and  milksopism,  and 

crimes  and  misdemeanours  enough  to  forfeit 

your  commission." 
She  spoke  gaily;  but  Sir  Edward  Digby 

thought  that  the  gaiety  was  not  exactly  sterling ; 
for  when  first  she  turned,  her  face  had  been 

nearly  as  grave  as  her  sister's.  He  answered, 
however,  in  the  same  tone,  ''  I  must  plead 
guilty  to  all  such  misdemeanours ;  but  if  they 

are  to  be  rewarded  by  such  pleasure  as  that  of 

a  walk  with  you,  I  fear  I  shall  often  commit 

them." "  You  must  ndt  pay  us  courtly  compliments. 

Sir  Edward,"  said  Miss  Groyland,  ''  for  we  poor 
country  people  do  not  understand  them.  I 

hope,  however,  you  left  the  party  peaceable ; 

for  it  promised  to  be  quite  the  contrary  at  one 

time,  and  my  uncle  and  Mr.  Radford  never 

agree." '*  Oh,  quite  peaceable,  I  can  assure  you," 

replied  Digby.     "I  retreated  under  cover  of 
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your  uncle's  movements.  Perhaps,  otherwise, 
I  might  not  have  got  away  so  easily.  He  it 

was  who  told  me  where  I  should  find  you." 

^'  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Miss  Croyland,  in  a 
tone  of  surprise ;  and  then,  casting  down  her 

eyes,  she  fell  into  thought.  Her  sister,  however, 

carried  on  the  conversation  in  her  stead,  saying, 

"  Well,  you  are  the  first  soldier,  Sir  Edward, 

I  ever  saw,  who  left  the  table  before  night." 
"  They  must  have  been  soldiers  who  had 

seen  little  service,  I  should  think,"  replied  the 

young  officer ;  "  for  a  man  called  upon  often 
for  active  exertion,  soon  finds  the  necessity  of 

keeping  any  brains  he  has  got  as  clear  as 

possible,  in  case  they  should  be  needed.  In 

many  countries  where  I  have  been,  too,  we 

could  get  no  wine  to  drink,  even  if  we  wanted 

it.  Such  was  the  case  in  Canada,  and  in  some 

parts  of  Germany." 
"  Have  vou  served  in  Canada  ? "  demanded 

Miss  Croyland  suddenly,  raising  her  eyes  to 

his  face  with  a  look  of  deep  interest. 

*'  Through  almost  the  whole  of  the  war," 
repUed    Sir  Edward    Digby,   quietly,   without 
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noticing,  even  by  a  glance,  the  change  of  ex- 
pression which  his  words  had  produced.  He 

then  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  waiting  for 

some  other  question ;  but  both  Miss  Croyland 

and  her  sister  remained  perfectly  silent,  and  the 

former  turned  somewhat  pale. 

As  he  saw  that  neither  of  his  two  fair  compa- 
nions were  likely  to  carry  the  conversation  a  step 

further,  the  young  o£&cer  proceeded,  in  a  quiet 

and  even  light  tone — "  This  part  of  the  coimtry," 
he  continued,  ''  is  always  connected  in  my 
mind  with  Canada ;  and,  indeed,  I  was  glad  to 

accept  your  father's  invitation  at  once,  when  he 
was  kind  enough  to  ask  me  to  his  house ;  for,  in 

addition  to  the  pleasure  of  making  his  personal 

acquaintance,  I  longed  to  see  scenes  which  I 

had  often  heard  mentioned  with  all  the  deep 

affection  and  delight  which  only  can  be  felt  by 

a  fine  mind  for  the  spot  in  which  our  brighter 

years  are  passed." 
The  younger  girl  looked  to  her  sister,  but 

Edith  Croylaud  was  deadly  pale,  and  said 

nothing ;  and  Zara  inquired  in  a  tone  to  which 

she  too  evidently  laboured  to  give  the  gay 
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character  of  her  usual  demeanour,  ''Indeed, 
Sir  Edward !  May  I  ask  who  gave  you  such 

a  flattering  account  of  our  poor  country  ? 

He  must  have  been  a  very  fooUsh  and  pre- 

judiced person — at  least,  so  I  fear  you  must 

think,  now  you  have  seen  it/' 

"  No,  no !— -oh,  no  !"  cried  Digby,  earnestly, 
*'  anything  but  that.  I  had  that  account  from 

a  person  so  high-minded,  so  noble,  so  full  of 
every  generous  quaUty  of  heart,  and  every  fine 

quality  of  mind,  that  I  was  quite  sure,  ere  I 

came  here,  I  should  find  the  people  whom  he 

mentioned,  and  the  scenes  which  he  described, 

all  that  he  had  stated;  and  I  have  not  been 

disappointed.  Miss  Croyland/' 
"  But  you  have  not  named  him.  Sir  Edward," 

said  Zara ;  **  you  are  very  tantaUzing.  Perhaps 
we  may  know  him,  and  be  sure  we  shall  love 

him  for  his  patriotism." 
''  He  was  an  officer  in  the  regiment  to  which  I 

thenbelonged,"  answered  the  young  baronet,  "and 
my  dearest  firiend.  His  name  was  Layton — amost 
distinguished  man,  who  had  already  gained  such 

a  reputation,  that,  had  his  rank  in  the  army 
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admitted  it,  none  could  have  been  more  desired 
to  take  the  command  of  the  forces  when  Wolfe 

fell  on  the  heights  of  Abraham.  He  was  too 

young,  however,  and  had  too  little  interest  to 

obtain  that  position. — ^Miss  Croyland,  you  seem 

ill.    Let  me  give  you  my  arm."  . 
Edith  bowed  her  head  quietly,  and  leaned 

upon  her  sister,  but  answered  not  a  word ;  and 

Zara  gave  a  glance  to  Sir  Edward  Digby  which 

he  read  aright.  It  was  a  meaning,  a  sort  of 

relying  and  imploring  look,  as  if  she  would  have 

said,  "  I  beseech  you,  say  no  more ;  she  can- 

not bear  it."  Aud  the  young  officer  abruptly 
turned  the  conversation,  observing,  ''The  day 
has  been  very  hot.  Miss  Croyland.  You  have 

walked  far,  and  over-fatigued  yourself." 

"It  is  nothing — ^it  is  nothing,"  answered 
Edith,  with  a  deep-drawn  breath ;  ''  it  will  be 
past  in  a  moment.  Sir  Edward.  I  am  frequently 

thus." "  Too  frequently,"  murmured  Zara,  gazing  at 
her  sister ;  and  Sir  Edward  Digby  replied,  ''  I 
am  sure,  if  such  be  the  case,  you  should  consult 

some  physician." 
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Zara  shook  her  head  with  a  melancholy  smile, 

while  her  sister  walked  on,  leaning  upon  her  arm 

in  silence,  with  her  eyes  bent  towards  the  ground, 

as  if  in  deep  thought.  *^  I  fear  that  no  phy- 

sician would  do  her  good/'  said  the  younger 

lady,  in  a  low  voice ;  "  the  evil  is  now  confirmed." 

"Nay,"  repUed  Digby,  gazing  at  her,  "I 

think  I  know  one  who  could  cure  her  entirely." 
His  look  said  more  than  his  words ;  and  Zara 

fixed  her  eyes  upon  his  face  for  an  instant  with 

an  inquiring  glance.  The  expression  then  sud- 
denly changed  to  one  of  bright  intelligence,  and 

she  answered,  "I  will  moke  you  give  me  his 
name  to-morrow.  Sir  Edward.  Not  now — not 

now !     I  shall  forget  it." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  was  not  slow  in  taking  a 

hint ;  and  he  consequently  made  no  attempt  to 

bring  the  conversation  back  to  the  subject 

which  had  so  much  afifected  Miss  Croyknd; 

but  lest  a  dead  silence  should  too  plainly  mark 
tliat  he  saw  into  the  cause  of  the  faintness 

which  had  come  over  her,  he  went  on  talking  to 

her  sister ;  and  Zara  soon  resumed,  at  least  to 

all  appearance,  her  own  light  spirits  again. 
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But  Digby  had  seen  her  under  a  different  aspect, 
which  was  known  to  few  besides  her  sister ;  and 

to  say  the  truths  though  he  had  thought  her 

sparkling  firankness  very  charming,  yet  the 

deeper  and  tenderer  feeUngs  which  she  had  dis- 
played towards  Edith  were  still  more  to  his  taste. 

"  She  is  not  the  light  coquette  her  uncle  re- 

presents her/*  he  thought,  as  they  walked  on : 
''there  is  a  true  and  feeling  heart  beneath — 
one  whose  affections^  if  strongly  excited  and 

then  disappointed,  might  make  her  as  sad  and 

cheerless  as  this  other  poor  girl." 
He  had  not  much  time  to  indulge  either  in  such 

meditations  or  in  conversation  with  his  fair 

companion ;  for,  when  they  were  within  about  a 

mile  of  the  house,  old  Mr.  Croyland  was  seen 

advancing  towards  them  with  his  usual  brisk 

air  and  quick  pace. 

"  Well,  young  people,  well,"  he  said,  coming 
forward,  ''  I  bring  the  soberness  of  age  to  tem- 

{)er  the  hghtness  of  youth.'* 

"  Oh,  we  are  all  very  sober^  uncle,"  replied 
Zara.  ''  It  is  only  those  who  stay  in  the  house 

drinking  wine  who  are  otherwise/* 
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'*  I  have  not  been  drinking  vine,  saucy  girl/' 

answered  Mr.  Croyland  ;  *'  but  come,  Edith,  I 
want  to  speak  with  you ;  and,  as  the  road  is  too 

narrow  for  four,  we'll  pair  off,  as  the  rascals  who 
min  the  coontry  in  the  House  of  Commons 

term  it  Troop  on,  Miss  Zara.  There's  a 
gallant  caTalier  who  will  give  you  his  arm, 

doubtless,  if  you  will  ask  it." 
''  Indeed  I  shall  do  no  such  thing,"  repUed 

the  fsdr  lady,  walking  on;  and,  while  Edith 

and  her  uncle  came  slowly  after.  Sir  Ed- 
ward Digby  and  the  youngest  Miss  Croyland 

proceeded  on  their  way,  remaining  silent  for 

some  minutes,  though  each,  to  say  the  truth, 

was  busily  thinking  how  the  conversation 

which  had  been  interrupted  might  best  be  re- 
newed.  It  was  Zara  who  spoke  first,  however, 

looking  suddenly  up  in  her  companion's  face 
with  one  of  her  bright  and  sparkling  smiles, 

and  saying,  ''  It  is  a  strange  house,  is  it  not. 

Sir  Edward  ?  and  we  are  a  strange  family  ?" 

*'  Nay,  I  do  not  see  that,"  replied  the  young 
officer.  "  With  every  new  person  whose  acquaint* 
ancewe  make,  we  are  like  a  traveller  for  the  first 
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time  in  a  foreign  country,  and  must  learn  the 

secrets  of  the  land  before  we  can  find  our  way 

rightly." 
"  Oh,  secrets  enough  here !"  cried  Zara. 

"  Every  one  has  his  secret  but  myself.  I  have 
none,  thank  God !  My  good  father  is  fidl  of  them ; 

Ediths  you  see,  has  hers ;  my  uncle  is  loaded  with 

one  even  now,  and  eager  to  disburden  himself; 

but  my  aunt's  are  the  most  curious  of  all,  for  they 
are  everlasting ;  and  not  only  that,  but  though 

most  profound,  they  are  sure  to  be  known  in 

five  minutes  to  the  whole  world.  Try  to  conceal 

them  how  she  may,  they  are  sure  to  drop  out 

before  the  day  is  over;  and,  whatever  good 

schemes  she  may  have  against  any  one,  no  de- 
fence is  needed,  for  they  are  sure  to  frustrate 

themselves. — ^What  are  you  laughing  at,  Sir 

Edward  ?     Has  she  begun  upon  you  already  ?" 

"Nay,  not  exactly  upon  me,"  answered  Sir 

Edward  Digby.  "She  certainly  did  let  drop 
some  words  which  showed  me,  she  had  some 

scheme  in  her  head,  though  whom  it  referred 

to,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  divine." 

"Nay,  nay,  now  you  are  not  firank,"  cried 
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the  young  lady.  "  Tell  me  this  moment,  if  you 
would  have  me  hold  you  good  knight  and  true ! 

Was  it  me  or  Edith  that  it  was  all  about  ?  Nay, 

do  not  shake  your  head,  my  good  friend,  for  I 

will  know,  depend  upon  it ;  and  if  you  do  not 

tell  me,  I  will  ask  my  aunt  myself   " 

''  Nay,  for  Heaven  s  sake,  do  not !"  exclaimed 
Sir  Edward.  **  You  must  not  make  your  aunt 

think  that  I  am  a  tell-tale." 

"  Oh,  I  know — I  know !"  exclaimed  the  fair 

girl,  clapping  her  hands  eagerly — '^  I  can  divine 
it  all  in  a  minute.  She  has  been  telling  you 

what  an  excellent  good  girl  Zara  Croyland  is, 
and  what  an  admirable  wife  she  would  make, 

especiaUy  for  any  man  moving  in  the  highest 

society,  and  hinting,  moreover,  that  she  is  fond 

of  military  men,  and,  in  short,  that  Sir  Edward 

Digby  could  not  do  better.  I  know  it  all — I 
know  it  all,  as  well  as  if  I  had  heard  it !  But 

now,  my  dear  sir,"  she  continued,  in  a  graver 
tone^  "  put  all  such  nonsense  out  of  your  head, 
if  you  would  have  us  such  good  friends  as  I 

think  we  may  be.  Leave  my  dear  aunts  schemes 

to  unravel  and  defeat  themselves,  or  only  think 
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of  them  as  a  matter  of  amusement^  and  do  not 

for  a  moment  beliere  that  Zara  Groyland  has 

either  any  share  in  them,  or  any  design  of  cap- 
tivating you  or  any  other  man  whatsoever ;  for  I 

teU  you  £Edrly,  and  at  once,  that  I  never  in- 
tend—  that  nothing  would  induce  me  —  no, 

not  if  my  own  dearest  happiness  depended  upon 

it — to  marry,  and  leave  poor  Edith  to  endure 

all  that  she  may  be  called  upon  to  undergo.  I 

will  talk  to  you  more  about  her  another  time ; 

for  I  think  that  you  already  know  something 

beyond  what  you  have  said  to-day ;  but  we  are 
too  near  the  house  now,  and  I  will  only  add, 

that  I  have  spoken  firankly  to  Sir  Edward 

Digby,  because  I  believe,  from  all  I  have  seen 

and  all  I  have  heard,  that  he  is  incapable  of 

misunderstanding  such  conduct." 

*'  You  do  me  justice.  Miss  Groyland,"  rephed 
the  young  officer,  much  gratified;  "but  you 
have  spoken  under  a  wrong  impression  in 

regard  to  your  aunt.  I  did  not  interrupt  you, 

for  what  you  said  was  too  pleasing,  too  interest- 
ing not  to  induce  me  to  let  you  go  on ;  but  I 

can  assure  you  that  what  I  said  was  perfectly 
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true,  and  that  though  some  words  which  your 

aunt  dropped  accidentally  showed  me  that  she 

had  some  scheme  on  foot,  she  said  nothing  to 

indicate  what  it  was." 

"  Well,  never  mind  it,"  answered  the  young 
lady.  "  We  now  imderstand  each  other,  I  trust ; 
and,  after  this,  I  do  not  think  you  will  easily 

mistake  me,  though,  if  what  I  suppose  is  true, 

I  may  have  to  do  a  great  many  extraordinary 

things  with  you.  Sir  Edward — seek  your  society 
when  you  may  not  be  very  willing  to  grant  it, 

consult  you,  rely  upon  you,  confide  in  yon  in  a 

way  that  few  women  would  do,  except  with  a 

brother  or  an  acknowledged  lover,  which  I  beg 

you  to  understand  you  are  on  no  account  to  be ; 

and  I,  on  my  part,  will  promise  that  I  will  not 

misunderstand  you  either,  nor  take  anything  that 

you  may  do,  at  my  request,  for  one  very  dear  to 

me,"  (and  she  gave  a  glance  over  her  shoulder 
towards  her  sister,  who  was  some  way  behind,) 

«  as  anything  but  a  sign  of  your  having  a  kind 

and  generous  heart    So  now  that's  all  settled." 

"There  is  one  thing.  Miss  Groyland,"  re- 

plied Digby,  gravely,  **  that  you  will  find  very 
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difBcult  to  do,  though  you  say  you  will  try  it, 

namely,  to  seek  my  society  \i^hen  I  am  unwilling 

to  give  it/* 
**Nay,  nay,  I  will  have  no  such  speeches," 

cried  Zara  Croyland,  "  or  I  have  done  with  you ! 
I  never  could  put  any  trust  in  a  man  who  said 

civil  things  to  me." 

"What,  not  if  he  sincerely  thought  them?" 
demanded  her  companion. 

"  Then  I  would  rather  he  continued  to 

think  them  without  speaking  them,"  answered 

the  young  lady.  "  If  you  did  but  know. 
Sir  Edward,  how  sickened  and  disgusted  a 

poor  girl  in  the  country  soon  gets  with 

flattery  that  means  nothing,  from  men  who  in- 
sult her  understanding  by  thinking  that  she 

can  be  pleased  with  such  trash,  you  would  ex- 

cuse me  for  being  rude  and  uncivilized  enough 

to  wish  never  to  hear  a  smooth  word  from  any 

man  whom  I  am  inclined  to  respect." 

"Very  well,"  answered  the  young  baronet, 
laughing, ''  to  please  you,  I  will  be  as  brutal  as 
possible,  and  if  you  like  it,  scold  you  as  sharply 
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as  your  uncle,  if  you  say  or  do  anythiDg  that  I 

disapprove  of." 
"Do,  do!"  cried  Zara;  "I  love  liim  and 

esteem  him,  though  he  does  not  understand  me 

in  the  least ;  and  I  would  rather  a  great  deal  have 

his  conversation,  sharp  and  snappish  as  it  seems 

to  be,  than  all  the  honey  or  milk  and  water  of 

any  of  the  smart  young  men  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. But  here  we  are  at  the  house ;  and  only 

one  word  more  as  a  warning,  and  one  word  as 

a  question ;  first,  do  not  let  any  of  my  good 

aunt's  schemes  embarrass  you  in  anything  you 
have  to  do  or  say.  Walk  straight  through  them 

as  if  they  did  not  exist.  Take  your  own  course, 

without,  in  the  least  degree,  attending  to  what 

she  says  for  or  against." 
"And  what  is  the  question  ?"  demanded  Sir 

Edward,  as  they  were  now  mounting  the  steps 
to  the  terrace. 

"  Simply  this,"  replied  the  fair  lady, — "  are 

you  not  acquainted  with  more  of  Edith's  history 

than  the  people  here  are  aware  of?" 

"  I  am,"  answered  Digby ;  "  and  to  see  more 
VOL.  I.  o 
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of  her^  to  speak  with  her  for  a  few  minutes  in 

private,  if  possible,  was  the  great  object  of  my 

coming  hither." 
« Thanks,  thanks !"  said  Zara,  giving  him 

a  bright  and  grateful  smile.  ''  Be  guided  by 
me,  and  you  shall  have  the  opportunity.  But 

I  must  speak  with  you  first  myself,  that  you 

may  know  all.  I  suppose  you  are  an  early 
riser  r 

"  Oh,  yes  !*'  repUed  Sir  Edward ;  but  he 
added  no  more ;  for  at  that  moment  they  were 

overtaken  by  Edith  and  Mr.  Groyland ;  and  the 

whole  party  entered  the  house  together. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

TaEBE  is  a  strange  similarity — ^I  had  nearly 

called  it  an  affinity — between  the  climate  of  any 

coimtry  and  the  general  character  of  its  popu- 
lation ;  and  there  is  a  still  stronger  and  more 

commonly  remarked  resemblance  between  the 

changes  of  the  weather  and  the  usual  course  of 

human  life.    From  the  atmosphere  around  us, 

and  firom  the  alterations  which  affect  it^  poets 

and  moralists  both,  have  borrowed  a  large  store 

of  figures ;  and  the  words,  clouds,  and  sunshine, 

light  breezecr,  and  terrible  storms,  are  terms  as 

often  used  to  express  the  variations  in  man's 
condition  as  to  convey  the  ideas  to  which  they 

were  originally  applied.    But  it  is  the  affinity 02 
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between  the  climate  and  the  people  of  which 

I  wish  to  speak.  The  sunny  lightness  of  the 

air  of  France,  the  burning  heat  of  Italy  and 

Spain,  the  cold  dullness  of  the  skies  of  Holland, 

contrast  as  strongly  with  the  climate  in  which 

we  live,  as  the  characters  of  the  several  nations 

amongst  themselves ;  and  the  fiercer  tempests 

of  the  south,  the  more  foggy  and  heavy  atmo- 
sphere of  the  north,  may  well  be  taken  as  some 

compensation  for  the  continual  mutability  of  the 

weather  in  our  own  most  changeable  air.  The 

differences  are  not  so  great  here  as  in  other 

lands.  We  escape,  in  general,  the  tornado  and 

the  hurricane,  we  know  licUe  of  the  burning 

heat  of  summer,  or  the  intense  cold  of  winter,  as 

they  are  experienced  in  other  parts  of  the 

world ;  but  at  all  events,  the  changes  are  much 

more  frequent;  and  we  seldom  have  either  a 

long  lapse  of  sunny  days,  or  a  long  continued 

season  of  frost,  without  interruption.  So  it  is» 

too,  with  the  people*  Moveable  and  fluctuating 

OS  they  always  are,  seeking  novelty,  disgusted 

even  with  all  that  is  good  as  soon  as  they  dis- 
cover that  it  is  old,  our  laws,  our  institutions^ 

our  very  manners  are  continually  undergoing 
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some  change,  though  rarely,  very  rarely  indeed, 

is  it  brought  about  violently  and  without  due 

preparation.  Sometimes  it  will  occur,  indeed, 

both  morally  and  physically,  that  a  great  and 

«udden  alteration  takes  place,  and  a  rash  and 

vehement  proceeding  will  disturb  the  whole 

country,  and  seem  to  shake  the  very  foundations 

of  society.  In  the  atmosphere,  too,  clouds  and 

45torms  will  gather  in  a  few  hours,  and  darken 
the  whole  heaven. 

The  latter  was  the  case  during  the  first  night 

of  Sir  Edward  Digby's  stay  at  Harbourne  House. 
The  evening  preceding,  as  well  as  the  day,  had 

been  warm  and  sunshiny ;  but  about  nine  o'clock 
the  wind  suddenly  chopped  round  to  the  south* 

ward,  and  when  Sir  Edward  woke  on  the  fol- 

lowing morning,  as  he  usually  did,  about  six,  he 

found  a  strong  breeze  blowing  and  rattling  the 

casements  of  the  room,  and  the  whole  atmosphere 

loaded  with  a  heavy  sea-mist  filled  with  sahne 

particles,  borne  over  Romney  Marsh  to  the 

higher  country,  in  which  the  house  was  placed. 

*'  A  pleasant  day  for  partridge-shooting,"  he 

thought,  as  he  rose  from  his  bed ;  ''  what  varia- 

tions there  are  in  this  climate."    Sut  neverthe- 
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less,  he  opened  the  window  and  looked  out, 
when,  somewhat  to  his  surprise^  he  saw  fif- 

teen or  sixteen  horses  moving  along  the  road, 
heavily  laden,  with  a  number  of  men  on  horse- 

back following,  and  eight  or  ten  on  foot  driving 
the  weary  beasts  along.  They  were  going  leisurely 
enough;  there  was  no  affectation  of  haste  or 

concealment ;  but  yet  all  that  the  young  officer 
had  heard  of  the  county  and  of  the  habits  of  its 
denizens,  led  him  naturally  to  suppose  that  he 

had  a  gang  of  smugglers  before  him,  escorting 
from  the  coast  some  contraband  goods  lately 
landed. 

He  had  soon  a  more  unpleasant  proof  of  the 
lawless  state  of  that  part  of  England ;  for  as  he 

continued  to  lean  out  of  the  window,  saying 

to  himself,  '*  Well,  it  is  no  business  of  mine,"  he 
saw  two  or  three  of  the  men  pause ;  and  a  mo- 

ment after,  a  voice  shouted — "Take  that,  old 

Croyland,  for  sending  me  to  gaol  last  April." 
The  wind  bore  the  sounds  to  his  ear,  and 

made  the  words  distinct ;  and  scarcely  had  they 

been  spoken,  when  a  flash  broke  through  the 

misty  air,  followed  by  a  loud  report,  and  a  ball 
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wiiizzed  through  the  ̂ ndow,  just  aboTO  his  head, 

faieakiiig  one  of  the  panes  of  glass,  and  lodging 
in  the  cornice  at  the  other  side  of  the  room. 

"  Very  pleasant !"  said  Sir  Edward  Digby  to 
huDself ;  but  he  was  a  somewhat  rash  young 

man,  and  he  did  not  move  an  inch,  thinking — 

"the  vagabonds  shall  not  have  to  say  they 

firi^tened  me." 
Tbey  shewed  no  incHnation  to  repeat  the  shot, 

however,  riding  on  at  a  somewhat  accelerated 

pace ;  and  as  soon  as  they  were  out  of  sight, 

Digby  withdrew  firom  the  window,  and  began  to 

dress  himself.  He  had  not  given  his  servant, 

the  night  before,  any  orders  to  call  him  at  a 

particular  hour;  but  he  knew  that  the  man 

would  not  be  later  than  half-past  six;  and 

before  he  appeared,  the  young  officer  was  nearly 
dressed. 

"Here,  Somers,"  said  his  master,  ''put  my 
gun  together,  and  have  everything  ready  if  I 

diould  like  to  go  out  to  shoot.  After  that  I've 
a  commission  for  you,  something  quite  in  your 

own  way,  which  I  know  you  will  execute 

capitally." 
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"  Quite  ready,  sir/'  said  the  man,  putting  up 
his  hand  to  his  head.  "  Always  ready  to  obey 

orders." 
"  We  want  intelligence  of  the  enemy,  Somers," 

continued  his  master.  "  Get  me  every  informa- 

tion you  can  obtain  regarding  young  Mr.  Rad- 
ford, where  he  goes,  what  he  does,  and  all  about 

him." "  Past,  present,  or  to  come,  sir  ?"  demanded 
the  man. 

"  All  three,"  answered  his  master.  "  Every- 
thing you  can  learn  about  him,  in  short — ^birth, 

parentage,  and  education." 
**  I  shall  soon  have  to  add  his  last  dying 

speech  and  confession,  I  think,  sir,"  said  the 
man ;  ''  but  you  shall  have  it  all  before  night — 

from  the  loose  gossip  of  the  post-office  down  to 
the  full,  true,  and  particular  account  of  his 

father's  own  butler.  But  bless  my  soul,  there's 

a  hole  through  the  window,  sir." 

'•Nothing  but  a  musket-ball,  Somers,"  an- 

swered his  master,  carelessly.  "YouVe  seen 

such  a  thing  before,  I  fancy." 

**  Yes,  sir,  but  not  often  in  a  gentleman's  bed- 
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room,"  replied  the  man,     "  Who  could  send  it 

in  here,  I  wonder  ?" 

"Some  smugglers,  I  suppose  they  were," 
replied  Sir  Edward,  "  who  took  me  for  Sir 
Bobert  Croyland,  as  I  was  leaning  out  of  the 

window,  and  gave  me  a  ball  as  they  passed.  I 

never  saw  a  worse  shot  in  my  life ;  for  I  was  put 

up  like  a  target,  and  it  went  a  foot  and  a  half 

above  my  head.  Give  me  those  boots,  Somers;*' 
and  having  drawn  them  on,  Sir  Edward  Digby 

descended  to  the  drawing-room,  while  his  servant 

commented  upon  bis  coolness,  by  saying,  '^  Well^ 
he  8  a  devilish  fine  young  fellow,  that  master  of 

mine,  and  ought  to  make  a  capital  general  some 

of  these  days !" 
In  the  drawing-room,  Sir  Edward  Digby 

found  nobody  but  a  pretty  country  girl  in  a 

mob-cap  sweeping  out  the  dust;  and  leaving 
her  to  perform  her  functions  undistinrbed  by 

his  presence,  he  sauntered  through  a  door 

which  he  had  seen  open  the  night  before,  ex- 

posing part  of  the  interior  of  a  library.  That 

room  was  quite  vacant,  and  as  the  young  officer 

concluded   that  between  it  and  the  drawing- 
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room  must  lie  the  scene  of  his  mornings  opera- 
tions, he  entertained  himself  ̂ th  taking  down 

different  books,  looking  into  them  for  a  moment 

or  two,  reading  a  page  here  and  a  page  there, 

and  then  putting  them  up  again.  He  was  in  no 

mood,  to  say  the  truth,  either  for  serious  study 

or  light  reading.  Gay  would  not  have  amused 
him ;  Locke  would  have  driven  him  mad. 

He  knew  not  well  why  it  was,  but  his  heart 

beat  when  he  heard  a  step  in  the  neighbouring 

room.  It  was  nothing  but  the  housemaid,  as 

he  was  soon  convinced,  by  her  letting  the  dust- 
pan drop  and  making  a  terrible  clatter.  He 

asked  himself  what  his  heiurt  could  be  about,  to 

go  on  in  such  a  way,  simply  because  he  was 

waiting,  in  the  not  very  vague  expectation  of 

seeing  a  young  lady,  with  whom  he  had  to  talk 
of  some  business,  in  which  neither  of  them  were 

personally  concerned. 

"  It  must  be  the  uncertainty  of  whether  she 

will  come  or  not,"  he  thought;  ''or  else  the 

secrecy  of  the  thing;"  and  yet  he  had,  often 
before,  had  to  wait  with  still  more  secrecy  and 

still  more  uncertainty,  on  very  dangerous  and 

important  occasions,  without  feeling  any  such 
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agitation  of  his  usually  calm  nerves.  She  was  a 

Teiy  pretty  girl,  it  was  true,  with  all  the  fresh 

graces  of  youth  about  her,  hght  and  sunshine  in 

her  eyes,  health  and  happiness  on  her  cheeks 

and  lips,  and 

"  La  grace  eacoie  plus  belle  que  la  beaate" 

in  every  movement.  But  then,  they  perfectly 
understood  each  other;  there  was  no  harm, 

there  was  no  risk,  there  was  no  reason  why 

they  should  not  meet. 

Did  they  perfectly  understand  each  other? 

Did  they  perfectly  understand  themselves  ?  It 

is  a  very  difficult  question  to  answer ;  but  one 

thing  is  very  certain — that,  of  all  things  upon 
this  earth,  the  most  gullible  is  the  human 
heart ;  and  when  it  thinks  it  understands  itself 

best,  it  is  almost  always  sinre  to  prove  a  greater 
fool  than  ever. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  did  not  altogether  like  his 

own  thoughts ;  and  therefore,  after  waiting  for 

a  quarter  of  an  hour,  he  walked  out  into  one  of 

the  little  passages,  which  we  have  already  men- 

tionedy  running  from  the  central  corridor  to- 
wards a  door  or  window  in  the  front,  between 
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the  library  and  what  was  called  the  music-room. 

He  had  not  been  there  a  minute  when  a  step — 

very  different  from  that  of  the  housemaid — ^was 
heaxd  in  the  neighbouring  room;  and,  as  the 

officer  was  turning  thither,  he  met  the  younger 

Miss  Croyland  coming  out,  with  a  bonnet — or 

hat,  as  it  was  then  called, — hanging  on  her  arm 

by  the  ribbons. 

She  held  out  her  hand,  frankly,  towards 

him,  saying,  in  a  low  tone,  "  You  must 
think  this  all  very  strange.  Sir  Edward,  and 

perhaps  very  improper.  I  have  been  taxing 

myself  about  it  all  night ;  but  yet  I  was  resolved 

I  would  not  lose  the  opportunity,  trusting  to 

your  generosity  to  justiiy  me,  when  you  hear 

all." ''  It  requires  no  generosity,  my  dear  Miss 

Croyland,"  replied  the  young  baronet ;  "  I  am 
already  aware  of  so  much,  and  see  the  kind  and 

deep  interest  you  take  in  your  sister  so  clearly, 

that  I  fully  understand  and  appreciate  your 

motives." 
"Thank  you  — thank  you,"  replied  Zara, 

warmly ;   "  that   sets  my    mind  at  rest.    But 
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come  oat  upon  the  terrace.  There,  seen  by  all 

the  iirorld^  I  shall  not  feel  as  if  I  were  plotting ;" 
and  she  unlocked  the  glass  door  at  the  end  of 

the  passage.  Sir  Edward  Digby  followed  close 

upon  her  steps ;  and  when  once  fairly  on  the 

esplanade  before  the  house,  and  far  enough 

from  open  doors  and  windows  not  to  be  over- 
heard^ they  commenced  their  walk  backwards 

and  forwards. 

It  was  quite  natural  that  both  should  be 
silent  for  a  few  moments ;  for  where  there  is 

much  to  say,  and  little  time  to  say  it  in,  people 

are  apt  to  waste  the  precious  present— or,  at  least, 

a  part — ^in  considering  how  it  may  best  be  said. 

At  length  the  lady  raised  her  eyes  to  hen  com- 
panion s  face,  with  a  smile  more  melancholy  and 

embarrassed  than  usually  found  place  npon  her 

sweet  lips,  asking,  "  How  shall  I  begin,  Sir 

Edward? — ^Have  you  nothing  to  tell  me?" 

''I  have  merely  to  ask  questions,"  replied 

Digby ;  ̂*  yet,  perhaps  that  may  be  the  best 
commencement.  I  am  aware,  my  dear  Miss 

Croyland,  that  your  sister  has  loved,  and  has 

been  as  deeply  beloved  as  woman  ever  was  by 
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man.    I  know  the  whole  tale ;  but  what  I  seek 

now  to  learn  is  this— does  she  or  does  she  not 

retain  the  affection  of  her  early  youth?    Do 

former  days  and  former  feelings  dwell  in  her 

heart  as  still  existing  things  ?  or  are  they  but  as 

sad  memories  of  a  passion  passed  away,  darken- 

ing instead  of  hghting  the  present, — or  perhaps 
as  a  tie  which  she  would  fain  shake  off,  and 

which  keeps  her  from  a  brighter  Me  hereafter  ?" 
He  spoke  solemnly,  earnestly,  with  his  whole 

manner  changed ;  and  Zara  gazed  in  his  face 

eagerly  and  inquiringly  as  he  went  on,  her  £ace 

glowing,  but  her  look  becoming  less  sad,  till  it 
beamed  with  a  warm  and  reUeved  smile  at  the 

close.   "  I  was  right,  and  she  was  wrong*' — ^she 
said,  at  length,  as  if  speaking  to  herself.    "  But 

to  answer  your  question,  Sir  Edward  Digby," 
she    continued,    gravely.     ''You    little    know 

woman's  heart,  or  you  would  not  put  it — ^I 
mean  the  heart  of  a  true  and  unspoiled  woman, 

a  woman  worthy  of  the  name.    When  she  loves, 

she  loves  for  ever — and  it  is  only  when  death  or 
unworthiness  takes  from  her  him  she  loves,  that 

love  becomes  a  memory.  You  cannot  yet  judge 
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of  Edith,  and  therefore  I  forgive  you  for  asking 

such  a  thing ;  but  she  is  all  that  is  noble,  and 

good,  and  bright ;  and  Heaven  pardon  me,  if  I 

almost  doubt  that  she  was  meant  for  happiness 

below — she  seems  so  fitted  for  a  higher  state !" 
The  tears  rose  in  her  eyes  as  she  spoke ;  but 

Sir  Edward  feared  interruption,  and  went  on» 

asking,  somewhat  abruptly  perhaps,  ''  What 
made  yon  say,  just  now,  that  you  were  right  and 

she  was  wrong  ?" 
*'  Because  she  thought  that  he  was  dead,  and 

that  you  came  to  announce  it  to  her,**  Zara  re- 
plied. "  Tou  spoke  of  him  in  the  past,  you 

always  said,  *  he  was ;'  you  said  not  a  word 

of  the  present." 
*<  Because  I  knew  not  what  were  her  present 

feelings,*'  answered  Digby.  "  She  has  never 
written — ^she  has  never  answered  one  letter. 
All  his  have  been  returned  in  cold  silence  to 

his  agents,  addressed  in  her  own  hand.  And 
then  her  fiither  wrote  to 

''  Stay,  stay  i"  cried  Zara,  putting  her  hand  to 
her  head — *^  addressed  in^her  own  hand  ?  It 

must  have  been  a  forgery !    Yet^  no— perhaps 
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not.  She  wrote  to  him  twice ;  once  just  after  he 

went,  and  once  in  answer  to  a  message.  The 

last  letter  I  gave  to  the  gardener  myself,  and 

bade  him  post  it.  That,  too,  was  addressed  to 

his  agent's  house.  Can  they  have  stopped  the 

letters  and  used  the  covers?" 

"  It  is  probable,"  answered  Digby,  thought- 

fully.    "  Did  she  receive  none  from  him?" 

"  None— none,"  replied  Zara,  decidedly. 
*^  All  that  she  has  ever  heard  of  him  was  con- 

veyed in  that  one  message ;  but  she  doubted 
not.  Sir  Edward.  She  knew  him,  it  seems, 

better  than  he  knew  her." 

"  Neither  did  he  doubt  her,"  rejoined  her 

companion,  *'  till  circumstance  after  circum- 
stance occurred  to  shake  his  confidence.  Her 

own  father  wrote  to  him — now  three  years  ago 

— to  say  that  she  was  engaged,  by  her  own  con- 
sent, to  this  yoimg  Badford,  and  to  beg  that  he 

would  trouble  her  peace  no  more  by  fruitless 

letters." 
"  Oh,  Heaven !"  cried  Zara,  "  did  my  father 

say  that  ?" 
He  did,"  replied  Sir  Edward.  *'  And  more  .* 

€( 
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everything  that  poor  Layton  has  heard  since 

his  return  has  confirmed  the  tale.  He  inquired, 

too  curiously  for  his  own  peace — ^first,  whether 
she  was  yet  married;  next,  whether  she  was 

really  engaged;  and  every  one  gave  but  one 

account." 
"  How  busy  they  have  been !"  said  Zara, 

thoughtfully.  '*  Whoever  said  it,  it  is  fisdse. 
Sir  Edward;  and  he  should  not  have  doubted 

her  more  than  she  doubted  him." 

"  She,  you  admit,  had  one  message/'  an- 
swered Digby ;  *'  he  had  none ;  and  yet  he 

held  a  lingering  hope — ^trust  would  not  alto- 
gether be  crushed  out.  Can  you  tell  me  the 

tenour  of  the  letters  which  she  sent?" 

"  Nay,  I  did  not  read  them,"  replied  his  fair 
companion ;  '*  but  she  told  me  that  it  was  the 
same  story  still :  that  she  could  not  violate  her 

duty  to  her  parent ;  but  that  she  should  ever 

consider  herself  pledged  and  plighted  to  him 

beyond  recall,  by  what  had  passed  between 

them." 
"  Then  there  is  light  at  last,"  said  Digby^ 

with  a  smile.   "  But  what  is  this  story  of  young 
VOL.  I.  p 
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Badford  ?  Is  he,  or  is  he  not,  her  lover  ?  He 

seemed  to  pay  her  little  attention,— more,  in- 

deed, to  yourself." 
The  gay  girl  laughed.  ''  I  will  tell  you  all 

about  it,"  she  answered.  **  Bichard  Badford  is 
not  her  lover.  He  cares  as  Uttle  about  her  as 

about  the  Queen  of  England,  or  any  body  he 

has  never  seen;  and,  as  you  say,  he  would 

perhaps  pay  me  the  compliment  of  selecting 

me  rather  than  Edith,  if  there  was  not  a  very 

eogent  objection:  Edith  has  forty  thousand 

pounds  settled  upon  herself  by  my  mother  s 

brother,  who  was  her  godfather ;  I  have  nothing, 

or  next  to  nothing — ^some  three  or  four  thou- 

sand pounds,  I  believe ;  but  I  really  don't  know. 

However,  ibis  fortune  of  my  poor  sister's  is  old 

Badford's  object ;  and  he  and  my  fi&ther  have 
settled  it  between  them,  that  the  son  of  the  one 

should  many  the  daughter  of  the  other.  What 

possesses  my  father,  I  cannot  divine;  for  he 

must  condemn  old  Badford,  and  despise  the 

young  one ;  but  certain  it  is  that  he  has  pressed 

Edith,  nearly  to  cruelty,  to  give  her  hand  to  a 

man  she  scorns  and  hates — ^and  presses  her 
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stilL  It  wotdd  be  worse  than  it  is,  I  fear,  were 

it  not  for  young  Badford  himself,  who  is  not 

half  so  eager  as  his  father,  and  does  not  wish  to 

hurry  matters  on. — ^I  may  have  some  small 

share  in  the  business,"  she  continued,  laughing 
again,  but  colouring  at  the  same  time ;  ''  for, 
to  tell  the  truth.  Sir  Edward,  having  nothing 

else  to  do,  and  wishing  to  reUeve  poor  Edith  as 

much  as  possible,  I  have  perhaps  foolishly, 

perhaps  even  wrongly,  drawn  this  wretched 

young  man  away  from  her  whenever  I  had  an 

opportunity.  I  do  not  think  it  was  coquetry,  as 

my  uncle  calls  it — nay,  I  am  sure  it  was  not ;  for 
I  abhor  him  as  much  as  any  one ;  but  I  thought 

that  as  there  was  no  chance  of  my  ever  being 

driven  to  marry  him,  I  could  bear  the  infliction 

of  his  conversation  better  than  my  poor  sister." 
<<  The  motive  was  a  kind  one,  at  all  events," 

rephed  Sir  Edward  Digby ;  "  but  then  I  may 
firmly  believe  that  there  is  no  chance  whatever 

of  Miss  Croyland  giving  her  hand  to  Bichard 

Badford?" 
**  None — ^none  whatever,"  answered  his  fair 

companion.    But  at  that  point  of  their  con- p2 
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yersation  one  of  the  windoTvs  above  was  thrown 

up,  and  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Barbara  was  heard 

exclaiming — "  Zara,  my  love,  put  on  your  hat ; 
you  will  catch  cold  if  you  walk  in  that  way,  with 

your  hat  on  your  arm,  in  such  a  cold,  misty 

morning !" 
Miss  Croyland  looked  up,  nodding  to  her 

aunt;  and  doing  as  she  was  told,  like  a  very 

good  girl  as  she  was.  But  the  next  instant  she 

said,  in  a  low  tone,  ''  Good  Heaven !  there  is 
his  face  at  the  window !  My  unlucky  aunt  has 

roused  him  by  calling  to  me ;  and  we  shall  not 

be  long  without  him." 

"Who  do  you  mean?"    asked  the  young 

officer,  turning  his  eyes  towards  the  house,  and ' 
seeing  no  one. 

"  Young  Radford,"  answered  Zara.  "  Did 
you  not  know  that  they  had  to  carry  him  to  bed 

last  night,  unable  to  stand  ?  So  my  maid  told 

me ;  and  I  saw  his  face  just  now  at  the  window, 

next  to  my  aunt*s.  We  shall  have  little  time. 
Sir  Edward,  for  he  is  as  intrusive  as  he  is  dis- 

agreeable ;  so  tell  me  at  once  what  I  am  to  think 

regarding  poor  Harry  Layton.  Does  he  still  love 
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Edith?  Is  he  in  a  situation  to  enable  him  to 

seek  her^  without  affording  great,  and  what  they 

would  consider  reasonable,  causes  of  objec- 

tion?" ''He  loyes  her  as  deeply  and  devotedly  as 

ever/*  replied  Sir  Edward  Digby ;  '^  and  all  I 
have  to  tell  him  will  but,  if  possible,  increase 

that  love.  Then  as  to  his  situation,  he  is  now 

a  superior  officer  in  the  army,  highly  distin- 
guished, commanding  one  of  our  best  regiments, 

and  sharing  largely  in  the  late  great  distribution 

of  prize-money.  There  is  no  position  that  can 
be  filled  by  a  military  man  to  which  he  has  not  a 

right  to  aspire ;  and,  moreover,  he  has  already 

received,  firom  the  gratitude  of  his  king  and  his 

country,  the  high  honour^—" 
But  he  was  not  allowed  to  finish  his  sentence ; 

for  Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland,  who  was  most  un- 
fortunately matutinal  in  her  habits,  now  came 

out  with  a  shawl  for  her  fair  niece,  and  was 

uncomfortably  civil  to  Sir  Edward  Digby,  in- 

quiring how  he  had  slept,  whether  he  had  been 

warm  enough,  whether  he  liked  two  pillows  or 

one>  and  a  great  many  other  questions,  which 
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lasted  till  young  Badford  made  his  appearance 

at  the  door»  and  then,  with  a  pale  face  and  sul- 

len brow,  came  out  and  joined  the  party  on  the 
terrace. 

"  Well/'  said  Mrs.  Barbara — now  that  she  had 

done  as  much  mischief  as  possible — "  I'll  just  go 
in  and  make  breakfia.8t>  as  Edith  must  set  out 

early,  and  Mr.  Badford  wants  to  get  home  to 

shoot." 
''Edith  set  off  early?"  exclaimed  Zara; 

"  why,  where  is  she  going,  my  dear  aunt  ?" 
"  Oh,  I  have  just  been  settling  it  all  with 

your  papa,  my  love,"  replied  Mrs.  Barbara. 
*'  I  thought  she  was  looking  ill  yesterday,  and 
so  I  talked  to  your  uncle  last  night.  He  said 

he  would  be  very  glad  to  have  her  with  him  for 

a  few  days ;  but  as  he  expects  a  Captain  Osbom 

before  the  end  of  the  week,  she  must  come  at  once ; 

and  Sir  Bobert  says  she  can  have  the  carriage 

after  breakfast,  but  that  it  must  be  back  by  one." 
Zara  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  the  whole  party, 

as  if  by  common  consent,  took  their  way  back 

to  the  house.  As  they  passed  in,  however,  and 

proceeded  towards  the  dining-room,  where  the 
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table  was  laid  for  breakfast^  Zara  found  a 

moment  to  say  to  Sir  Edward  Digby^  in  a  low 

tone^  ''Was  ever  anything  so  unfortunate!  I 

will  try  to  stop  it  if  I  can." 
*'  Not  so  unfortunate  as  it  seems/'  answered 

the  young  baronet^  in  a  whisper ;  "  let  it  take  its 

course.    I  will  explain  hereafter." 

"  Whispering !  whispering !"  said  young 
Badford,  in  a  rude  tone^  and  with  a  sneer  curl- 

ing his  lip. 

Zara's  cheek  grew  crimson ;  but  Digby  turned 
upon  him  sharply,  demanding,  "  What  is  that  to 
you,  sir  ?  Pray  make  no  observations  upon  my 

conduct,  for  depend  upon  it  I  shall  not  tolerate 

any  insolence." 
At  that  moment,  however,  Sir  Robert  Croy- 

land  appeared ;  and  whatever  might  have  been 

Bichard  Badford's  intended  reply,  it  was  sus- 
pended upon  his  lips. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

Before  I  proceed  farther  with  the  events  of  that 

morning,  I  must  return  for  a  time  to  the  evening 

which  preceded  it.  It  was  a  dark  and  somewhat 

dreary  night,  when  Mr.  Sadford,  leaving  his  son 

stupidly  drunk  at  Sir  Robert  Croyland's,  pro- 
ceeded to  the  hall  door  to  mount  his  horse;  and 

as  he  pulled  his  large  riding-boots  over  his  shoes 
and  stockings,  and  looked  out,  he  regretted  that 

he  had  not  ordered  his  carriage.  *^  Who  would 

have  thought/'  he  said,  "  that  such  a  fine  day 

would  have  ended  in  such  a  dull  evening?" 

"It  often  happens,  my  dear  Badford,"  re- 
plied Sir  Bobert  Groyland,  who  stood  beside  him, 

"  that  everything  looks  fair  and  prosperous 
for  a  time;  then  suddenly  the  wind  shifts,  and  a 

^oomy  night  succeeds." 
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Mr.  Badford  vns  not  well-pleased  with  the 

homily.  It  touched  upon  that  which  was  a  sore 

subject  with  him  at  that  moment;  for,  to  say 

the  truth,  he  was  labouring  under  no  light  ap- 

prehensions regarding  the  result  of  certain 

speculations  of  his.  He  had  lately  lost  a 

large  sum  in  one  of  these  wild  adventures — 

far  more  than  was  agreeable  to  a  man  of  his 

money-getting  turn  of  mind;  and  though  he 

was  sanguine  enough,  from  long  success,  to  em- 
bark, like  a  determined  gambler,  a  still  larger 

amount  in  the  same  course,  yet  the  first  shadow 

of  reverse  which  had  fallen  upon  him,  brought 

home  and  applied  to  his  own  situation  the 

very  commonplace  words  of  Sir  Eobert  Croy- 
land;  and  he  began  to  fancy  that  the  bright  day 

of  his  prosperity  might  be  indeed  over,  and  a 

dark  and  gloomy  night  about  to  succeed. 

As  we  have  said,  therefore,  he  did  not  at  all 

like  the  baronet's  homily ;  and,  as  very  often  hap- 
pens with  men  of  his  disposition,  he  felt  dis- 

pleased with  the  person  whose  words  alarmed 

him.  Murmuring  something,  therefore,  about 

its  being  "  a  devilish  ordinary  circumstance 

indeed,"  be  strode  to  the  door,  scarcely  wishing 
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the  baronet  good  night,  and  mounted  a  powerful 

horse,  whicli  was  held  ready  for  him.  He  then 

rode  forward,  followed  by  two  servants  on 

horseback,  proceeding  slowly  at  first,  but  get- 
ting into  a  quicker  pace  when  he  came  upon 

the  parish  road,  and  trotting  on  hard  along  the 

edge  of  Harboume  Wood.  He  had  drunk  as 

much  wine  as  his  son ;  but  his  hard  and  well- 
seasoned  head  was  quite  insensible  to  the  effects 

of  strong  beverages^  and  he  went  on  reyolving  all 

probable  contingencies,  somewhat  sullen  and  out 

of  humour  with  all  that  had  passed  during  the 

afternoon,  and  taking  a  very  unpromising  view 

of  everybody  and  everything. 

''  I've  a  notion,"  he  thought,  "  that  old 
scoundrel  Groyland  is  playing  &8t  and  loose 

about  his  daughter's  marriage  with  my  son. 
He  shall  repent  it  if  he  do ;  and  if  Dick  does 

not  make  the  girl  pay  for  all  her  airs  and  cold- 

ness when  he's  got  her,  he's  no  son  of  mine. 
He  seems  as  great  a  fool  as  she  is,  though,  and 

makes  love  to  her  sister  without  a  penny,  never 

saying  a  word  to  a  girl  who  has  forty  thou- 
sand pounds.    The  thing  shall  soon  be  settled 



THE   SMCOOLER.  219 

one  way  or  another,  howeyer.  Ill  have  a  con- 
ference with  Sir  Robert  on  Friday,  and  bring 

him  to  book.  I'll  not  be  trifled  with  any 
longer.  Here  we  have  been  kept  more  than  four 

years  waiting  till  the  girl  chooses  to  make  up 

her  mind,  and  I'll  not  stop  any  longer.  It  shall 

be,  yes  or  no,  at  once." 
He  was  still  busy  with  such  thoughts  when 

he  reached  the  angle  of  Harboume  Wood,  and  a 

load  Toice  exclaimed,  **  Hi !  Mr.  Badford !" 

''Who  the  devil  are  you?"  exclaimed  that 

worthy  gentleman,  pulling  in  his  horse,  *and  at 
the  same  time  putting  his  hand  upon  one  of  the 

holsters,  which  every  one  at  that  time  carried  at 
his  saddle  bow. 

"  Harding,  sir,"  answered  the  voice — '*  Jack 

Harding ;  and  I  want  to  speak  a  word  with  you." 
At  the  same  time  the  man  walked  forward; 

and  Mr.  Badford  immediately  dismounting, 

gave  his  horse  to  the  servants,  and  told  them 

to  lead  him  quietly  on  till  they  came  to  Tiffen- 

den.  Then  pausing  till  the  sound  of  the 

hoofs  became  somewhat  faint,  he  asked,  with  a 

certain  degree  of  alarm,  *'  Well,  Harding,  what's 
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the  matter  ?   What  has  brought  you  up  in  such 

a  hurry  to-night  ?" 

No  great  hurry,  sir/'  answered  the  smuggler, 

I  came  up  about  four  o'clock ;  and  finding  that 

you  were  dining  at  Sir  Bobert's,  I  thought  I  would 
look  out  for  you  as  you  went  home,  having 

something  to  tell  you.  I  got  an  inkling  last 

night,  that,  some  how  or  another,  the  people 

down  at  Hythe  have  some  suspicion  that  you 

are  going  to  try  something,  and  I  doubt  that 

boy  very  much." 
''Indeed I  indeed!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Badford, 

evidently  under  great  apprehension.  "What 

have  they  found  out,  Harding  ?" 

"Why,  not  much,  I  believe,"  replied  the 

smuggler ;  "  but  merely  that  there's  something 

in  the  wind,  and  that  you  have  a  hand  in  it." 

"That's  bad  enough — that's  bad  enough," 
repeated  Mr.  Badford.  "We  must  put  it  off, 
Harding.  We  must  delay  it,  till  this  has  blown 

by." 
"  No,  I  think  not,  sir,"  answered  the  smug- 

gler. "  It  seems  to  me,  on  the  contrary,  that 

we  ought  to  hurry  it;  and  I'll  tell  you  why. 
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You  see,  the  wind  changed  about  five,  and  if 

I'm  not  very  much  mistaiken,  we  shall  have  a 
cloudy  sky  and  dirty  weather  for  the  next  week 

at  least.  That's  one  thing ;  but  then  another 
is  this,  the  Bamleys  are  going  to  make  a  run 

this  very  night.  Now,  I  know  that  the  whole 

affair  is  blown ;  and  though  they  may  get  the 

goods  ashore  they  wont  carry  them  far.  I 

told  them  so,  just  to  be  friendly;  but  they 

wouldn't  listen,  and  you  know  their  rash  way. 
Bill  Bamley  answered,  they  would  run  the 

goods  in  broad  dayUght»  if  they  liked,  that 
there  was  not  an  officer  in  all  Kent  who  would 

dare  to  stop  them.  Now,  I  know  that  they  will 

be  caught  to-morrow  morning,  somewhere  up 
about  your  place.  I  rather  think,  too,  your 
son  has  a  hand  in  the  venture;  and  if  I 

were  you,  I  would  do  nothing  to  make  people 

believe  that  it  wasn't  my  own  affair  alto- 
gether. Let  them  think  what  they  please ;  and 

then  they  are  not  so  likely  to  be  on  the  look- 

out." "I  see — ^I  see,"    cried  Mr.   Radford.     "If 
they  catch  these  fellows,  and  think  that  this  is 
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my  yenture,  they  ̂ rill  never  suspect  another. 

It's  a  good  scheme.  We  had  better  set  about 

it  to-moirow  night.** 
**  I  don't  know/'  answered  Harding.  ''  That 

cannot  well  be  done^  I  should  think.  Firsts 

you  must  get  orders  oyer  to  the  yessel  to  stand 

out  to  sea ;  then  you  must  get  all  your  people  to- 
gether^  and  one  half  of  them  are  busy  upon  this 

other  scheme^  the  Bamleys  and  young  Chitten- 
den, and  him  they  call  the  major,  and  all  their 

parties.  Tou  must  see  what  comes  of  that 

first ;  for  one  half  of  them  may  be  locked  up 

before  to-morrow  night. 

''  That's  unfortunate,  indeed !"  said  Mr.  Bad- 
ford,  thoughtfully. 

**  One  must  take  a  little  ill  luck  with  plenty 

of  good  luck,"  obseryed  Harding;  ''and  it's 
fortunate  enough  for  you  that  these  wild  fellows 

will  carry  through  this  mad  scheme,  when  they 

know  they  are  found  out  before  they  start. 

Besides,  I'm  not  sure  that  it  is  not  best  to  wait  till 
the  night  after,  or,  may  be,  the  night  after  that. 

Then  the  news  will  have  spread,  that  the  goods 

haye  been  either  run  and  hid  away,  or  seized 
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by  the  officers.  In  either  case,  if  you  manage 

well,  they  will  think  that  it  is  your  venture ;  and 

the  fellows  on  the  coast  will  be  off  their  guard—- 

especially  Mowle,  who's  the  sharpest  of  them 

all." ''Oh,  111  go 'down  to-morrow  and  talk  to 

Mowle  myself/'  replied  Mr.  Badford.  *'  It  will 
be  well  worth  my  while  to  give  him  a  hundred 

guineas  to  wink  a  bit" 

"  Don't  try  it — don't  try  it!"  exclaimed  Hard- 

ing, quickly.  "It  will  do  no  good,  and  a  great 
deal  of  harm.  In  the  first  place,  you  can  do 

nothing  with  Mowle.  He  never  took  a  penny 

in  his  life." 

''  Oh,  every  man  has  his  price,"  rejoined  Mr. 
Badford,  whose  opinion  of  himian  nature,  as  the 

reader  may  have  perceived,  was  not  particularly 

high.  *'  It's  only  because  he  wants  to  be  bid  up 
to.  Mr.  Mowle  thinks  himself  above  five  or  ten 

pounds;  but  the  chink  of  a  hundred  guineas  is 

a  very  pleasant  sound." 
''He's  as  honest  a  fellow  as  ever  lived," 

answered  Harding,  "  and  I  tell  you  plainly,  Mr. 
Badford,  that  if  you  offered  him  ten  times  the 
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sum,  he  wouldn't  take  it.  You  would  only  shew 
him  that  this  venture  is  not  your  grand  one, 

without  doing  yourself  the  least  good.  He's  a  fair, 
open  enemy,  and  lets  every  one  know  that,  as 

long  as  he's  a  riding-officer  here,  he  will  do  all 

he  can  against  us." 
''  Then  he  must  be  knocked  on  the  head," 

said  Mr.  Sadford,  in  a  calm  and  deliberate  tone ; 

"  and  it  shall  be  done,  too,  if  he  meddles  with 

my  affairs." 
''  It  will  not  be  I  who  do  it,"  repUed  Harding ; 

''  unless  we  come  hand  to  hand  together.  Then, 
every  man  must  take  care  of  himself;  but  I 

should  be  very  sorry,  notwithstanding ;  for  he's 
a  straightforward,  bold  fellow,  as  brave  as  a  lion, 

and  with  a  good  heart  into  the  bargain.  I 
wonder  such  an  honest  man  ever  went  into 

such  a  rascally  service." 
The  last  observation  of  our  friend  Harding 

may  perhaps  sound  strangely  to  the  reader  s 
ears;  but  some  allowance  must  be  made 

for  professional  prejudices,  and  it  is  by  no 

means  too  much  to  say  that  the  smugglers  of 
those  days,  and  even  of  a  much  later  period. 
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looked  upon  their  own  calling  as  highly  honest, 

honourable,  and  respectable,  regarding  the  Cus- 
toms as  a  most  fraudulent  and  abominable 

institution,  and  all  connected  vdth  it  more  or 

less  in  the  light  of  a  band  of  swindlers  and 

knaves,  leagued  together  for  the  purpose  of 

preventing  honest  men  from  pursuing  their 

avocations  in  peace.  Such  were  the  feeUngs 

which  induced  Harding  to  wonder  that  so  good 

a  man  as  Mowle  could  have  anything  to  do 

with  the  prevention  of  smuggling ;  for  he  was 

80  thoroughly  convinced  he  was  in  the  right 

himself,  that  he  could  not  conceive  how  any  one 

could  see  the  case  in  any  other  point  of  view. 

"  Ay,"  answered  Mr.  RAdford,  "  that  is  a 
wonder,  if  he  is  such  a  good  sort  of  man ;  but  that 

I  doubt  However,  as  you  say  it  would  not  do  to 

put  oneself  in  his  power,  111  have  him  looked 

after,  and  in  the  meanwhile,  let  us  talk  of  the 

rest  of  the  business.  You  say  the  night  after 

to-morrow,  or  the  night  after  that!  I  must 
know,  however;  for  the  men  must  be  down. 

How  are  we  to  arrange  that  ?'* 

"  Why,  I'll  see  what  the  weather  is  like,"  was 
VOL.  I.  Q 
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Harding's  reply.  "  Then  I  can  easily  send  up 
to  let  you  know — or,  what  will  be  better  still,  if 

you  can  gather  the  men  together  the  day  after 

to-morrow,  in  the  different  villages  not  £ur  off 
the  coast,  and  I  should  find  it  the  right  sort  of 

night,  and  get  out  to  sea,  they  shall  see  a  light 

on  the  top  of  Tolsford  Hill,  as  soon  as  I  am 

near  in  shore  again.  That  will  serve  to  guide 

them  and  puzzle  the  officers.  Then  let  them 

gather,  and  come  down  towards  Dimchurch, 

where  they  will  find  somebody  firom  me  to  guide 

them." 
*'  They  shall  gather  first  at  Saltwood,"  said 

Mr.  Badford,  ''  and  then  march  down  to  Dim- 
church.  But  how  are  we  to  manage  about  the 

ship  7" ''  Why,  you  must  send  an  order,"  answered 
Harding,  "  for  both  days,  and  let  your  skipper 
know  that  if  he  does  not  see  us  the  first,  he  will 

see  us  the  second." 

"  You  had  better  take  it  down  with  you  at 

once,"  replied  Mr.  Badford,  "  and  get  it  off 

early  to-morrow.  If  you'll  just  come  up  to  my 

house,  I'll  write  it  for  you  in  a  minute." 
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''  Ay^  but  I'm  not  going  home  to-night/'  said 

the  smuggler;  ''I  can  have  a  bed  at  Mrs.  Glare's; 

and  I'm  going  to  sleep  there,  so  you  can  send  it 

over  when  you  like  in  the  morning,  and  I'll  get 

it  off  in  time." 
''  I  Trish  you  would  not  go  hanging  about 

after  that  girl,  when  we've  got  such  serious  busi- 
ness in  hand/'  exclaimed  Mr.  Badford,  in  a 

sharp  tone ;  but  the  next  moment  he  added,  with 

a  sudden  change  of  voice,  *'  It  doesn't  signify 
to-night,  however.  There  will  be  time  enough ; 

and  they  say  you  are  going  to  marry  her,  Hard- 

ing.   Is  that  true  ?" 

"  I  should  say,  that's  my  business,"  repUed 
Harding,  bluntly,  *'  but  that  I  look  upon  it  as 

an  honour,  Mr.  Badford,  that  she's  going  to 
marry  me;  for  a  better  girl  does  not  live  in  the 

land,  and  I've  known  her  a  long  while  now,  so 

I'm  never  likely  to  think  otherwise." 

*'  Ay,  I've  known  her  a  long  time,  too,"  an- 
swered Mr.  Badford — ''ever  since  her  poor 

ftther  was  shot,  and  before ;  and  a  very  good 

girl  I  believe  she  is.  But  now  that  you  are  over 

here,  you  may  as  well  wait  and  hear  what  comes 

q2 
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of  these  goods.  Couldn't  you  just  ride  over  to 

the  Bamleys  to-morrow  morning — there  you'll 

hear  all  about  it." 
Harding  laughed,  but  replied  the  next 

moment,  in  a  grave  tone,  "  I  don't  like  the 

Bamleys,  sir,  and  don't  want  to  have  more  to  do 
with  them  than  I  can  help.  I  shall  hear  all 

about  it  soon  enough,  without  going  there." 
''  But  I  shan't,"  answered  Mr.  Badford. 

"  Then  you  had  better  send  your  son,  sir," 

rejoined  Harding.  "  He's  oftener  there  than  I 
am,  a  great  deal. — ^Well,  the  matter  is  all  settled, 

then.  Either  the  night  after  to-morrow,  or  the 

night  after  that,  if  the  men  keep  a  good  look- 

out, they'll  see  a  light  on  Tolsfqrd  Hill.  Then 
they  must  gather  as  fast  as  possible  at  Saltwood, 

and  come  on  with  anybody  they  may  find  there. 

Good  night,  Mr.  Badford." 
''Good  night,  Harding — good  night,"  said 

Mr.  Badford,  walking  on ;  and  the  other  turning 

his  steps  back  towards  Harboume,  made  his 

way,  by  the  first  road  on  the  right,  to  the  cottage 

where  we  have  seen  him  in  the  earlier  part  of 
the  day. 
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It  was  a  pleasant  aspect  that  the  cottage  pre- 
sented when  he  went  in,  which  he  did  without 

any  of  the  ceremonies  of  knocking  at  the  door 

or  ringing  the  bell ;  for  he  was  sure  of  a  wel- 
come. There  was  but  one  candle  lighted  on  the 

table,  for  the  dwellers  in  the  place  were  poor ; 

but  the  room  was  small,  and  that  one  was  quite 
sufficient  to  shew  the  white  walls  and  the  neat 

shelves  covered  with  crockery,  and  with  one  or 

two  small  prints  in  black  frames.  Besides,  there 

was  the  fire-place,  with  a  bright  and  cheerful, 
but  not  large  fire ;  for  though,  in  the  month  of 

September,  English  nights  are  frequently  cold 

and  sometimes  frosty,  the  weather  had  been  as 

yet  tolerably  mild.  Nevertheless,  the  log  of  fir 

at  the  top  blazed  high,  and  crackled  amidst  the 

white  and  red  embers  below,  and  the  flickering 

flame,  as  it  rose  and  fell,  caused  the  shadows  to 

£all  more 'vaguely  or  distinctly  upon  die  walls, 
with  a  fiinciful  uncertainty  of  outline,  that  had 

something  cheerful,  yet  mysterious  in  it. 

The  widow  was  bending  over  the  fire,  with  her 

fiace  turned  away,  and  her  figure  in  the  shadow. 

The  daughter  was  busily  working  with  her  needle» 
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but  her  eyes  were  soon  raised — and  they  were 

very  beautiful  eyes — as  Harding  entered.  A 
smile,  too,  was  upon  her  lips ;  and  though  even 

tears  may  be  lorely,  and  a  sad  look  awaken  deep 

and  tender  emotions,  yet  the  smile  of  affection  on 

a  face  we  love  is  the  brightest  aspect  of  that 

bright  thing  the  human  countenance.  It  is  what 

the  sunshine  is  to  the  landscape,  which  may  be 

fair  in  the  rain  or  sublime  in  the  storm,  but  can 

never  harmonize  so  fully  with  the  innate  longing 

for  happiness  which  is  in  the  breast  of  every  one, 

as  when  lighted  up  with  the  rays  that  call  all 

its  excellence  and  all  its  powers  into  life  and 
being. 

Harding  sat  down  beside  the  girl,  and  took 

her  hand  in  his,  saying,  "  Well,  Kate,  this  day* 

three  weeks,  then,  remember  ?" 

'*  My  mother  says  so/'  answered  the  girl,  with 
a  cheek  somewhat  glowing,  ''and  then,  you 
know,  John^  you  are  to  give  it  up  altogether. 

No  more  danger— •no  more  secrets  ?" 
''  Oh,  as  for  danger,"  answered  Harding, 

laughing,  "  I  did  not  say  that,  love.  I  don  t 
know  what  life  would  be  worth  without  danger. 
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Every  man  is  in  danger  all  day  long ;  and  I  sup- 

pose that  -we  are  only  given  life  just  to  feel  the 
pleasure  of  it  by  the  chance  of  losing  it.  But 

no  dangers  hut  the  common  ones,  Kate.  Ill 

give  up  the  trade,  as  you  have  made  me  promise; 

and  I  shall  have  enough  by  that  time  to  buy  out 

the  T^hole  vessel,  in  which  I  ve  got  shares^  and 

vrhat  between  that  and  the  boats,  we  shall  do 

very  well.  You  put  me  in  mind,  with  your  fears, 

of  a  song  that  wicked  boy,  little  Starlight,  used 

to  sing.  I  learned  it  from  hearing  him :  a  more 

mischievous  Uttle  dog  does  not  live;  but  he 

has  got  a  sweet  pipe." 

"  Sing  it,  John — sing  it !"   cried  Kate ;  "  I 
love  to  hear  you  sing,  for  it  seems  as  if  you  , 

sing  what  you  are  thinking." 

"No,  I  wont  sing  it,"  answered  Harding, 
''  for  it  is  a  sad  sort  of  song,  and  that  wont  do 

when  I  am  so  happy." 

"  Oh,  I  like  sad  songs !"  said  the  girl ;  "  they 

please  me  far  more  than  all  the  merry  ones." 

"  Oh,  pray  sing  it,  Harding !"  urged  the  widow ; 
"  I  am  very  fond  of  a  song  that  makes  me 

cry." 
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"  This  wont  do  that,"  replied  the  smuggler ; 
"  but  it  is  sadder  than  some  that  do,  I  always 

think.  However,  1*11  sing  it,  if  you  like ;"  and 
in  a  fine,  mellow,  bass  voice,  to  a  very  simple 

air,  with  a  flattened  third  coming  in  every  now 

and  then,  like  the  note  of  a  wintry  bird,  he 

went  on : — 

SONG. 

'« Life's  like  a  boat. 

Rowing — roiriog 
Over  a  bright  sea. 
On  the  waves  to  float, 

Flowing— flowing 

Away  from  her  lea. 

'*  Up  goes  the  sheet ! 
Sailing— >  sailing, 

To  catch  the  rising  breeze, 
While  the  winds  fleet. 

Wailing — wailing. 

Sigh  o'er  the  seas. 

^  She  darts  through  the  waves, 
Gaily — gaily, 

Scattering  the  foam. 
Beneath  her,  open  graves, 

Daily— daily, 
The  blithest  to  entomb. 
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<«  Who  heedf  the  deep, 
Yawnini^yawniDg 

For  its  destined  prey, 

When  from  nighf  s  dark  sleep, 
Dawning    dawning. 

Wakens  the  bright  day  ? 

"  Away,  o'er  the  tide  I 
Fearless— fearless 

Of  all  that  lies  beneath ; 
Let  the  wares  still  hide. 

Cheerless    cheerleas. 
All  their  stores  of  death. 

**  Stray  where  we  may, 
Roaming — ^roaming 

Either  fkr  or  near. 
Death  is  on  the  way. 

Coming    coming — 

Who*s  the  fool  to  fear?'' 

The  widow  did  weep,  however,  not  at  the 

rude  song^  though  the  voice  that  sung  it  was 

fine,  and  perfect  in  the  melody,  hut  at  the 

rememhrances  which  it  awakened  —  remem- 

brances on  which  she  loved  to  dwell,  although 

they  were  so  sad. 

"  Ay,  Harding,*'  she  said,  "  it's  very  true 
what  your  song  says.    Whatever  way  one  goes. 
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death  is  near  enough ;  and  I  don't  know  that  it's 

a  bit  nearer  on  the  sea  than  anywhere  else." 

''  Not  a  whit/'  replied  Harding ;  "God's  hand 
is  upon  the  sea  as  well  as  upon  the  land,  Mrs. 

Clare ;  and  if  it  is  his  will  that  we  go,  why  we 

go ;  and  if  it  is  his  will  that  we  stay,  he  doesn't 
want  strength  to  protect  us." 

"  No,  indeed,"  answered  Mrs.  Clare ;  *'  and 

it's  that  which  comforts  me,  for  I  think  that  what 

is  God's  will  must  be  good.  I'm  sure,  when  my 
poor  husband  went  out  in  the  morning,  six  years 

ago  come  the  tenth  of  October  next,  as  well 

and  as  hearty  as  a  man  could  be,  I  never 

thought  to  see  him  brought  home  a  corpse, 

and  I  left  a  lone  widow  with  my  poor  girl,  and 

not  knowing  where  to  look  for  any  help.  But 

God  raised  me  up  friends  where  I  least  ex- 

pected them." 
"  Why  you  had  every  right  to  expect  that 

Sir  Bobert  would  be  kind  to  you,  Mrs.  Clare," 
rejoined  Harding,  ''when  your  husband  had  been 

in  his  service  for  sixteen  or  seventeen  years." 
"No,  indeed,  I  hadn't,"  said  the  widow;  "for 

Sir  Robert  was  always,  we  thought,  a  rough. 
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hard  master,  grambling  continually,  till  my 

poor  man  could  hardly  bear  it;  for  he  was  a 

free-spoken  man,  as  I  dare  say  you  remember^ 
Mr.  Harding,  and  would  say  his  mind  to  any 

one,  gentle  or  simple." 

'^  He  was  as  good  a  soul  as  ever  lived,"  an- 
swered Harding;  *'  a  little  rash  and  passionate, 

but  none  the  worse  for  that." 

^*  Ay,  but  it  was  that  which  set  the  head 

keeper  against  him,"  answered  the  widow, ''  and 
he  set  Sir  Robert,  making  out  that  Edward  was 

always  careless  and  insolent;  but  he  did  his 

duty  as  well  as  any  man,  and  knowing  that,  he 

didn't  like  to  be  found  fault  with.  However, 

I  don't  blame  Sir  Robert;  for  since  my  poor 
man's  death  he  has  found  out  what  he  was 
worth ;  and  very  kind  he  has  been  to  me,  to  be 

sure.  The  cottage,  and  the  garden,  and  the 

good  bit  of  ground  at  the  back,  and  twelve 

shillings  a-week  into  the  bargain,  have  we  had 

from  him  ever  since." 

*'  Ay,  and  I  am  sure  nothing  can  be  kinder 

than  the  two  young  ladies,"  said  Kate ;  ''  they 
are  always   giving  me  something;    and  Miss 
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Edith  taught  me  all  I  know.  I  should  have 

been  sadly  ignorant  if  it  had  not  been  for  her 

— and  a  deal  of  trouble  I  gave  her." 

"  God  bless  her !"  cried  Harding,  heartily. 

*'  She's  a  nice  young  lady^  I  believe,  though  I 
never  saw  her  but  twice,  and  then  she  looked 

very  sad." 
**  Ay,  she  has  cause  enough,  poor  thing !" 

said  Mrs.  Clare.  "  Though  I  remember  her  as 
blithe  as  the  morning  lark — a  great  deal  gayer 

than  Miss  Zara,  gay  as  she  may  be." 

"Ay,  I  know — ^they  crossed  her  love,"  an- 

swered Harding ;  "  and  lliat's  enough  to  nlake 
one  sad.  Though  I  never  heard  the  rights  of 

the  story." 
''  Oh,  it  was  bad  enough  to  break  her  heart, 

poor  thing !"  replied  Mrs.  Clare.  "  You  re- 
member young  Layton,  the  rector  s  son — a  fine, 

handsome,  bold  lad  as  ever  lived,  and  as  good 

as  he  was  handsome.  Well,  he  was  quite 

brought  up  with  these  young  ladies,  you  know 

— always  up  at  the  Hall,  and  Miss  Edith  always 
down  at  the  Bectorv;  and  one  would  have 

thought  Sir  Bobert  blind  or  foolish,  not  to 
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iancy  that  two  such  young  things  would  iiall  in 

love  with  each  other ;  and  so  they  did,  to  be 

sure.  Many  8  the  time  I've  seen  them  down 
here,  in  this  very  cottage,  laughing  and  talking, 

and  as  fond  as  a  pair  of  doves — ^for  Sir  Bobert 

used  to  let  them  do  just  whatever  they  liked, 

and  many  a  time  used  to  send  young  Harry 

Layton  to  take  care  of  Miss  Croyland,  when  she 

was  going  out  to  walk  any  distance ;  so,  very 

naturally,  they  promised  themselves  to  each 

other;  and  one  day  —  when  he  was  twenty 

and  she  just  sixteen — they  got  a  Prayer-Book 
at  the  Bectory,  and  read  over  the  marriage 

ceremony  together,  and  took  all  the  vows  down 

upon  their  bended  knees.  I  remember  it  quite 

well,  for  I  was  down  at  the  Bectory  that  very 

day  helping  the  housekeeper ;  and  just  as  they 

had  done  old  Mr.  Layton  came  in,  and  found 

them  somewhat  confused,  and  the  book  open 
between  them.  He  would  know  what  it  was  all 

about,  and  they  told  him  the  truth.  So  then 

he  was  in  a  terrible  taking;  and  he  got  Miss 

Croyland  under  his  arm  and  went  away  up  to 

Sir  Bobert  directly,  and  told  liim  the  whole 
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Story  without  a  minute's  delay.  Every  one 
thought  it  would  end  in  being  a  match;  for 

though  Sir  Bobert  was  very  angry^  and  insisted 

that  Harry  Layton  should  be  sent  to  his  regi- 

ment immediately — ^for  he  was  then  just  home 

for  a  bit,  on  leave — ^he  did  not  show  how  angry 
he  was  at  first,  but  very  soon  after  he  turned 

Mr.  Layton  out  of  the  living,  and  made  him 

pay,  I  don't  know  what,  for  dilapidations ;  so 
that  he  was  arrested  and  put  in  prison — ^which 

broke  his  heart,  poor  man,  and  he  died !" 
Harding  gave  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  a  hearty 

oath ;  and  Mrs.  Glare  proceeded  to  tell  her  tale, 

saying — "  I  did  not  give  much  heed  to  the 
matter  then ;  for  it  was  just  at  that  time  that  my 

husband  was  killed,  and  I  could  think  of  no- 

thing else ;  but  when  I  came  to  hear  of  what 

was  going  on,  I  found  that  Sir  Bobert  had  pro- 
mised his  daughter  to  this  young  Badford 

"As  nasty  a  vermin  as ^ ever  lived,"  said 
Harding. 

"  Well,  she  wont  have  him,  I'm  sure,"  con- 

tinued the  widow,  '*  for  it  has  been  hanging  off 
and  on  for  these  six  years.    People  at  first  said 
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it  "was  because  they  were  too  young.  But  I  know 
that  she  has  always  refused,  and  declared  that 

nothing  should  ever  drive  her  to  marry  him,  or 

any  one  else ;  for  the  law  might  say  what  it 

liked,  but  her  own  heart  and  her  own  con- 

science, told  her  that  she  was  Harry  Layton's 

wife,  and  could  not  be  any  other  man's,  as  long  as 
he  was  living.  Susan,  her  maid,  heard  her  say  so 

to  Sir  Bobert  himself;  but  he  still  keeps  teas- 

ing her  about  it,  and  tells  everybody  she's 

engaged  to  young  Eadford." 

"  Hell  go  the  devil,"  said  Harding ;  "  and 

I'll  go  to  bed,  Mrs.  Glare,  for  I  must  be  up 
early  to-morrow,  to  get  a  good  many  things  to 

rights.  God  bless  you  Kate,  my  love  !  I  dare 

say  I  shall  see  you  before  I  go — ^for  I  must 

measure  the  dear  little  finger!"  And  giving 
her  a  hearty  kiss,  Harding  took  a  candle,  and 

retired  to  the  snug  room  that  had  been  pre- 

pared for  him. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

We  must  change  the  scene  for  a  while,  not 

only  to  another  part  of  the  county  of  Kent,  but 

to  very  different  people  from  the  worthy  Widow 

Clare  and  the  little  party  assembled  at  her  cot- 
tage. We  must  pass  over  the  events  of  the 

night  also,  and  of  the  following  morning  up  to 

the  hour  of  nine,  proposing  shortly  to  return 
to  Harboume  House,  and  trace  the  course  of 

those  assembled  there.  The  dwelling  into 

which  we  must  now  introduce  the  reader,  was  a 

large,  old-fashioned  Kentish  farm-house,  not 
many  miles  on  the  Sussex  side  of  Ashford.  It 

was  built,  as  many  of  these  farm-houses  still 
are,  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  presenting  four 
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limbs   of   strongly  constructed   masonry,   two 

stories    high,   with    latticed  windows    divided 

into  three  partitions,  separated  by  rather  neatly 

cut  divisions  of  stone.     Externally  it  had   a 

strong  Harry-the-Eighth  look   about  it,   and 
probably  had  been  erected  in  his  day,  or  in  that 

of  one  of  his  immediate  successors,  as  the  resi- 

dence of  some  of  the  smaller  gentry  of  the  time. 

At  the  period  I  speak  of,  it  was  tenanted  by  a 

family  notorious  for  their  daring  and  Ucentious 

life,  and  still  renowned  in  county  tradition  for 

many  a  fierce  and  lawless  act.     Nevertheless, 

the  head  of  the  house,  now  waxing  somewhat  in 

years,  carried  on,  not  only  ostensibly  but  really, 

the  peaceable  occupation  of  a  Kentish  farmer. 

He  had  his  cows  and  his  cattle,  and  his  sheep 

and  his  pigs ;  he  grew  wheat  and  barley,  and 

oats  and  turnips ;  had  a  small  portion  of  hop- 
ground,  and  brewed  his  own  beer.    But  this 

trade  of  fSBurming  was  only  a  small  part  of  his 

employment,    though,   to    say  the   truth,   he 

had   given  himself  up  more  to  it  since  his 

bodily  powers  had  declined,   and  he  was  no 

longer  able  to  bear  the  fatigue  and  exertion  which 
VOL.   I.  R 
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ike  great  stxengtti  of  his  early  years  had  looked 

upon  as  i^ort.  The  branch  of  his  business 

Trhich  he  was  most  fond  of  was  now  principally 

entrusted  to  his  two  sons;  and  two  strong, 

handsome  daughters^  which  made  the  number  of 

his  fiunily  amount  to  four,  occasionally  aided  their 

brothers,  dressed  in  men's  clothes,  and  mounted 
upon  powerfal  horses,  which  they  managed  as 

well  as  any  grooms  in  the  county. 

The  reader  must  not  think  that,  in  this  de- 

eoription,  we  are  exercising  indiscreetly  our 

licence  for  dealing  in  fiction.  We  are  painting 

a  true  picture  of  the  family  of  which  we  speak, 

as  they  lived  and  acted  some  eighty  or  eighty- 
five  years  ago. 

The  wife  of  the  farmer  had  been  dead  ten 

or  twelve  years;  and  her  children  had  done 

just  what  they  liked  ever  since ;  but  it  must  be 

admitted,  that,  even  if  she  had  lived  to  super- 
intend their  education,  we  have  no  reason 

to  conclude  their  conduct  would  have  been 

very  difierent  from  what  it  was.  We  have 

merely  said  that  they  had  done  as  they  pleased 

ever  since  her  death,  because  during  her  life 
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she  had  made  them  do  as  she  pleased^  and  beat 

them^  or^  as  she  herself  termed  it^  ''basted"  them 
heartily,  if  they  did  not.  She  was  quite  capable 

of  doing  so  too,  to  her  own  perfect  satisfaction, 

for  probably  few  arms  in  all  Kent  were  fur- 
nished with  more  sinewy  muscles  or  a  stouter 

fist  than  hers  could  boast.  It  was  only  upon 

minor  points  of  difference,  however,  that  she 

and  her  children  ever  quarrelled;  for  of  their 

general  course  of  conduct  she  approved  most 

highly ;  and  no  one  was  more  ready  to  receive 

packets  of  lace,  tea,  or  other  goods  under  her 

fostering  care,  or  more  apt  and  skilful  in  stop- 

ping a  tub  of  spirits  from  "talking,"  or  of 
puzzling  a  Custom-House  o£Eicer  when  force 
was  not  at  hand  to  resist  him. 

She  was  naturaUy  of  so  strong  a  constitution, 
and  so  well  built  a  £rame,  that  it  is  wonderful 

she  died  at  all ;  but  having  caught  cold  one  night, 

poor  thing ! — it  is  supposed,  in  setting  fire  to  a 

neighbouring  JEmn-house,  the  inmates  of  which 
were  suspected  of  having  informed  against  her 

husband — ^her  very  strength  and  vigour  gave 
a  tendency  to  inflammation,  which   speedily 

r2 
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reduced  her  very  low.  A  surgeon,  who  visited 

the  house  in  fear  and  trembling,  bled  her 

largely,  and  forbade  the  use  of  all  that  class  of 

liquids  which  she  was  accustomed  to  imbibe  in 

considerable  quantities ;  and  for  three  or  four 

days  the  fear  of  death  made  her  follow  his  in- 
junctions. But  at  the  end  of  that  period,  when 

the  crisis  of  the  disease  was  imminent,  finding 

herself  no  better,  and  very  weak,  she  declared 

that  the  doctor  was  a  fool,  and  ought  to  have 

his  head  broken,  and  directed  the  maid  to  bring 

her  the  big  green  bottle  out  of  the  comer  cup- 
board. To  this  she  appUed  more  than  once, 

and  then  beginning  to  get  a  little  riotous,  she 

sent  for  her  family  to  witness  how  soon  she  had 

cured  herself.  Sitting  up  in  her  bed,  with  a 

yellow  dressing-gown  over  her  shoulders,  and  a 
gay  cap  overshadowing  her  burning  face,  she 

sung  them  a  song  in  praise  of  good  liquor — 

somewhat  panting  for  breath,  it  must  be  owned — 

and  then  declaring  that  she  was  *'  devilish 

thirsty,"  which  was  probably  accurate  to  the 
letter,  she  poured  out  a  large  glass  firom  the 

big  green  bottle^  which  happened  to  be  her  bed- 
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fellow  for  the  time^  and  raised  it  to  her  lips. 

Half  the  contents  went  down  her  throat ;  but^ 

how  it  happened  I  do  not  know,  the  rest  was 

spilt  upon  the  bed  clothes,  and  good  Mrs. 

Bamley  fell  back  in  a  doze,  from  which  nobody 
could  rouse  her.  Before  two  hours  were  over 

she  slept  a  still  sounder  sleep,  which  required 

the  undertaker  to  provide  against  its  perma- 
nence. 

The  bereaved  widower  comforted  himself  after 

a  time.  We  will  not  say  how  many  hours  it 

required  to  effect  that  process.  He  was  not  a 

drunken  man  himself;  for  the  passive  participle 

of  the  verb  to  ''  drink"  was  not  often  actually 
applicable  to  his  condition.  Nevertheless,  there 

was  a  great  consumption  of  hollands  in  the  house 

during  the  next  week ;  and,  if  it  was  a  wet  funeral 
that  followed,  it  was  not  with  water,  salt  or  fresh. 

There  are  compensations  for  all  things;  and 

if  Bamley  had  lost  his  wife,  and  his  children 

a  mother,  they  all  lost  also  a  great  number  of 

very  good  beatings,  for,  sad  to  say,  he  who 

could  thrash  all  the  country  round,  submitted 

very  often  to  be  thrashed  by  his  better  half,  or  at 
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all  events  underwent  the  process  of  either  having 

his  head  made  closely  acquainted  with  a  candle* 
sticky  or  rendered  the  means  of  breaking  a 
platter.  After  that  period  the  two  boys  grew  up 

into  as  fine,  tall,  handsome,  dissolute  blackguards 

as  one  could  wish  to  look  upon ;  and  for  the 

two  girls,  no  term  perhaps  can  be  found  in  the 

classical  authors  of  our  language;  but  the  ver- 

nacular supplies  an  epithet  particularly  appli- 
cable, which  we  must  venture  to  use.  They  were 

two  strajyping  wencl^Sy  nearly  as  tall  as  their 

brothers,  full,  rounded,  and  well  formed  in  per- 
son, fine  and  straight  cut  in  features,  with  large 

black  shining  eyes,  a  well-turned  foot  and 

ancle,  and,  as  was  generally  supposed,  the  in- 
vincible arm  of  their  mother. 

We  are  not  here  going  to  investigate  or  dweU 

upon  the  individual  moraUty  of  the  two  young 

ladies.  It  is  generally  said  to  have  been  better 

in  some  respects  than  either  their  ordinary 

habits,  their  education,  or  their  language  would 

have  led  one  to  expect;  and,  perhaps  being 

very  full  of  the  stronger  passions,  the  softer 

ones  had  no  great  dominion  over  them. 
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There,  however,  they  sat  at  breakfast  on  the 

momiog  of  which  we  have  spoken,  in  the 

kitchen  of  the  £Eunn-honse,  with  their  fiither 
seated  at  the  head  of  the  table.  He  was  still  a 

great,  tall,  raw-boned  man,  with  a  somewhat 

ogre-ish  expression  of  countenance,  and  hair 
more  white  than  grey.  But  there  were  four 
other  men  at  the  table  besides  himself,  two 

being  servants  of  the  fsurm,  and  two  acknow- 

ledged lovers  of  the  young  ladies — very  bold 
fellows  as  may  well  be  supposed ;  for  to  marry  a 

she-hon  or  a  demoiselle  bear  would  have  been  a 

light  undertaking  compared  to  wedding  one  of 

the  Miss  Bamleys.  They  seemed  to  be  upon  very 

intimate  terms  with  those  fidr  personages,  how- 
ever, and  perhaps  possessed  as  much  of  their 

affection  as  could  possibly  be  obtained;  but 

still  the  love-making  seemed  rather  of  a  feline 
character,  for  the  caresses,  which  were  pretty 

prodigal,  were  mingled  with — ^we  must  not  say 

interrupted  by — a  great  deal  of  grumbling  and 
growling,  some  scratching,  and  more  than  one 

pat  upon  the  side  of  the  head,  which  did  not 

come  with  the  gentleness  of  the  western  wind. 
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The  fare  upon  the  table  consisted  neither  of  tea, 

coffee,  cocoa,  nor  any  other  kind  of  weak  beverage, 

but  of  beef  and  strong  beer,  a  diet  very  harmo- 

nious with  the  appearance  of  the  persons  who 

partook  thereof.  It  was  seasoned  occasionally 

with  roars  of  laughter,  gay  and  not  very  delicate 

jests,  yarious  pieces  of  fun,  which  on  more  than 

one  occasion  went  to  the  very  verge  of  an  angry 

encounter,  together  with  a  good  many  blas- 

phemous oaths,  and  those  testimonies  of  affec- 
tion which  I  have  before  spoken  of  as  liberally 

bestowed  by  the  young  ladies  upon  their  lovers 

in  the  shape  of  cuffs  and  scratches.  The  prin- 
cipal topic  of  conversation  seemed  to  be  some 

adventure  which  was  even  then  going  forward, 

and  in  which  the  sons  of  the  house  were  taking 

a  part.  No  fear,  no  anxiety,  however,  was  ex- 

pressed by  any  one,  though  they  wondered  that 

Jim  and  Ned  had  not  yet  returned. 

"  If  they  don't  come  soon  they  won't  get 
much  beef,  Tom,  if  you  swallow  it  at  that 

rate,"  said  the  youngest  Miss  Bamley  to  her 

sweetheart ;  ''  you've  eaten  two  pounds  already, 
I'm  sure." 
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The  young  gendeman  declared  that  it  was 

all  for  love  of  her,  but  that  he  hadn't  eaten  half 
80  much  as  she  had,  whereupon  the  damsel 

became  wroth,  and  appealed  to  her  father,  who, 

for  his  part,  vowed,  that,  between  them  both, 

they  had  eaten  and  swilled  enough  to  fill  the 

big  hog-trough.  The  dispute  might  have  run 
high,  for  Miss  Bamley  was  not  inclined  to 
submit  to  such  observations,  even  from  her 

father ;  but,  just  as  she  was  beginning  in  good 
set  terms,  which  she  had  learnt  from  himself, 

to  condemn  her  parent's^  eyes,  the  old  man 

started  up,  exclaiming, ''  Hark  !  there's  a  shot 

out  there ! " 

'^  To  be  sure,"  answered  one  of  the  lovers. 

**  It's  the  first  of  September,  and  all  the  people 

are  out  shooting.^ 
Even  while  he  was  speaking,  however,  several 

more  shots  were  heard,  apparently  too  many  to 

proceed  from  sportsmen  in  search  of  game, 

and  the  next  moment  the  sound  of  horses'  feet 
could  be  heard  running  quick  upon  the  road, 

and  then  turning  into  the  yard  which  lay  before 
the  house. 
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"  There  they  are  ! — ^there  they  are !"  cried 
half-a-dozen  voices ;  and,  all  rushmg  out  at  the 
front  door>  they  found  the  two  yoimg  men  with 

several  companions,  and  four  led  horses,  heavily 

laden.  Jim,  the  elder  brother,  with  the  assist* 
ance  of  one  of  those  who  accompanied  him» 

was  busily  engaged  in  shutting  the  two  great 

wooden  gates  which  had  been  raised  by  old 

Ramley  some  time  before — nobody  could  tell 

why — ^in  place  of  a  five-barred  gate,  which, 
with  the  tall  stone  wall,  formerly  shut  out 

the  yard  from  the  road.  The  other  brother, 

Edward,  or  Ned  Ramley,  as  he  was  called, 

stood  by  the  side  of  his  horse,  holding  his 

head  down  over  a  puddle ;  and,  for  a  moment, 
no  one  could  make  out  what  he  was  about. 

On  his  sister  Jane  approaching  him,  however, 

she  perceived  a  drop  of  blood  falling  every  second 

into  the  dirty  water  below,  and  exclaimed, 

"  How  hast  thou  broken  thy  noddle,  Ned  ?" 

''  There,  let  me  alone.  Jinny,"  cried  the 
young  man,  shaking  off  the  hand  she  had 

laid  upon  his  arm,  "or  I  shall  bloody  my 
toggery.     One  of  those  fellows    has    nearly 
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cracked  my  skuU^  that's  all;  oad  he'd  have 
done  it,  too,  if  he  had  but  been  a  bit  nearer. 

This  brute  shied  just  as  I  was  firing  my  pistol 

at  him,  or  he'd  never  have  got  within  arm's 

length.  It's  nothing — ^it's  but  a  scratch. — Qet 

the  goods  away;  for  they'll  be  after  us  quick 
enough.  They  are  chasing  the  major  and  his 

people,  and  that's  the  way  we  got  off." 
One  of  the  usual  stories  of  the  day  was  then 

told  by  the  rest —  of  how  a  cargo  had  been  run 

the  night  before,  and  got  safe  up  into  the  coun- 
try :  how,  when  they  thought  all  danger  over, 

they  had  passed  before  old  Bob  Groyland's 
windows,  and  how  Jim  had  given  him  a  shot 

as  he  stood  at  one  of  them;  and  then  they 

went  on  to  say  that,  whether  it  was  the  noise  of 

the  gun,  or  that  the  old  man  had  sent  out 

to  call  the  officers  upon  them,  they  could  not 

tell ;  but  about  three  miles  further  on,  they  saw 

a  largish  party  of  horse  upon  their  right.  FHght 

had  then  become  the  order  of  the  day;  but, 

finding  that  they  could  not  effect  it  in  one  body, 

they  were  just  upon  the  point  of  separating, 

Ned  Bamley  declared,  when  two  of  the  riding 
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officers  overtook  them^  supported  by  a  number 

of  dragoons.  Some  firing  took  place,  ̂ thout 

much  damage,  and,  dividing  into  three  bodies, 

the  smugglers  scampered  off,  the  Bamleys  and 

their  Mends  taking  their  vf&j  towards  their 

own  house^  and  the  others  in  different  direc- 

tions. The  former  might  have  escaped  unpur- 
sued,  it  would  seem,  had  not  the  younger 

brother,  Ned,  determined  to  give  one  of  the 

dragoons  a  shot  before  he  went :  thus  bringing 
on  the  encounter  in  which  he  had  received  the 

wound  on  his  head. 

While  all  this  was  being  told  to  the  father, 

the  two  girls,  their  lovers,  the  farm-servants, 
and  several  of  the  men,  hurried  the  smuggled 

goods  into  the  house,  and  raising  a  trap  in  the 
floor  of  the  kitchen — contrived  in  such  a  manner 

that  four  whole  boards  moved  up  at  once  on  the 

western  side  of  the  room — stowed  the  different 

articles  away  in  places  of  concealment  below,  so 

well  arranged,  that  even  if  the  trap  was  disco- 
vered, the  officers  would  find  nothing  but  a 

vacant  space,  unless  they  examined  the  walls 

very  closely. 
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The  horses  vreie  then  all  led  to  the  stable ; 

and  Edward  Bamley,  having  in  some  degree 

stopped  the  bleeding  of  his  wound,  moved 
into  the  house,  with  most  of  the  other  men. 

Old  Bamley  and  the  two  farm-servants,  how* 
ever,  remained  without,  occupying  themselves 

in  loading  a  cart  with  manure,  till  the  sound 

of  horses  galloping  down  was  heard,  and  some- 
body shook  the  gates  violently,  calling  loudly 

to  those  within  to  open  "  in  the  King  s 

name." The  farmer  instantly  mounted  upon  the 

cart,  and  looked  over  the  wall ;  but  the  party 

before  the  gates  consisted  only  of  five  or  six 

dragoons,  of  whom  he  demanded,  in  a  bold 

tone,  "  Who  the  devil  be  you,  that  I  should 
open  for  you  ?  Go  away,  go  away,  and  leave  a 

quiet  man  at  peace  !'* 

''  If  you  don't  open  the  gates,  we'll  break  them 
down,"  said  one  of  the  men. 

'*  Do,  if  you  dare,"  answered  old  Bamley, 

boldly ;  "  and  if  you  do,  I'll  shoot  the  best  of 

you  dead. — ^Bring  me  my  gun,  Tom. — Where's 
your  warrant,  young  man  ?    You  are  not  an 
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officer^  and  youye  got  none  wiih  you^  so  I 

shan't  let  any  boiled  lobsters  enter  my  yard,  I 

can  tell  you." 
By  this  time  he  was  provided  with  the 

weapon  he  had  sent  for ;  and  one  of  his  men, 

similarly  armed,  had  got  into  the  cart  beside 

him.  The  appearance  of  resistance  was  rather 

ominous,  and  the  dragoons  were  well  aware  that 

if  they  did  succeed  in  forcing  an  entrance,  and 

blood  were  spilt,  the  whole  responsibility  would 

rest  upon  themselyes,  if  no  smuggled  goods 

should  be  found,  as  they  had  neither  warrant 

nor  any  officer  of  the  Customs  with  them. 
After  a  short  consultation,  then,  he  who  had 

spoken  before,  called  to  old  Bamley,  saying, 

''Well  soon  bring  a  warrant.  Then  look  to 

yourself;"  and,  thus  speaking,  he  rode  off 
with  his  party.  Old  Bamley  only  laughed, 
however,  and  turned  back  into  the  house, 

where  he  made  the  party  merry  at  the  expense 

of  the  dragoons.  All  the  men  who  had  been 

out  upon  the  expedition  were  now  seated  at 

the  table,  dividing  the  beef  and  bread  amongst 
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them^  and  taking  hearty  draughts  from  the 

tankard.  Not  the  least  zealous  in  this  occupa- 
tion was  Edward  Bamley^  who  seemed  to 

consider  the  deep  gash  upon  his  brow  as  a 

mere  scratch,  not  worth  talking  about.  He 

laughed  and  jested  with  the  rest ;  and  when  they 

had  demoUshed  all  that  the  board  displayed^  he 

turned  to  his  father,  saying,  not  in  the  most 

reyerent  tone,  ''  Come,  old  fellow,  after  bringing 
our  venture  home  safe,  I  think  you  ought  to 

send  round  the  true  stuff:  we've  had  beer 

enough.    Let's  have  some  of  the  Dutchman." 

"  That  you  shall,  Neddy,  my  boy,"  answered 
the  farmer,  ''only  I  wish  you  had  shot  that 

rascal  you  fired  at.  However,  one  can't  always 
have  a  steady  aim,  especially  with  a  fidgetty 

brute  like  that  you  ride;"  and  away  he  went 
to  biing  the  hoUands,  which  soon  circulated 

very  freely  amongst  the  party,  producing,  in 

its  course,  various  degrees  of  mirth  and 

joviality,  which  speedily  deviated  into  song. 

Some  of  the  ditties  that  were  sung  were  good, 

and  some  of  them  very  bad ;  but  almost  all 
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were  coarse,  and  the  one  that  was  least  so  was 

the  following : — 

SONG. 

**  It*8  wonderful,  it's  wonderfa],  is  famous  London  town. 
With  its  aUeys 

And  its  valleys, 

And  its  houses  up  and  down ; 

Bat  I  would  give  fair  London  town,  its  court,  and  all  its 

people. 
For  the  little  town  of  Biddenden,  with  the  moon  aboye 

the  steeple. 

"  It*s  wonderful,  it's  wonderful,  to  see  what  pretty  &oes 
In  London  streets 

A  person  meets 
In  very  funny  places ; 

But  I  wouldn't  give  for  all  the  eyes  in  London  town 
one  sees, 

A  pair,  that  by  the  moonlight,  looks  out  beneath  the 
trees. 

**  It's  wonderfhl,  in  London  town,  how  soon  a  man  may hold. 

By  art  and  sleight. 
Or  main  and  mi^U, 

A  pretty  sum  of  gold; 

Yet  giye  me  but  a  pistol,  and  one  rich  squire  or  two, 

A  moonlight  night,  a  yellow  chaise,  and  the  high  road 

will  do." 
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This  was  not  the  last  song  that  was  sung ;  but 

that  which  followed  was  interrupted  by  one  of 

the  pseudo-kbourers  coming  in  from  the  yard,  to 
say  that  there  was  a  hard  knocking  at  the  gate. 

"  I  think  it  is  Mr.  Radford's  voice/'  added 

the  man,  "  but  I'm  not  sure ;  and  I  did  not  like 

to  get  up  into  the  cart  to  look." 

"Run  up  stairs  to  the  window,  Jinny !"  cried 

old  Ramley,  "  and  you'll  soon  see." 
His  daughter  did,  on  this  occasion,  as  she  was 

bid,  and  soon  called  down  from  above,  "  It's  old 

Radford,  sure  enough;  but  he's  got  two  men 
with  hun !" 

"  It's  all  right,  if  he's  there,"  said  Jim 
Ramley ;  and  the  gates  were  opened  in  a  mi- 

nute, to  give  that  exc  client  gentleman  admission. 
Now,  Mr.  Radford,  it  must  be  remembered, 

was  a  magistrate  for  the  county  of  Kent;  but 

his  presence  created  neither  alarm  nor  con- 
fusion in  the  house  of  the  Ramley s;  and  when 

he  entered,  leaving  his  men  in  the  court  for  a 

minute,  he  said,  with  a  laugh,  holding  the 

father  of  that  hopeful  family  by  the  arm,  "  I've 
VOL.  I.  s 
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come  to  search,  and  to  stop  the  others.  Where 

are  the  goods  ?" 

"  Safe  enough,"  answered  the  farmer.  "  No 
fear — no  fear !" 

"  But  can  we  look  under  the  trap  T*  asked 
Mr.  Badford,  who  seemed  as  well  acquainted 

with  the  secrets  of  the  place  as  the  owner 
thereof. 

"  Ay,  ay !"  replied  the  old  man.  "  Don't 

leave  'em  too  long — that's  all." 

''  I'll  go  down  myself,"  said  Radford  ; 

''  they've  got  scent  of  it,  or  I  wouldn't  find  it 

out." ''  All  right — all  right !"  rejoined  the  other,  in 
a  low  voice;  and  the  magistrate,  raising  his 

tone,  exclaimed,  '*  Here,  GUnch  and  Adams — 

you  two  fools !  why  don't  you  come  in  ?  They 
say  there  is  nothing  here ;  but  we  must  search. 

We  must  not  take  any  man's  word;  not  to 
say  that  I  doubt  yours,  Mr.  Samley;  but  it  is 

necessary,  you  know." 
<'  Oh,  do  what  you  like,  sir,"  replied  the 

fanner.  "  I  don't  care !" 
A  very  respectable  search  was  then  commenced. 
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and  pursued  from  room  to  room — one  of  the 

men  "who  accompanied  Mr.  Badford,  and  who 
was  an  officer  of  the  Customs,  giving  old 

Ramley  a  significant  wink  with  his  right  eye  as 

he  passed,  at  which  the  other  grinned.  Indeed, 

had  the  whole  matter  not  been  very  well  under- 
stood between  the  great  majority  of  both  parties, 

it  would  have  been  no  very  pleasant  or  secure 

task  for  any  three  men  in  England  to  enter  the 

kitchen  of  that  farm-house  on  such  an  errand. 

At  length,  howerer,  Mr.  Badford  and  his  com- 

panions returned  to  the  kitchen,  and  the  magis- 
trate thought  fit  to  walk  somewhat  out  of  his 

way  towards  the  left-hand  side  of  the  room, 
when  suddenly  stopping,  he  exclaimed,  in  a 

graTc  tone,  '*  Hallo !  Bamley,  what's  here  ? 
These  boards  seem  loose !" 

"  To  be  sure  they  are,"  answered  the  farmer ; 

"  that's  the  way  to  the  old  beer  cellar.  But 

there's  nothing  in  it,  upon  my  honour !" 

'*  But  we  must  look,  Bamley,  you  know,"  said 
Mr.  Badford.  ''  Come,  open  it,  whatever  it 

is!" "  Oh,  with  all  my  heart,"  repHed  the  man ; s  2 
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**  but  you'll  perhaps  break  your  head.  That's 

your  fault,  not  mine,  however," — ^and,  ad- 
vancing to  the  side  of  the  room,  he  took  a 

crooked  bit  of  iron  from  his  pocket — not  unlike 
that  used  for  pulUng  stones  out  of  a  horse  s 

hoofs — ^and  insinuating  it  between  the  skirting- 

board  and  the  floor,  soon  raised  the  trap-door 
of  which  we  have  spoken  before. 

A  vault  of  about  nine  feet  deep  was  now  ex- 
posed, with  the  top  of  a  ladder  leading  into  it ; 

and  Mr.  Badford  ordered  the  men  who  were  with 

him  to  go  down  first.  The  one  who  had  given 

old  Ramley  the  wink  in  passing,  descended  with- 
out ceremony ;  but  the  other,  who  was  also  an 

officer,  hesitated  for  a  moment 

"  Go  down — go  down,  Clinch  !"  said  Mr. 
Badford.  ''  You  would  have  a  search,  and  so 

you  shall  do  it  thoroughly." 
The  man  obeyed,  and  the  magistrate  paused 

a  moment  to  speak  with  the  smuggling  farmer, 

saying,  in  a  low  voice,  <'  I  don't  mind  their 

knowing  I'm  your  friend,  Bamley.  Let  them 

think  about  that  as  they  like.  Indeed,  I'd 
rather  that  they  did  see  we  imderstand  each 
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Other  ;  so  give  me  a  hint  if  they  go  too  far ;  111 

bear  it  out." 
Thus  saying,  he  descended  into  the  cellar,  and 

old  Ramley  stood  gazing  down  upon  the  three 

from  above,  with  his  gaunt  figure  bending  over 

the  trap-door.  At  the  end  of  a  minute  or  two 

he  called  down,  *'  There — ^that  ought  to  do,  I'm 

sure !  We  can't  be  kept  bothering  here  all  day !" 
Something  was  said  in  a  low  tone  by  one  of 

the  men  below;  but  then  the  voice  of  Mr.  Bad- 

ford  was  heard,  exclaiming,  ''  No,  no ;  that 

will  do !  We've  had  enough  of  it !  Go  up,  I 

say!  There's  no  use  of  irritating  people  by 
unreasonable  suspicions,  Mr.  Clinch.  Is  it  not 

quite  enough,  Adams  ?    Are  you  satisfied !" 

"  Oh !  quite,  sir/'  answered  the  other  officer ; 

there's  nothing  but  bare  walls  and  an  empty 

beer  barrel." 
The  next  moment  the  party  began  to  re- 

appear from  the  trap,  the  officer  Clinch  coming 

up  first,  with  a  grave  look,  and  Mr.  Badford 

and  the  other  following,  with  a  smile  upon  their 
feces. 

"  There,  all  is  clear  enough,"  said  Mr.  Bad- 



262  THE  smuggleh. 

ford ;  "  so  you,  gentlemen^  can  go  and  pursue 
your  search  elsewhere.  I  must  remain  here  to 

wait  for  my  son,  whom  I  sent  for  to  join  me 

with  the  servants,  as  you  know;  not  that  I 

feared  any  resistance  from  you,  Mr.  Bamley; 

but  smuggling  is  so  sadly  prevalent  now-a-days, 

that  one  must  be  on  one's  guard,  you  know." 
A  horse  laugh  burst  from  the  whole  party 

round  the  table ;  and  in  the  midst  of  it  the  two 

officers  retired  into  the  yard,  where,  mounting 

their  horses,  they  opened  the  gates  and  rode 
away. 

As  soon  as  they  were  gone,  Mr.  Badford 

shook  old  Bamley  familiarly  by  the  hand,  ex- 

claiming, "  This  is  the  luckiest  thing  in  the 
world,  my  good  fellow !  If  I  can  but  get  them 

to  accuse  me  of  conniving  at  this  job,  it  will  be 

a  piece  of  good  fortune  which  does  not  often 

happen  to  a  man." 
Bamley,  as  well  he  might,  looked  a  little 

confounded ;  but  Mr.  Badford  drew  him  aside, 

and  spoke  to  him  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  in  a 

voice  raised  hardly  above  a  whisper.  Numerous 

laughs,  and  nods,  and  signs  of  mutual  under- 
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Standing  passed  between  them;  and  the  con- 
Teisation  ended  by  Mr.  Radford  saying,  aloud, 

**  I  wonder  what  can  keep  Dick  so  long ;  he 
ought  to  have  been  here  before  now  !  I  sent 

over  to  him  at  eight ;  and  it  is  past  eleven." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

We  will  now,  by  the  reader's  good  leave,  return 
for  a  short  time  to  Harbourue  House,  where  the 

party  sat  down  to  breakfast,  at  the  inconve- 
niently early  hour  of  eight.  I  will  not  take  upon 

myself  to  say  that  it  might  not  be  a  quarter-of- 
an-hour  later,  for  almost  everything  is  after  its 
time  on  this  globe,  and  Harbourne  House  did 

not  differ  in  this  respect  from  all  the  rest  of  the 

world.  From  the  face  of  young  Radford  towards 

the  countenance  of  Sir  Edward  Digby  shot  some 

very  furious  glances  as  they  took  their  places  at 

the  breakfast- table ;  but  those  looks  gradually 
sunk  down  into  a  dull  and  sullen  frown,  as  they 

met  with  no  return.   Sir  Edward  Bigby,  indeed. 
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seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  words  which  had 

passed  between  them  as  soon  as  they  had  been 

uttered ;  and  he  laughed,  and  talked,  and  con- 
versed with  every  one  as  gaily  as  if  nothing  had 

happened.  Edith  was  some  ten  minutes  behind 

the  rest  at  the  meal,  and  seemed  even  more  de- 

pressed than  the  night  before;  but  Zara  had 

reserved  a  place  for  her  at  her  own  side ;  and 

taking  the  first  opportunity,  while  the  rest  of  the 

party  were  busily  talking  together,  she  whispered 

a  few  words  in  her  ear.  Sir  Edward  Digby  saw 

her  face  brighten  in  a  moment,  and  her  eyes 

turn  quickly  towards  himself;  but  he  took  no 

notice ;  and  an  interval  of  silence  occurring  the 
next  moment,  the  conversation  between  the  two 

sisters  was  interrupted. 

During  break&st,  a  servant  brought  in  a  note 

and  laid  it  on  the  side-board,  and  after  the 

meal  was  over,  Miss  Croyland  retired  to  her 

own  room  to  make  ready  for  her  departure. 

Zara  was  about  to  follow;  but  good  Mrs. 

Barbara,  who  had  heard  some  sharp  words 

pass  between  the  two  gentlemen,  and  had 

remarked  the  angry  looks  of  young  Badford, 
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was  determined  that  they  should  not  quarrel 

idthout  the  presence  of  ladies^  and  consequently 

called  her  youngest  niece  back^  saying,  in  a 

whisper,  "  Stay  here,  my  dear.  I  have  a  parti- 

cular reason  why  I  want  you  not  to  go." 

''I  will  be  back  in  a  moment,  my  dear  aunt," 
replied  Zara;  but  the  worthy  old  lady  would 

not  suffer  her  to  depart;  and  the  butler  entering 
at  that  moment,  called  the  attention  of  Richard 

Badford  to,  the  note  which  had  been  brought 

in  some  half-an-hour  before,  and  which  was,  in 
tBuctf  a  sudden  summons  from  his  father. 

The  contents  seemed  to  give  him  no  great 

satis&ction ;  and,  turning  to  the  servant,  he  said, 

"  Well,  tell  them  to  saddle  my  horse,  and  bring 

him  round;"  and  as  he  spoke,  he  directed  a 
frowning  look  towards  the  young  baronet,  as  if 

he  could  scarcely  refrain  from  shewing  his  anger 

till  a  fitting  opportunity  occurred  for  express- 
ing it. 

Digby,  however,  continued  talking  lightly  with 

Zara  Croyland,  in  the  window,  till  the  horse  had 

been  brought  round,  and  the  young  man  had 

taken  leave  of  the  rest  of  the  party.     Then 
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sauntering  slowly  oat  of  the  room,  be  passed 

through  the  hall  door,  to  the  side  of  Bichard 

Badford's  horse^  just  as  the  latter  was  mount- 

ing." ''  Mr.  Badford/'  he  said^  in  a  low  tone,  *'  you 
were  pleased  to  make  an  impertinent  observation 

upon  my  conduct,  which  led  me  to  tell  you  what 

I  think  of  yours.  We  were  interrupted ;  but  I 

dare  say  you  must  wish  for  further  conversation 
with  me.  You  can  have  it  when  and  where 

you  please.'' ''  At  three  o'clock  this  afternoon,  in  the  road 

straight  from  the  back  of  the  house,"  repUed 
young  Badford,  in  a  low,  determined  tone,  touch- 

ing the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  nodded,  and  then  turning 

on  his  heel,  walked  coolly  into  the  house. 

'^  I  am  sure.  Sir  Edward,"  cried  Mrs.  Bar- 
bara, as  soon  as  she  saw  him,  while  Zara  fixed 

her  eyes  somewhat  anxiously  upon  his  counte- 

nance-*—" I  am  sure  you  and  Mr.  Badford  have 

been  quarrelling." 
"  Oh  no,  my  dear  madam,"  replied  Sir  Ed- 

ward Digby ;  *'  nothing  of  the  kind,  I  can  assure 
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you.  Our  words  were  very  ordinary  words,  and 

perfectly  civil,  upon  my  word.  We  had  no  time 

to  quarrel." 
"  My  dear  Sir  Edward,"  said  Sir  Bobert  Croy- 

land,  ''you  must  excuse  me  for  saying  it,  I 

must  have  no  such  things  here.  I  am  a  magis- 
trate for  this  county,  and  bound  by  my  oath  to 

keep  the  peace.  My  sister  tells  me  that  high 

words  passed  between  you  and  my  young  friend 

Radford  before  breakfast  ?" 

*'  They  were  very  few.  Sir  Robert,"  answered 
Digby,  in  a  careless  tone ;  "  he  thought  fit  to 
make  an  observation  upon  my  saying  a  few 

words  to  your  daughter,  here,  in  a  low  tone, 

which  I  conceive  every  gentleman  has  a  right 

to  do  to  a  fair  lady.  I  told  him,  I  thought 
his  conduct  insolent;  and  that  was  all  that 

passed.  I  believe  the  youth  has  got  a  bad  head- 
ache from  too  much  of  your  good  wine,  Sir 

Robert ;  therefore,  I  forgive  him.  I  dare  say, 

he'll  be  sorry  enough  for  what  he  said,  before  the 

day  is  over ;  and  if  he  is  not,  I  cannot  help  it." 

"Well,  well,  if  that's  all,  it  is  no  great 

matter!"  rephed  the    master    of  the    house; 
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"  but  here  comes  round  the  carriage ;  run  and 

call  Edith,  Zara." 
Before  the  young  lady  could  quit  the  room, 

however,  her  sister  appeared ;  and  the  only  mo- 
ment they  obtained  for  private  conference  was  at 

the  door  of  the  carriage,  after  Edith  had  got  in, 

and  while  her  father  was  giving  some  directions 

to  the  coachman.  No  great  information  could 

be  given  or  received,  indeed,  for  Sir  Bobert 

returned  to  the  side  of  the  vehicle  immediately, 

bade  his  daughter  good-bye,  and  the  carriage 
rolled  awav. 

As  soon  as  it  was  gone,  Sir  Edward  Digby 

proposed,  with  the  permission  of  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland,  to  go  out  to  shoot;  for  he  did  not 

wish  to  subject  himself  to  any  further  cross- 
examination  by  the  ladies  of  the  family,  and 

he  read  many  inquiries  in  fair  Zaras  eyes, 

which  he  feared  might  be  difficult  to  answer. 

Betiiing,  then,  to  put  on  a  more  fitting  cos- 

tume, while  gamekeepers  and  dogs  were  sum- 

moned *to  attend  him,  he  took  the  opportunity 
of  writing  a  short  letter,  which  he  delivered  to 

his  servant  to  post,  giving  him,  at  the  same 
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time^  brief  directions  to  meet  him  near  the  cot- 

tage of  good  Mrs.  Glare,  about  half-past  two, 
\vith  the  sword  which  the  young  o£Gicer  usually 

wore  when  not  on  military  service.  Those  orders 

were  spoken  in  so  ordinary  and  commonplace 

a  tone  that  none  but  a  very  shrewd  fellow  would 

have  diacovered  that  anything  was  going  for- 
ward  dijSerent  firom  the  usual  occurrences  of 

the  day ;  but  Somers  was  a  very  shrewd  fellow ; 

and  in  a  few  minutes — judging  from  what  he  had 
observed  while  waiting  on  his  master  during 

dinner  on  the  preceding  day — he  settled  the 
whole  matter  entirely  to  his  own  satis&ction, 

thinking,  according  to  the  phraseology  of  those 

times,  *'  Sir  Edward  will  pink  him — ^and  a  good 
thing  too ;  but  it  will  spoil  sport  here,  I  ve  a 

notion." As  he  descended  to  the  hall,  in  order  to  join 

the  keepers  and  their  four-footed  coadjutors,  the 
young  baronet  encountered  Mrs.  Barbara  and 

her  niece ;  and  he  perceived  Zara's  eyes  instantly 
glance  to  his  sword-belt,  from  which  he  had 
taken  care  to  remove  a  weapon  that  could  only 

be  inconyenient  to  him  in  the  sport  he  was 
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about  to  pursue.  She  "^ss  not  so  easily  to  be 
deceived  as  her  father ;  but  yet  the  absence  of 

the  weapon  usually  employed  in  those  days^  as 

the  most  efficacious  for  killing  a  fellowrcreature, 

put  her  mind  at  ease,  at  least  for  the  present ; 

and,  although  she  determined  to  watch  the  pro* 
ceedings  of  the  young  baronet  during  the  two 

or  three  following  days — as  far,  at  least,  as  pro- 

priety would  permit — she  took  no  further  notice 
at  the  moment,  being  yery  anxious  to  prevent 

her  good  aunt  from  interfering  more  than 

necessary  in  the  affairs  of  Sir  Edward  Digby. 

Mrs.  Barbara,  indeed,  was  by  no  means  well 

pleased  that  Sir  Edward  was  going  to  deprive 

her  schemes  of  the  full  benefit  which  might 

have  accrued  from  his  passing  the  whole  of  that 

day  unoccupied,  with  Zara,  at  Harboume  House, 

and  hinted  significantly  that  she  trusted  if  he 

did  not  find  good  sport  he  would  return  early, 

as  her  niece  was  very  fond  of  a  ride  over  the 

hills,  only  that  she  had  no  companion. 

The  poor  girl  coloured  warmly,  and  the  more 
so  as  Sir  Edward  could  not  refrain  firom  a  smile. 

''  I  trust,  then,  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of 
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being  your  companion  to-morrow.  Miss  Croy- 

land/'  he  said,  turning  to  the  young  lady.  "  Why 
should  we  not  ride  over,  and  see  your  excellent 

uncle  and  your  sister  ?  I  must  certainly  pay  my 

respects  to  him ;  and  if  I  may  have  the  honour 

of  escorting  you,  it  will  give  double  pleasure 

to  my  ride." 
Zara  Groyland  was  well  aware  that  many  a 

matter,  which  if  treated  seriously  may  become 

annoying — ^if  not  dangerous,  can  be  carried 

hghtly  off  by  a  gay  and  dashing  jest :  "  Oh, 

with  all  my  heart,"  she  said ;  *'  only  remember. 
Sir  Edward,  we  must  have  plenty  of  servants 

with  us,  or  else  all  the  people  in  the  country 

will  say  that  you  and  I  are  going  to  be  married  ; 

and  as  I  never  intend  that  such  a  saying  should 

be  verified,  it  will  be  as  well  to  nip  the  pretty 

little  blossom  of  gossip  in  the  bud." 

"  It  shall  be  all  exactly  as  you  please,"  repHed 
the  young  officer,  with  a  low  bow  and  a  meaning 

smile ;  but  at  the  very  same  moment,  Mrs.  Bar- 

bara thought  fit  to  reprove  her  niece,  wondering 
how  she  could  talk  so  sillily ;  and  Sir  Edward 

took  his  leave,  receiving  his  host's  excuses,  as 
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he  passed  tlurough  the  hall,  for  not  accompany- 
ing him  on  his  shooting  expedition. 

"  The  truth  is,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Sir  Robert 
Croyland,  *'  that  I  am  now  too  old  and  too  heavy 

for  such  sports." 
''You  were  kind  enough  to  tell  me,  this  is 

Liberty  HaU,"  replied  the  young  baronet,  **  and 
you  shall  see,  my  dear  sir,  that  I  take  you  at 

your  word,  both  in  regard  to  your  game  and 

your  wine,  being  resolved,  with  your  good  per- 
mission, and  for  my  own  health,  to  kill  your 

birds  and  spare  your  bottles." 

"  Certainly,  certainly,"  answered  the  master  of 
the  mansion — ''you  shall  do  exactly  as  you 

Uke;"  and  with  this  licence.  Sir  Edward  set 
out  shooting,  with  tolerable  success,  till  towards 

two  o  clock,  when,  quite  contrary  to  the  advice 

and  opinion  of  the  gamekeepers — ^who  declared 
that  the  dogs  would  have  the  wind  with  them  in 

that  direction,  and  that  as  the  day  was  now  hot, 

the  birds  would  not  lie  a  minute — he  directed  his 

course  towards  the  back  of  Harboume  Wood, 

finding,  it  must  be  confessed,  but  very  little  sport. 

There,  apparently  fatigued  and  disgusted  with 
VOL.  I.  T 
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-walking  for  a  mile  or  two  ̂ without  a  shot,  he 
gave  his  gun  to  one  of  the  men^  and  bade  him 

take  it  back  to  the  house,  saying,  he  would 

follow  speedily.  As  soon  as  he  had  seen 

them  depart,  he  tracked  round  the  edge  of  the 

wood,  towards  Mrs.  Glare's  cottage,  exactly 
opposite  to  which  he  found  his  trusty  servant, 

provided  as  he  had  directed. 
8ir  Edward  then  took  the  sword  and  fixed  it 

in  his  belt,  saying, "  Now,  Somers,  you  may  go !" 
''Certainly,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  touching 

his  hat  with  a  look  of  hesitation ;  but  he  added^ 

a  minute  after,  *'  you  had  better  let  me  know 

where  it's  to  be,  sir,  in  case 

"  Well,"  rejoined  Sir  Edward  Digby,  with  a 
smile,  "  you  are  an  old  soldier  and  no  meddler, 

Somers;  so  that  I  will  tell  you,  'in  case,' — 
that  the  place  is  in  a  straight  line  between  this 
and  Harboume  House.  So  now,  face  about  to 

the  right,  and  go  back  by  the  other  road. 

The  man  touched  his  hat  again,  and  walked 

quickly  away,  while  the  young  ofiGlcer  turned  his 

steps  up  the  road  which  he  had  followed  during 

the  preceding  evening  in  pursuit  of  the  two 

! 

I 

I 
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Miss  Croylands.  It  was  a  good  broad  open 

way,  in  which  there  was  plenty  of  fencing  room, 

and  he  thought  to  himself  as  he  walked  on,  "  I 

shall  not  be  sorry  to  punish  this  young  vaga- 
bond a  little.  I  must  see  what  sort  of  skill  he 

has,  and  if  possible  wound  him  without  hurting 

him  much.  If  one  could  keep  him  to  his  bed 

for  a  fortnight,  we  should  have  the  field  more 

dear  for  our  own  campaign ;  but  these  things 

must  always  be  a  chance." 
Thus  meditating,  and  looking  at  his  watch 

to  see  how  much  time  he  had  to  spare.  Major 

Sir  Edward  Digby  walked  on  till  he  came  within 

sight  of  the  garden  wall  and  some  of  the  out- 
buildings of  Harbourjie  House.  The  reader,  if 

he  has  paid  attention,  will  remember  that  the 

road  did  not  go  straight  to  the  back  of  the  house 

itself:  a  smaller  path,  which  led  to  the  right, 

conducting  thither ;  but  as  the  gardens  extended 

for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  on  that  side,  it  fol- 
lowed the  course  of  the  wall  to  the  left  to  join 

the  parish  road  which  ran  in  front  of  the  man- 
sion, leaving  the  green  court,  as  it  was  called, 

or  lawn,  and  the  terrace,  on  the  right  hand. 
T  2 
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As  there  was  no  other  road  in  that  direc- 

tion^ Sir  Edward  Digby  felt  sure  that  he  must 

be  on  the  ground  appointed,  but  yet,  as  is 

the  case  in  all  moments  of  expectation,  the 

time  seemed  so  long,  that  when  he  saw  the 

brick-work  he  took  out  his  watch  again,  and 
found  there  were  stall  five  minutes  to  spare. 

He  accordingly  turned  upon  his  steps,  walking 

slowly  back  for  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and 

then  returned,    looking    sharply  out  for  his 

opponent,  but  seeing  no  one.    He  was  now 

sure  that  the  time  must  be  past;  but,  resolved 

to  afford  young  Badford  every  opportunity,  he 

said  to  himself, ''  Watches  may  differ,  and  some- 
thing may  have  detained  him.    I  will  give  him 

a  full  half  hour,  and  then  if  he  does  not  come  I 

shall  understand  the  matter." 
As  soon,  then,  as  he  saw  the  walls  once 

more,  he  wheeled  round  and  re-trod  his  steps, 
then  looked  at  his  watch,  and  found  that 

it  was  a  quarter  past  three.  **  Too  bad  !*'  he 
said, — "  too  bad !  The  fellow  cannot  be  coward, 
too,  as  well  as  blackguard.    One  turn  more, 
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and  then  I Ve  done  ̂ th  him."  But  as  he  ad- 

Yanced  on  his  way  towards  the  house,  he  sud* 
denly  perceived  the  flutter  of  female  garments 

before  him,  and  saying  to  himself,  "  This  is  awk- 

ward I"  he  gazed  round  for  some  path,  in  order  to 
get  out  of  the  way  for  a  moment,  but  could  per- 
ceiye  none.  The  next  instant,  coming  round  a 
shrub  which  started  forward  a  little  before  the 

rest  of  the  trees,  he  saw  the  younger  Miss  Groy- 
land  advancing  with  a  quick  step,  and,  he  could 

not  help  thinking,  with  a  somewhat  agitated  air. 

Her  colour  was  heightened,  her  eyes  eagerly 

looking  on ;  but,  as  soon  as  she  saw  him,  she 

slackened  her  pace,  and  came  forward  in  a 
more  deliberate  manner. 

"  Oh,  Sir  Edward !"  she  said,  in  a  calm,  sweet 

tone,  "I  am  glad  to  see  you.  You  have  finished 

your  shooting  early,  it  seems." 

''Why,  the  sport  was  beginning  to  slacken," 
answered  Sir  Edward  Digby.  ''  I  had  not  had 
a  shot  for  the  last  half  hour,  and  so  thought 

it  best  to  give  it  up." 
''Well   then,  you   shall  take  a  walk  with 
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me/'  cried  Zara,  gaily.  ''  I  am  just  going 
down  to  a  poor  friend  of  ours,  called  Widow 

Glare,  and  you  shall  come  too." 
*'  What !  notwithstanding  all  your  sage  and 

prudent  apprehensions  in  regard  to  what  peo- 

ple might  say  if  we  were  seen  alone  together !" 
exclaimed  Sir  Edward  Digby,  with  a  smile. 

"Oh!  I  don't  mind  that/'  answered  Zara. 

''  Great  occasions,  you  know.  Sir  Edward,  re- 
quire decisive  measures ;  and  I  assuredly  want 

an  escort  through  this  terrible  forest,  to  protect 

me  from  all  the  giants  and  enchanters  it  may 

contain." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  looked  at  his  watch  again, 

and  saw  that  it  wanted  but  two  minutes  to  the 

half  hour. 

''  Oh !"  said  Zara,  affecting  a  look  of  pique, 
"  if  you  have  some  important  appointment,  Six 
Edward,  it  is  another  afibir— only  tell  me  if  it  be 

so?" Sir  Edward  Digby  took  her  hand  in  his :  "I 

will  tell  you,  dear  lady,"  he  replied,  "  if  you  will 
first  tell  me  one  thing,  truly  and  sincerely — 

What  brought  you  here  ?" 
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Zara  trembled  and  coloured;  for  ̂ th  the 

question  put  in  so  direct  a  shape^  the  agitation, 

which  she  had  previously  OTercome,  mastered 

her  in  turn,  and  she  answered,  "  Don't,  don't, 

or  I  shall  cry." 
''  Well,  then,  tell  me  at  least  if  I  had  any- 

thing to  do  with  it?"  asked  the  young  ba* 
ronet. 

"  Yes,  you  had !"  replied  Zara ;  "  I  can*t  tell 

a  fiEdsehood.  But  now,  Sir  Edward,  don't,  as 

most  of  you  men  would  do,  suppose  that  it*s  from 
any  very  tender  interest  in  you,  that  I  did  this 

foolish  thing.  It  was  because  I  thought — I 

thought,  if  you  were  going  to  do  what  I  ima- 
gined, it  would  be  the  very  worst  thing  in  the 

world  for  poor  Edith." 
''  I  shall  only  suppose  that  you  are  all  that  is 

kind  and  good,"  answered  Digby — ^perhaps  a 
litUe  piqued  at  the  indifference  which  she  so  stu- 

diously assumed ;  "  and  even  if  I  thought.  Miss 
Groyland,  that  you  did  take  some  interest  in 

my  poor  self,  depend  upon  it,  I  should  not 

be  inclined  to  go  one  step  farther  in  the  way  of 

vanity  than  you  yourself  could  wish.    I  am  not 
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altogether  a  coxcomb.  But  now  tell  me^  how 

you  were  led  to  suspect  anything  ?" 
''Promise  me  first,"  said  Zara,  ''that  this 

affair  shall  not  take  place.  Indeed,  indeed.  Sir 

Edward,  it  must  not,  on  every  account !" 
"There  is  not  the  slightest  chance  of  any 

such  thing,"  replied  Sir  Edward  Digby.  "  You 

need  not  be  tmder  the  slightest  alarm." 

"  What !  you  do  not  mean  to  say,"  she  ex- 
claimed, with  her  cheeks  glowing  and  her  eyes 

raised  to  his  face,  "  that  you  did  not  come  here 

to  fight  him  ?" 
''  Not  exactly,"  answered  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

laughing;  ''but  what  I  do  mean  to  say,  my 
dear  young  lady,  is,  that  our  firiend  is  half  an 

hour  behind  his  time,  and  I  am  not  disposed  to 

give  him  another  opportunity  of  keeping  me 

waiting." 
"  And  if  he  had  been  in  time,"  cried  Zara» 

clasping  her  hands  together  and  casting  down 

her  eyes,  "  I  should  have  been  too  late." 
"But  tell  me/'  persisted  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

"how  you  heard  all  this.  Has  my  servant> 

Somers,  been  indiscreet  ?" 
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"  No,  no,"  replied  Zara ;  "  no,  I  can  assure 
you  !  I  saw  you  go  out  in  your  shooting  dress, 

and  without  a  sword.  Then  I  thought  it  was 

all  over,  especially  as  you  had  the  gamekeepers 

with  you ;  but  some  time  ago  I  found  that  your 

servant  had  gone  out,  carrying  a  sword  under 

his  arm,  and  had  come  straight  up  this  road. 

That  made  me  uneasy.  When  the  gamekeepers 

came  back  without  you,  I  was  more  uneasy  still ; 

but  I  could  not  get  away  from  my  aunt  for  a  few 

minutes.  When  I  could,  however,  I  got  my 

hat  and  cloak,  and  hurried  away,  knowing  that 

you  would  not  venture  to  fight  in  the  presence 

of  a  woman.  As  I  went  out,  all  my  worst  fears 

were  confirmed  by  seeing  your  servant  come 

back  without  the  sword ;  and  then — not  very  well 

knowing,  indeed,  what  I  was  to  say  or  do— I 
hurried  on  as  &st  as  possible.  Now  you  have 

the  whole  story,  and  you  must  come  away  from 

this  place." 
*' Very  wiUingly,"  answered  the  young  officer; 

adding,  with  a  smile,  "  which  way  shall  we  go. 

Miss  Croyland  ?     To  Widow  Clare's  ?" 

"No,  no!"  answered  Zara,  blushing  again. 
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''Do  not  tease  me.  You  do  not  know  how 

Boon^  when  a  woman  is  agitated,  she  is  made  to 

weep.  My  father  is  out,  indeed/'  she  added,  in 
a  gayer  tone,  *'  so  that  I  should  have  time  to 
bathe  my  eyes  before  dinner,  which  will  be  half 
an  hour  later  than  usual ;  but  I  should  not  like 

my  aunt  to  tell  him  that  I  have  been  taking  a 

crying  walk  with  Sir  Edward  Digby." 
''  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  ever  give  you 

cause  for  a  tear!"  answered  the  young  baronet ; 
and  then,  with  a  vague  impression  that  he  was 

doing  something  very  like  making  love,  he 

added,  **  but  let  us  return  to  the  house,  or  per* 

haps  we  may  have  your  aunt  seeking  us." 

"The  most  likely  thing  in  the  world,"  re- 
plied Zara;  and  taking  their  way  back,  they 

passed  through  the  gardens  and  entered  the 

house  by  one  of  the  side  doors. 
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CHAPTER  Xni. 

It  ifBB  a  castom  of  those  days,  I  believe,  not 

altogether  done  away  with  in  the  present  times, 

for  magistrates  to  assemble  in  petty  sessions,  or 

to  meet  at  other  times  for  the  dispatch  of  any 

extraordinary  business,  in  tavern,  public-house, 
or  inn-^a  custom  more  honoured  in  the  breach 

than  the  observance,  except  where  no  other 

place  of  assembly  can  be  found.  It  thus  hap*- 
pened  that,  on  the  day  of  which  we  have  been 

speaMng,  some  half-dozen  gentlemen,  all  jus- 
tices of  the  peace  for  the  county  of  Kent,  were 

gathered  together  in  a  good-sized  room  of  the 
inn,  at  the  little  town  of  *  ♦  ♦  *  ♦  .  There 

was  a  table  drawn  across  the  room,  at  which 
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was  placed  the  magistrates'  clerk,  with  sundry 
sheets  of  paper  before  him»  several  printed 

forms,  and  two  books,  one  big  and  the  other 

little.  The  magistrates  themselves,  however, 

were  not  seated  in  due  state  and  dignity,  but, 

on  the  contrary,  were  in  general  standing  about 

and  talking  together,  some  looking  out  of  the 

window  into  the  street,  some  leaning  with  their 

backs  against  the  table  and  the  tails  of  their 

coats  turned  over  their  hands,  while  one  occu- 

pied an  arm-chair  placed  sideways  at  the  board, 
with  one  knee  thrown  over  the  other — a 

favourite  position  which  he  could  not  have 
assumed  had  he  sat  with  his  face  to  the  table. 

The  latter  was  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  who  had 

been  sent  for  in  haste  by  his  brother  justices,  to 

take  part  in  their  proceedings  relative  to  a 

daring  act  of  smuggling  which  had  just  been 

perpetrated.  Sir  Bobert  would  willingly  have 

avoided  giving  his  assistance  upon  this  occasion ; 

but  the  summons  had  been  so  urgent  that  he 

could  not  refuse  going;  and  he  was  now  not  a 

little  angry  to  find  that  there  were  more  than 

sufficient  justices  present  to  make  a  quorum,  and 
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to  transact  all  the  necessary  business.  Some 
one,  however,  it  would  seem,  had — ^as  usual  in 

all  county  arrangements — ^been  very  busy  in 
pressing  for  as  full  an  attendance  as  possible ; 

and  those  who  knew  the  characters  of  the  gen- 
tlemen assembled  might  have  perceived  that  the 

great  majority  of  them  were  not  very  well  qua- 
lified to  sit  as  judges  upon  a  case  of  this  nature, 

as  almost  every  one  was  under  suspicion  of  lean- 

ing towards  the  side  of  the  smugglers,  most  of 

them  having  at  some  time  engaged  more  or  less 

in  the  traffic  which  they  were  called  upon  to  stop. 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland  was  thie  least  objection- 
able  in  .this  point  of  view ;  for  he  had  always 

borne  a  very  high  name  for  impartiality  in  such 

matters,  and  had  never  had  anything  personally 

to  do  with  the  illicit  traffic  itself.  It  is  pro- 
bable, therefore,  that  he  was  sent  for  to  give 

a  mere  show  of  justice  to  the  proceedings;  for 

Mr.  Badford  was  expected  to  be  there ;  and  it 

was  a  common  observation  of  the  county  gen- 
tlemen, that  the  latter  could  now  lead  Sir  Robert 

as  he  liked.  Mr.  Radford,  indeed,  had  not  yet 

arrived,  though  two  messengers  had  been  des- 
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patched  to  summon  him ;  the  answer  still  being 

that  he  had  gone  over  towards  Ashford.  Sir 

Bobert^  therefore,  sat  in  the  midst — not  harmo- 

nizing much  in  feeling  with  the  rest,  and  looking 

anxiously  for  his  Mend's  appearance,  in  order 
to  obtain  some  hint  as  to  how  he  was  to  act. 

At  length,  a  considerable  noise  was  heard 

in  the  streets  below,  and  a  sort  of  con- 

stable door-keeper  presented  himself,  to  inform 
the  magistrates  that  the  officers  and  dragoons 

had  arrived,  bringing  in  several  prisoners. 

An  immediate  bustle  took  place,  the  wor- 
shipful gentlemen  beginning  to  seat  themselves, 

and  one  of  them — ^as  it  is  technically  termed-— 
moving  Sir  Bobert  into  the  chair.  In  order  to 

shew  that  this  was  really  as  well  as  metaphysi- 
cally done.  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  rose,  sat  down 

again,  and  wheeled  himself  round  to  the  table. 

A  signal  was  then  given  to  the  constable ;  and  a 

rush  of  several  persons  from  without  was  made 

into  the  temporary  justice  room,which  was  at  once 

nearly  filled  with  custom-house  officers,  soldiers, 
smugglers,  and  the  curious  of  the  village. 

Amongst  the  latter  portion  of  the  auditory, — 
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at  least,  so  he  supposed  at  first, — Sir  Bobert 

Oroyland  perceived  his  young  £riend,  Aichard 

Sadford ;  and  he  -was  in  the  act  of  beckoning 
him  to  come  up  to  the  table,  in  order  to  in- 

quire ^here  his  &ther  was,  and  how  soon  he 

would  return,  when  one  of  the  officers  of  the 

Ouatoms  suddenly  thrust  the  young  gentleman 

out  of  the  way,  exclaiming,  "  Stand  farther 
back !  What  are  you  pushing  forward  for  ? 

Your  turn  will  come  soon  enough,  I  warrant.'* 
Sir  Bobert  Groyland  was  confounded ;  and  for 

a  moment  or  two  he  sat  silent  in  perplexity  and 

surprise.  Not  that  he  ever  entertained  a  doubt 

of  old  Mr.  Radford  stUl  nourishing  all  the  pro- 
pensities  of  his  youth;  nor  that  he  was  not 

well  aware  they  had  formed  part  of  the  in- 
heritance of  the  son ;  but  there  were  certain 

considerations  of  some  weight  which  made  Sir 
Bobert  feel  that  it  would  have  been  better  for 

him  to  be  in  any  other  spot  of  the  habit- 
able globe  than  that  where  he  was  at  the 

moment.  Becovering  himself,  however,  after  a 

brief  pause  of '  anxious  indecision,  he  made  a 

sign  to  the  constable  door-keeper,  and  whis- 
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pered  to  him^  as  soon  as  the  man  reached  his 

side,  to  inquire  into  the  cause  of  Mr.  Bichard 

Badford*s  being  there.  The  man  was  shrewd 
and  quick,  and  while  half  the  magistrates  were 

speaMng  across  the  table  to  half  the  officers 

and  some  of  the  dragoons,  he  went  and  returned 
to  and  from  the  other  side  of  the  room,  and  then 

whispered  to  the  baronet,  "  For  smuggling, 
sir — caught  abetting  the  others  —  his  name 

marked  upon  some  of  the  goods !" 
Sir  Robert  Croyland  was  not  naturally  a  bril- 

liant man.  Though  hasty  in  temper  in  his  early 

days,  he  had  always  been  somewhat  obtuse  in 

intellect ;  but  this  was  a  case  of  emergency;  and 

there  is  no  greater  sharpeiier  of  the  wits  than 

necessity.  In  an  instant,  he  had  formed  his 

plan  to  gain  time,  which  was  his  great  object 

at  that  moment ;  and,  taking  out  his  watch,  he 

laid  it  on  the  table,  exclaiming  aloud,  ̂ '  Gentle- 
men! gentlemen!  a  little  regularity,  if  you 

please.  My  time  is  precious.  I  have  an  im- 

portant engagement  this  afternoon,  and  I   ' 
But  his  whole  scheme  had  nearly  been  frus- 

trated by  the  impetuosity  of  young  Badford 
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himself,  who  at  once  pushed  through  o£Bcers 

and  soldiers,  saying,  "  And  so  have  I,  Sir 

Bobert,  a  very  important  engagement  this  after- 

noon. I  claim  to  be  heard  as  speedily  as  pos- 

sible." Sir  Kobert,  however,  was  determined  to  cany 

his  point,  and  to  avoid  having  aught  to  do  with 

the  case  of  his  young  friend,  even  at  the  risk  of 

giving  him  offence  and  annoyance.  ''  Stand 

bock,  sir !"  he  said.  "  In  tliis  court,  there  is 
no  friendship  or  favour.  You  will  have  atten- 

tion in  turn,  but  not  before.  Mr.  Mowle,  bring 

forward  the  prisoners  one  after  the  other,  as  near 

as  possible,  in  the  order  of — the  order  of— of 

their  capture,"  he  added,  at  length,  after  hesi- 
tating for  a  moment  to  consider  whether  it  was 

or  was  not  probable  that  young  Badford  had 

been  amongst  those  last  taken ;  "  and  let  all  the 
others  be  removed,  under  guard,  into  the  next 

room." 
"  Wont  that  make  it  a  long  affair.  Sir  Bo- 

bert ?"  asked  Mr.  Bunnington,  a  neighbouring 

squire. 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !"  replied  the  chairman ;  *'  by 
VOL.  I.  u 
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regularity  we  shall  save  time.    Do  as  you  are 

directed^  Mowle !" 
Young  Badford  showed  a  strong  disposition 

to  resist^  or,  at  least,  to  protest  against  this  ar- 
rangement ;  but  the  officer  to  whom  the  baronet 

had  spoken,  treated  the  prisoner  with  very  little 

reverence ;  and  he,  with  the  rest  of  the  gang, 

was  removed  from  the  room,  with  the  excep* 
tion  of  three,  one  of  whom,  with  a  smart 

cockade  in  his  hat,  such  as  was  worn  at  that  time 

by  military  men  in  undress,  swaggered  up  to 
the  table  with  a  bold  air,  as  if  he  were  about  to 

address  the  magistrates. 

"  Ah,  major,  is  that  you  ?"  asked  a  gentle- 
man on  Sir  Robert's  right,  known  in  the  country 

by  the  name  of  Squire  Jollyboat,  though  his 

&mily  being  originally  French,  his  real  appella- 
tion was  Jollivet. 

"  Oh  yes,  squire,'*  answered  the  prisoner,  in 
a  gay,  indifferent  tone,  "  here  I  am.  It  is  long 
since  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  your 

worship.  I  think  you  were  not  on  the  bench 
the  last  time  I  was  committed,  or  I  should  have 

fared  better." 
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"  I  don't  know  that,  major/'  replied  the  gen- 
tleman ;  *'  on  the  former  occasion  I  gave  yon  a 

month,  I  think." 
*'  Ay,  but  the  blackguards  that  time  gave  me 

two,"  rejoined  the  major. 
*'  Because  it  was  the  second  offence,"  said 

Squire  Jollyboat. 

"  The  second !  Lord  bless  you,  sir !"  an- 
swered the  major,  with  a  look  of  cool  contempt; 

and  turning  round  with  a  wink  to  his  two  com- 

panions, they  all  three  laughed  joyously,  as  if  it 

were  the  finest  joke  in  the  world. 

It  might  not  be  very  interesting  to  the 

reader  were  we  to  give  in  detail  the  depositions 

of  the  various  witnesses  upon  a  common  case 

of  smuggling  in  the  last  century,  or  to  repeat  all 

the  various  arguments  which  were  bandied 

backwards  and  forwards  between  the  magis- 
trates, upon  the  true  interpretation  of  the  law,  as 

expressed  in  the  9th  George  II.,  cap.  35.  It 

was  very  evident,  indeed,  to  the  officers  of  Cus- 
toms, to  the  Serjeant  of  dragoons,  and  even  to 

the  prisoners  themselves,  that  the  worthy  jus- 
tices were  disposed  to  take  as  favourable  a  view 

u2 
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of  smuggling  transactions  as  possible.  But  the 

law  was  very  clear ;  the  case  was  not  less  so ; 

Mowle,  the  principal  riding  officer,  was  a  straight- 
forward, determined,  and  shrewd  man;  and 

although  Sir  Robert  Croyland,  simply  with  a 

view  of  protracting  the  investigation  till  Mr. 

Radford  should  arrive,  started  many  questions 

which  he  left  to  the  other  magistrates  to  settle, 

yet  in  about  half  an  hour  the  charge  of  smug- 
gling, with  riot,  and  armed  resistance  to  the 

Custom-House  officers,  was  clearly  made  out 

against  the  major  and  his  two  companions; 

and  as  the  act  left  no  discretion  in  such  a  case, 

the  resistance  raising  the  act  to  felony,  all  three 

were  committed  for  trial,  and  the  officers  bound 

over  to  prosecute. 

The  men  were  then  taken  away,  laughing 

and  jesting;  and  Sir  Robert  Croyland  looked 

with  anxiety  for  the  appearance  of  the  next  party ; 
but  two  other  men  were  now  introduced  without 

Richard  Radford ;  and  the  worthy  baronet  was 

released  for  the  time.  The  case  brought  forward 

against  these  prisoners  differed  firom  that  against 

those  who  preceded  them^  inasmuch  as  no  resist- 
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ance  was  charged.  They  had  simply  been  found 

aiding  and  abetting  in  the  carriage  of  the  smug- 

gled goods,  and  had  fled  when  they  found  them- 
selves pursued  by  the  ofiScers,  though  not  taat 

enough  to  avoid  capture.  The  facts  were  speedily 

proved,  and,  indeed,  much  more  rapidly  than 

suited  the  views  of  Sir  Robert  Croyland.  He 

therefore  raised  the  question,  when  the  decision 

of  the  magistrates  was  about  to  be  pronounced, 

whether  this  was  the  first  or  the  second  ofience, 

affecting  some  remembrance  of  the  face  of  one  of 

the  men.  The  o£Bcers,  also,  either  really  did  re- 
collect, or  pretended  to  do  so,  that  the  person 

of  whom  he  spoke  had  been  convicted  before ; 

but  the  man  himself  positively  denied  it,  and 

defied  them  to  bring  forward  any  proof.  A 

long  discussion  thus  commenced,  and  before  it 

was  terminated  the  baronet  was  relieved  by  the 

appearance  of  Mr.  Badford  himself,  who  en- 

tered booted  and  spurred,  and  covered  with 

dust,  as  if  just  returned  from  a  long  ride. 

Shaking  hands  with  his  brother  magistrates, 

and  especially  with  Sir  Robert  Croyland,  he 
was    about    to    seat    himself   at   the    end  of 
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that  table^  when  the  baronet  rose,  saying, 

"  Here,  Sadford,  you  had  better  take  my  place, 
as  I  must  positively  get  home  directly,  having 

important  business  to  transact/' 

"  No,  no.  Sir  Robert,"  replied  that  respect- 
able magistrate,  we  cannot  spare  you  in  this 

case,  nor  can  I  take  that  place.  My  son,  I 

hear,  is  charged  with  taking  part  in  this  affair ; 

and  some  sharp  words  have  been  passing  be- 
tween myself  and  that  scoundrel  of  a  fellow 

called  Clinch,  the  officer,  who  applied  to  me  for 

aid  in  searching  the  Bamleys'  house.  When  I 
agreed  to  go  with  him,  and  found  out  a  very 

snug  place  for  hiding,  he  was  half  afraid  to  go 

down ;  and  yet,  since  then,  he  has  thought  fit 

to  insinuate  that  I  had  something  to  do  with 

the  run,  and  did  not  conduct  the  search 

fairly." The  magistrates  looked  round  to  each  other 

and  smiled;  and  Badford  himself  laughed 

heartily,  very  much  as  if  he  was  acting  a  part  in 

a  farce,  without  any  hope  or  expectation  of 

passing  off  his  zeal  in  the  affair,  upon  his  fellow 

magistrates,  as  genuine.    Mowle,  the  officer,  at 
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the  same  time  turned  rounds  and  spoke  a  few 

words  to  two  men  who  had  followed  Mr.  Rad- 

ford into  the  room,  one  of  whom  shrugged  his 

shoulders  with  a  laugh,  and  said  nothing,  and 

the  other  replied  eagerly,  but  in  a  low  tone. 

Sir  Robert  Croyland,  however,  urged  the 

necessity  of  his  going,  put  his  watch  in  his 

pockety  and  buttoned  up  his  coat.  But  Mr. 

Radford,  assuming  a  graver  air  and  a  very  pecu- 

liar tone,  replied,  "  No,  no.  Sir  Robert ;  you  must 
stay,  indeed.  We  shall  want  you.  Tour  known 

impartiality  will  give  weight  to  our  decisions, 

whatever  they  may  be." 
The  baronet  sat  down  again,  but  evidently 

with  so  much  unwillingness,  that  his  brethren 
marvelled  not  a  little  at  this  fresh  instance  of 

the  influence  which  Mr.  Radford  exerted  over 

his  mind. 

"  Who  is  the  next  prisoner,  Mr.  Mowle?" 
demanded  Sir  Robert  Groyland,  as  soon  as  he 
had  resumed  his  seat. 

"  Mr.  Richard  Radford,  I  suppose,  sir,"  said 

Mowle ; ''  but  these  two  men  are  not  disposed  of." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Mr.  Jollivet,  who  was  very 
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irell  inclined  to  commence  a  career  of  lenity, 

"  as  no  proof  has  been  given  that  this  is  the 
second  offence,  I  think  we  most  send  them  both 
for  a  month.  That  seems  to  me  the  utmost 

-we  can  do." 

The  other  magistrates  concurred  in  this  de- 
cision; and  the  prisoners  were  ordered  to  be 

removed ;  but  ere  they  went,  the  one  against 

whom  the  officers  had  most  seriously  pressed 

their  charge,  turned  round  towards  the  bench, 

exclaiming,  in  a  gay  tone,  ''  Thank  you,  Squire 
Jollyboat.  Your  worship  shall  have  a  chest  of 

tea  for  this,  before  I'm  out  a  fortnight." 
A  roar  of  laughter  ran  round  the  magistrates 

— ^for  such  matters  were  as  indecently  carried 

on  in  those  days,  on  almost  all  occasions,  as  they 
sometimes  are  now;  and  in  a  moment  or  two 

after,  young  Badford  was  brought  in,  with  a  dark 

scowl  upon  his  brow. 

"  How  is  this,  Dick  ?"  cried  his  father. 

*^  Have  you  been  dabbling  in  a  run,  and  suf- 

fered yourself  to  be  caught  ?" 
**  Let  these  vagabonds  make  their  accusa- 

tion, and  bring  their  witnesses,"  replied  the 
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young  man,  sullenly,  "  and  then  I'll  speak  for 

myself." 
"  Well,  your  worships,"  said  Mowle,  coming 

forward,  "  the  facts  are  simply  these :  I  have 
long  had  information  that  goods  were  to  be 
run  about  this  time,  and  that  Mr.  Badford 

had  some  share  in  the  matter.  Last  night,  a 

large  quantity  of  goods  were  landed  in  the 

Marsh,  though  I  had  been  told  it  was  to  be 

near  about  Sandgate,  or  between  that  and 

Hythe,  and  was  consequently  on  the  look-out 
there. .  As  soon  as  I  got  intimation,  however, 

that  the  run  had  been  effected,  I  got  together 

as  many  men  as  I  could,  sent  for  a  party  of 

dragoons  from  Folkestone,  and,  knowing  pretty 

well  which  way  they  would  take,  came  across 

by  Aldington,  Broadoak  and  Kingsnorth,  and 

then  away  by  Singleton  Green,  towards  Four- 

Elms,  where,  just  under  the  hill,  we  came 

upon  those  two  men  who  have  just  been  con- 

victed, and  two  others,  who  got  off.  We  cap- 

tured these  two,  and  three  horse-loads  they 
had  with  them,  for  their  beasts  were  tired^  and 

they  had  lagged  behind.  There  were  two  or  three 
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chests  of  tea,  and  a  good  many  other  things, 

and  all  of  them  were  marked,  just  like  honest 

bales  of  goods,   "  Bichard  Badford,  Esquire, 

Junior."     As    we    found,    however,  that  the 
great    party    was    on    before,    we    pursued 

them  as  far  as  Bouse-end,  where  we  overtook 

them  all ;  but  there  they  scattered,  some  gal- 
loping off  towards  Gouldwell,  as  if  they  were 

going  to  the  Bamleys;  some  towards  Usher- 
house,  and  some  by  the  wood  towards  Etchden. 

Four  or  five  of  the  dragoons  pushed  after  those 

running  for  Gouldwell,  but  I  and  the   rest 

stuck  to  the  main    body,   which  went    away 

towards    the  wood,    and  who    showed  fight. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  firing  amongst  the 

trees,  but  not  much  damage  done,  except  to  my 

horse,  who  was   shot  in  the  shoulder.    But 

just  as  we  were  chasing  them  out  of  the  wood, 

up  came  Mr.  Bichard  Badford,  who  was  seen 

for  a  minute  speaking  to  one  of  the  men  who 

were  running,  and  riding  along  beside  him  for 

some  way.    He  then  turned,  and  came  up  to  us, 

and  tried  to  stop  us  as  we  were  galloping  after 

them,  asking  what  the  devil  we  were  about,  and 
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giving  us  a  great  deal  of  bad  language.  I 

didn't  mind  him»  but  rode  on^  knowing  we 
could  take  him  at  any  time ;  but  Mr.  Birchett, 

the  other  chief  officer,  who  had  captured  the 

major  a  minute  or  two  before,  got  angry, 

and  caught  him  by  the  collar,  charging  him  to 

surrender,  when  he  instantly  drew  his  sword, 

and  threatened  to  run  him  through.  One  of 

the  dragoons,  however,  knocked  it  out  of  his 

hand,  and  then  he  was  taken.  This  a&ayin 

the  middle  of  the  road  enabled  the  greater  part 

of  the  rest  to  get  off;  and  we  only  captured 

two  more  horses  and  one  man." 
Several  of  the  other  officers,  and  the  dragoons, 

corroborated  Howie's  testimony;  and  the  magis- 
trates, but  especially  Sir  Robert  Croyland, 

began  to  look  exceedingly  grave.  Mr.  Badford, 

however,  only  laughed,  turning  to  his  son,  and 

asking,  ''  Well,  Dick !  what  have  you  to  say  to 

all  this?" 
Bichard  Badford,  however,  merely  tossed  up 

his  head,  and  threw  back  his  shoulders,  without 

reply,  till  Sir  Robert  Croyland  addressed  him, 

saying,  I  hope,  Mr.  Radford,  you  can  clear 
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yourself  of  this  cliarge.  for  you  ought  to  know 

that  armed  resistance  to  the  King's  officers 

is  a  transportable  offence." 

**  I  will  speak  to  the  magistrates,"  replied 

young  Badford,  *^  when  I  can  speak  freely, 
without  all  these  people  about  me.  As  to  the 

goods  they  mention,  marked  with  my  name, 

I  know  nothing  about  them." 
**  Do  you  wish  to  speak  with  the  magistrates 

alone  ?"  demanded  old  Mr.  Badford. 

**  I  must  strongly  object  to  any  such  proceed- 

ing," exclaimed  Mowle. 

''  Pray,  sir,  meddle  with  what  concerns  you," 
said  old  Badford,  turning  upon  him  fiercely, 

*^  and  do  not  pretend  to  dictate  here.  You  gen- 
tlemen are  greatly  incUned  to  forget  your  place. 

I  think  that  the  room  had  better  be  cleared 

of  all  but  the  prisoner.  Sir  Bobert." 
The  baronet  bowed  his  head  ;  Squire 

JoUiyet  concurred  in  the  same  opinion;  and, 

though  one  or  two  of  the  others  hesitated,  they 

were  ultimately  overruled,  and  the  room  was 

cleared  of  all  persons  but  the  magistrates  and  the 

culprit. 
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Scarcely  was  this  done»  when»  with  a  bold  free 

air,  and  contemptuous  smile,  youDg  Badford 

advanced  to  the  side  of  the  table,  and  laid  his 

left  hand  firmly  upon  it ;  then,  looking  round 

from  one  to  another,  he  said,  "I  will  ask  you  a 

question,  worshipful  gentlemen. — Is  there  any 
one  of  you,  here  present,  who  has  never,  at  any 

time,  had  anything  to  do  with  a  smuggling 

affair? — Can  you  swear  it  upon  your  oaths? 

— Can  you,  sir  ? — Can  you  ?     Can  you  ?" 
The  magistrates  to  whom  he  addressed  him- 

self, looked  marvellously  rueful,  and  repUed 

not ;  and  at  last,  turning  to  his  father,  he  said, 

"  Can  you,  sir?  though  I,  methinks,  need  hardly 

ask  the  question." 

'*No,  by  Jove,  Dick,  I  can't!"  replied  his 

father,  laughing.  *'  I  wish  to  Heaven  you  wouldn't 
put  such  awful  interrogatories;  for  I  believe, 

for  that  matter,  we  are  all  in  the  same  boat." 

"  Then  I  refuse,"  said  young  Radford,  "  to  be 
judged  by  you.  Settle  the  matter  as  you  like. — 

Get  out  of  the  scrape  as  you  can ;  but  don't 
venture  to  convict  a  man  when  you  are  more 

guilty  than  he  is  himself.    If  you  do,  I  may 
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tell  a  few  tales  that  may  not  be  satisfiictory  to 

any  of  you." 
It  had  been  remarked^  that,  in  putting  his 

questions^  the  young  gentleman  had  entirely 

passed  Sir  Bobert  Croyland ;  and  Mr.  Jollivet 

whispered  to  the  gentleman  next  him,  **  I  think 
we  had  better  leave  him  and  Sir  Bobert  to  settle 

it,  for  I  belieye  the  baronet  is  quite  clear  of  the 

scrape." But  Mr.  Badford  had  oyerheaid,  and  he 

exclaimed,  "  No,  no ;  I  think  the  matter  is  quite 

clearhowwe  must  proceed.  There's  not  the  slight- 
est proof  given  that  he  knew  anything  about 

these  goods  being  marked  with  his  name,  or  that 

it  was  done  by  his  authority.  He  was  not  with 

the  men  either,  who  were  carrying  the  goods ; 

and  they  were  going  quite  away  from  his  own 

dwelling.  He  happened  to  come  there  acci- 

dentally, just  when  the  fray  was  going  on. 
That  I  can  prove,  for  I  sent  him  a  note  this 

morning,  telling  him  to  join  me  at  Ashford  as 

fast  as  possible." 

"  I  saw  it  delivered  myself,"  said  Sir  Bobert 
Croyland. 
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"  To  be  sure,"  rejoined  Mr.  Radford ;  "  and 
then,  as  to  his  talking  to  the  smugglers  when 

he  did  come  up,  I  dare  say  he  was  teUing  them 

to  surrender,  or  not  to  resist  the  law.  Wasn't 

it  so,  Dick  ?" 
*'  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  answered  Richard  Radford, 

boldly.  "  I  told  them  to  be  o£f  as  fast  as  they 
could.  But  I  did  tell  them  not  to  fire  any  more. 

That's  true  enough !" 

"  Ay,  to  be  sure,"  cried  Mr.  Radford.  "  He 
was  trying  to  persuade  them  not  to  resist  legi- 

timate authority." 
Almost  all  the  magistrates  burst  into  a  fit  of 

laughter ;  but,  no  way  disconcerted,  worthy  Mr. 

Radford  went  on  saying — "  While  he  was  doing 
this,  up  comes  this  fellow,  Birchett,  and  seizes 

him  by  the  collar;  and,  I  dare  say,  he  abused 

him  into  the  bargain." 
*'  He  said  I  was  a  d— d  smuggUng  blackguard 

myself,"  said  young  Radford. 
"  Well,  then,  gentlemen,  is  it  at  all  wonderful 

that  he  drew  his  sword  ?"  demanded  his  respect- 
able father.  "Is  every  gentleman  in  the  coimty  to 

be  ridden  over^  rough-shod,  by  these  officers  and 
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their  dragoons,  and  called  '  d — d  smuggling 
blackguards/  vfhen  they  are  actually  engaged  in 

persuading  the  smugglers  not  to  fire  ?  I  promise 

you,  my  son  shall  bring  an  action  against  that 

fellow,  Birchett,  for  an  assault.  It  seems  to  me 

that  the  case  is  quite  clear." 

"  It  is,  at  all  events,  rendered  doubtfiil," 

said  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  ''  by  what  has  been 
suggested.  I  think  the  officers  had  better  now 

be  recalled ;  and,  by  your  permission,  I  will  put 

a  few  questions  to  them." 
In  a  very  few  minutes  the  room  was,  once  more, 

nearly  filled,  and  the  baronet  addressed  Mowle,  in 

a  grave  tone,  saying — "A  very  different  view  of 
this  case  has  been  afforded  us,  Mr.  Mowle,  from 

that  which  you  gave  just  now.  It  is  distinctly 

proved,  and  I  myself  can  in  some  degree  testify 

to  the  fact,  that  Mr.  Badford  was  on  the  spot 

accidentally,  having  been  sent  for  by  his  father 

to  join  him  at  Ashford   " 

"  At  the  Bamleys',  I  suppose  you  mean,  sir," 
observed  Mowle,  drily. 

"  No,  sir;  at  Ashford,"  rejoined  Mr.  Badford ; 
and  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  proceeded  to  say : 
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"  The  young  gentleman  also  asserts  that  he 

-was  persuading  the  smugglers  to  submit  to 
lai?ful  authority,  ox,  at  all  events,  not  to  fire 

upon  you.  Was  there  any  more  firing  after  he 

came  up  ?" 
"  No;  there  was  not,"  answered  Mowle. 

«  They  all  galloped  o£f  as  hard  as  they  could." 

"  Corroborative  proof  of  his  statement,"  ob- 
served Sir  Robert,  solemnly.  "  The  only  ques- 

tion, therefore,  remaining,  seems  to  be,  as  to 

whether  Mr.  Badford,  junior,  had  really  any- 
thing to  do  with  the  placing  of  his  name  upon 

the  goods.  Now,  one  strong  reason  for  sup- 
posing such  not  to  be  the  case  is,  that  they  were 

not  found  near  his  house,  or  going  towards  it, 

but  the  contrary." 

"  Why,  he's  as  miich  at  home  in  the  Bamleys' 
house  as  at  his  own,"  said  a  voice  from  behind; 
but  Sir  Bobert  took  no  notice,  and  proceeded  to 

inquire — "Have  you  proof,  Mr.  Mowle,  that 
he  authorized  any  one  to  mark  these  goods  with 

his  name  ?" 
Mr.  Badford  smiled ;  and  Mowle,  the  officer, 

looked  a  little  puzzled.    At  length,  however,  he 
VOL.  I.  X 
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answered — "  No,  I  cau't  say  we  have^  Sir  Robert ; 
but  one  thing  is  very  certain,  it  is  not  quite 

customary  to  ask  for  such  proof  in  this  stage 

of  the  business,  and  in  the  cases  of  inferior 

men." "  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,"  replied  Sir  Robert 
Groyland,  in  a  dignified  and  sententious  tone, 

''  for  it  is  quite  necessary  that  in  all  cases  the 
evidence  should  be  clear  and  satisfactory  to 

justify  the  magistrates  in  committing  any  man 

to  prison,  even  for  trial.  In  this  instance 

nothing  is  proved,  and  not  even  a  fair  cause  for 

suspicion  made  out.  Mr.  Radford  was  there 

accidentally;  the  goods  were  going  in  a  different 
direction  from  his  house;  he  was  seized,  we 

think  upon  insufficient  grounds,  while  endea- 

vouring to  dissuade  the  smugglers  from  resist- 

ing the  king's  officers  and  troops ;  and  though 
we  may  judge  his  opposition  imprudent,  it  was 

not  wholly  unjustifiable.  The  prisoner  is  there- 

fore discharged." 

"  The  goods  were  going  to  tlie  Ramleys," 
said  the  man,  Clinch,  who  now,  emboldened  by 

the  presence  of  several  other  officers,  spoke  loud 
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and  decidedly.  "  Here  are  two  or  three  of  the- 
dragoons,  who  can  swear  that  they  followed  a 

party  of  the  smugglers  nearly  to  the  house^  and 

had  the  gates  shut  in  their  face  when  they  came 

up ;  and  I  can't  help  saying,  that  the  search  of 
the  house  by  Mr.  Radford  was  not  conducted  as 

it  ought  to  have  been.  The  two  officers  were  left 

without,  while  he  went  in  to  speak  with  old 

JRamley,  and  there  were  a  dozen  of  men,  or 

more,  in  the  kitchen." 

"  Pooh !  nonsense,  fellow !"  cried  Mr.  Badford, 

interrupting  him  with  a  laugh ;  **  I  did  it  for 

your  own  security." 
"And  then,"  continued  Clinch,  "when  we 

had  gone  down  into  the  concealed  cellar  below, 

which  was  as  clear  a  hide  for  smuggled  goods 

as  ever  was  seen,  he  would  not  let  me  carry  out 

the  search,  though  I  found  that  two  places  at 

the  sides  were  hollow,  and  only  covered  with 

boards." 
"  Why,  you  vagabond,  you  were  afraid  of 

going  down  at  all !"  said  Mr.  Kadford.  "  Where 

is  Adams  ?     He  can  bear  witness  of  it." 

"  Clinch  didn't  seem  to  like  it  much,  it  must  be 
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confessed/'  said  Adams,  without  coming  for- 
ward ;  "  but,  then,  the  place  was  so  full  of  men, 

it  was  enough  to  firighten  one.'* 

I  wasn't  frightened/'  rejoined  Mr.  Radford. 
Because  it  was  clear  enough  that  you  and 

the  Bamleys  understood  each  other/'  answered 
Clinch,  boldly. 

"  Pooh — ^pooh,  nonsense !"  said  Squire  Jol- 
livet.  "  You  must  not  talk  such  stuff  here,  Mr. 
Clinch.  But,  however  that  may  be,  the  prisoner 

is  discharged ;  and  now,  as  I  think  we  have  no 

more  business  before  us,  we  may  all  go  home ; 

for  it's  nearly  five  o'clock,  and  I,  for  one,  want 

my  dinner." 
"  Ay,  it  is  nearly  five  o'clock,"  said  young 

Badford,  who  had  been  standing  with  his  eyes 

cast  down  and  his  brow  knit;  " and  you  do  not 
know  what  you  have  all  done,  keeping  me  here 

in  this  way." 
He  added  an  oath,  and  then  flung  out  of  the 

toom,  passing  through  the  crowd  of  officers  and 

others,  in  his  way  towards  the  door,  without 

waiting  for  his  father,  who  had  risen  with  the  rest 

of  the  magistrates,  and  was  preparing  to  depart. 
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Sir  Bobert  Groyland  and  Mr.  Badford  de- 
scended the  stairs  of  the  inn  together ;  and  at 

the  bottom,  Mr.  Badford  shook  the  baronet 

heartily  by  the  hand,  saying,  loud  enough  to  be 

heard  by  everybody,  *'  That  was  admirably  well 

done.  Sir  Bobert !  Many  thanks — ^many  thanks.'* 

*'  None  to  me,  my  dear  sir,"  answered  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland.  "  It  was  but  simple  justice ;" 
and  he  turned  away  to  mount  his  horse. 

<«  Very  pretty  justice,  indeed !"  said  Mowle,  in 
a  low  voice,  to  the  sergeant  of  dragoons ;  "  but 

I  can't  help  fancying  there's  something  more 
nnder  this  than  meets  the  eye.  Mr.  Badford 

isn't  a  gentleman  who  usually  laughs  at  these 
matters  so  lightly.  But  if  he  thinks  to  cheat  me, 

perhaps  he  may  find  himself  mistaken." 
In  the  meantime  the  baronet  hastened  home- 

wards,  putting  liis  horse  into  a  quick  pace,  and 

taking  the  nearest  roads  through  the  woods, 

which  were  then  somewhat  thickly  scattered 

over  that  part  of  Kent  He  had  no  servant 
with  him  >  and  when  at  about  two  miles  from 

his  own  house,  he  passed  through  a  wild  and 

desolate  part  of  the  country,  near  what  is  now 
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called  Chequer  Tree,  he  looked  on  before  and 

around  him  on  every  side,  somewhat  anxiously, 

as  if  he  did  not  much  admire  the  aspect  of  the 

place. 
He  pushed  on,  however,  entered  the  wood,  and 

rode  rapidly  down  into  a  deep  dell,  which  may  still 

be  seen  in  that  neighbourhood,  though  its  wild 

and  gloomy  character  is  now  almost  altogether 

lost.  At  that  time,  tall  trees  grew  up  round  it 

on  either  hand,  leaving,  in  the  hollow,  a  Uttle 

patch  of  about  half  an  acre,  filled  with  long 

grass  and  some  stunted  willows,  while  the  head 

of  a  stream  bubbling  up  in  their  shade,  poured 

on  its  clear  waters  through  a  fringe  of  sedges 

and  rushes  towards  some  larger  river. 

The  sun  had  yet  an  hour  or  two  to  run  before 

his  setting ;  but  it  was  only  at  noon  of  a  sum> 

mer's  day  that  his  rays  ever  penetrated  into  that 
gloomy  and  secluded  spot;  and  towards  the 

evening  it  had  a  chilly  and  desolate  aspect,  which 

made  one  feel  as  if  it  were  a  place  debarred  for 

ever  of  the  bright  light  of  day.  The  green 

tints  of  spring,  or  the  warmer  brown  of  autumn, 
seemed  to  make  no  difference,  for  the  shadea 
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were  always  blue,  dull  and  heavy,  mingling  with 

the  thin  filmy  mist  that  rose  up  from  the  plashy 

ground  on  either  side  of  the  road. 
A  ffdnt  sort  of  shudder  came  over  Sir  Bobert 

Croyland,  probably  from  the  damp  air ;  and  he 

urged  his  horse  rapidly  down  the  hill  without  any 

consideration  for  the  beast's  knees.  He  was 
spurring  on  towards  the  other  side,  as  if  eager 

to  get  out  of  it,  when  a  voice  was  heard  from 

amongst  the  trees,  exclaiming^  in  a  sad  and 

melancholy  tone,  "Robert  Croyland!  Robert 

Croyland  !  what  look  you  for  here  ?** 
The  baronet  turned  on  his  saddle  with  a  look 

of  terror  and  anguish ;  but,  instead  of  stopping, 

he  dug  his  spurs  into  the  horse's  sides,  and 
galloped  up  the  opposite  slope.  As  if  irre- 

sistibly impelled  to  look  at  that  which  he 

dreaded,  he  gazed  round  twice  as  he  ascended, 

and  each  time  beheld,  standing  in  the  middle  of 

the  road,  the  same  figure,  wrapped  in  a  large 
dark  cloak,  which  he  had  seen  when  first  the  voice 

caught  his  ear.  Each  time  he  averted  his  eyes 

in  an  instant,  and  spurred  on  more  fiuiously 

than  ever.    His  accelerated  pace  soon  carried 
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him  to  the  top  of  the  hill^  where  he  could  see 

over  the  trees ;  and  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hoor» 

he  reached  Halden^  when  he  began  to  check 
his  horse,  and  reasoned  with  himself  on  his 

own  sensations.  There  was  a  great  struggle  in 
his  mind ;  but  ere  he  arriyed  at  Harbourne 

House  he  had  gained  sufiKcient  mastery  orer 

himself  to  say,  **  What  a  strange  thing  imagina- 

tion is !" 

END  OF  VOL.   T. 

Tt  C.  SarUIt  FilnUr,  4,  CEhaadoft-stteet,  OoTeot-t«rdeB. 



THE  SMUGGLER: 

^  ̂ ale. 

BY   G.   P.   R.   JAMES,   ESQ. 
AUTHOR  OF 

•*  DARNLET,"  "  DE  l'oBMB,**  "  BICHEUEU," 
ETC.  ETC. 

IN  THREE  YOLUliES. 

VOL.  IL 

LONDON: 

SMITH,  ELDEE  AND  CO.,  65,  CORNHILL. 

1845. 





THE    SMUGGLER. 

CHAPTER   L 

What  a  varying  thing  is  the  stream  of  life ! 

How  it  sparkles  and  glitters !  Now  it  bounds 

along  its  pebbly  bed,  sometimes  in  sunshine, 

and  sometimes  in  shade ;  sometimes  sporting 

round  all  things^  as  if  its  essence  were  merri- 

ment and  brightness;  sometimes  flowing  so- 
lemnly on,  as  if  it  were  derived  from  Lethe 

itself.  Now  it  runs  like  a  hquid  diamond  along 

the  meadow ;  now  it  plunges  in  fume  and  fury 

over  the  rock ;  now  it  is  clear  and  limpid,  as 

youth  and  innocence  can  make  it;  now  it  is 

heavy  and  turbid,  with  the  varying  streams  of 

thought  and  memory  that  are  ever  flowing  into 

it,  each  bringing  its  store  of  dulness  and  poUu- 
VOL.  n.  B 
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tion  as  it  tends  towards  the  end.  Its  voice^  too, 

varies  as  it  goes;  now  it  sings  lightly  as  it 
dances  on ;  now  it  roars  amidst  the  obstacles 

that  oppose  its  way ;  and  now  it  has  no  tone 

but  the  dull  low  murmur  of  exhausted  energy. 

Such  is  the  stream  of  life !  yet,  perhaps,  few 

of  us  would  wish  to  change  our  portion  of  it 

for  the  calm  regularity  of  a  canal — even  if  one 
could  be  constructed  without  locks  and  flood- 

gates upon  it  to  hold  in  the  pent-up  waters  of 
the  heart  till  they  are  ready  to  burst  through 
the  banks. 

Life  was  in  its  sparkling  aspect  with  Zaia 

Croyland  and  Sir  Edward  Digby,  when  they  set 
out  on  horseback  for  the  house  of  old  Mr. 

Croyland,  cantering  easily  along  the  roads  of 

that  part  of  the  country,  which,  in  the  days  I 

9peak  of,  were  soft  and  somewhat  sandy.  Two 
servants  followed  behind  at  a  discreet  distance ; 

and  lightly  passing  oyer  hill  and  dale,  with  all 

the^loveliness  of  a  very  bright  portion  of  our  fair 

land  stretched  out  around  them,  the  young 

lady  and  her  companion  drew  in,  through  the 

eyes,  fresh  sensations  of  happiness  from  all 
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the  lovely  things  of  nature.  The  yellow  woods 
wanned  their  hearts;  the  blue  heaven  raised 

their  thoughts;  the  soft  air  refreshed  and 

cheered  all  their  feelings ;  and»  when  a  passing 

cloud  swept  over  the  sky,  it  only  gave  that  slight 

shadowy  tone  to  the  mind,  which  wakens 

within  us  the  deep,  innate,  and  elevating  move- 
ments of  the  spirit;  that  seem  to  connect  the 

aspect  of  Ood's  visible  creation,  with  a  higher  and 
a  purer  state  of  being.  Each  had  some  spring 

of  happiness  in  the  heart  fresh  opened ;  for,  to 

the  fair  girl  who  went  bounding  along  through 

that  gay  world,  the  thought  that  she  was  con- 
veying to  a  dear  sister  tidings  of  hope,  was  in 

itself  a  joy;  and  to  her  companion  a  new  subject 

of  contemplation  was  presenting  itself,  in  the 

very  being  who  accotiipanied  him  on  the  way— ̂  

a  subject  quite  untouched  and  novel,  and,  to  a 

man  of  his  character  and  disposition,  a  most 

interesting  one. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  had  mingled  much  widi 

the  world ;  he  had  seen  many  scenes  of  dif- 
ferent kinds ;  he  had  visited  various  countries, 

the  most  opposite  to  each  other ;  he  had  fre- 
b2 
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quented  courts^  and  camps,  and  cities ;  and  he- 

had  known  and  seen  a  good  deal  of  -woman, 
and  of  woman  s  heart ;  but  he  had  neyer  yet  met 

any  one   like  Zara  Croyland.    The  woman  of 
fashion  and  of  rank  in  all  the  few  modifications 

of  character  that  her  circumstances  admit — ^for 

rank  and  fashion  are  sadly  like  the  &mous  bed 

of  the  robber  of  Attica,  on  which  all  men  are  cut 

down  or  stretched  out  to  a  certain  size, — ^was  well 

known  to  him,  and  looked  upon  much  in  the^ 
light  of  an  exotic  plant,  kept  in  an  artificial 

state  of  existence,  with  many  beauties  and  ex- 

cellences, perhaps,  mingling  with   many  de- 
formities  and  faults,  but  still  weakened  and 

deprived  of  individuality  by  long  drilling  in  a 
round  of  conventionalities.    He  had  seen,  too, 

the  wild  Indian,  in  the  midst  of  her  native  woods,, 

and  might  have  sometimes  admired  the  firee  grace 

and  wild  energy  of  uncultivated  and  unperverted 

nature;  but  he  was  not  very  fond  of  barbarism, 

and  though  he  might  admit  the  existence  of  fine 

qualities,  even  in  a  savage,  yet  he  had  not  been 

filled  with  any  great  enthusiasm  in  favour  of  In- 
dian life,  from  what  he  had  seen  in  Canada.  The 

truth  is,  he  had  never  been  a  very  dissolute,  or. 
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=08  it  is  termed^  a  very  gay  man — ^he  was  not  sated 
and  surfeited  with  the  vices  of  civilization^  and 

consequently  was  not  inclined  to  seek  for  new 

excitement  in  the  very  opposite  extreme  of 

primeval  rudeness. 

Most  of  the  gradations  between  the  two,  he  had 

seen  at  different  periods  and  in  different  lands ; 

but  yet  in  her  who  now  rode  along  beside  him, 

there  was  something  different  from  any.  It  was 

not  a  want,  but  a  combination  of  the  quahties  he 

had  remarked  in  others.  There  was  the  polish 

and  the  cultivation  of  high  class  and  finished 

training,  with  a  slight  touch  of  the  wildness  and 

the  originality  of  the  fresh  unsophisticated 

heart.  There  was  the  grace  of  education,  and 

the  grace  of  nature;  and  there  seemed  to  be 

high  natural  powers  of  intellect,  uncurbed  by 

iirtificial  rules,  but  supplied  with  materials  by 
instruction. 

All  this  was  apparent ;  but  the  question  with 

him  was,  as  to  the  heart  beneath,  and  its  emo- 

tions. He  gazed  upon  her  as  they  went  on — 

when  she  was  not  looking  that  way — ^he  watched 
her  countenance,  the  habitual  expression  of 

the  features,  and  the  varying  expression  which 
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every  emotion  prodaced.  Her  face  seemed  like 

a  bright  looking-glass^  which  a  breath  will  dim, 
and  a  touch  will  brighten ;  but  there  is  so  much 

deceit  in  the  world,  and  every  man  who  has 

mingled  with  that  world  must  have  seen  so 

vmuch  of  it,  and  every  man,  also,  has  within 

himself  such  internal  and  convincing  proofs  of 

our  human  nature  s  fondness  for  seeming,  that 

we  are  all  inclined — except  in  very  early  youth — 
to  doubt  the  first  impression,  to  inquire  beyond 

the  external  appearance,  and  to  inquire  if  the 

lieart  of  the  fruit  corresponds  with  the  beauty  of 
the  outside. 

He  asked  himself  what  was  she  really? — what 

was  true,  and  what  was  Mse,  in  that  bright  and 

sparkling  creature  ?  Whether,  was  the  gaiety 
or  the  sadness  the  real  character  of  the  mind 

within?  or  whether  the  firequent  variation  from 

the  one  to  the  other — ^ay,  and  from  energy  to 

lightness,  from  softness  to  firmness,  from  gen- 

tleness to  vigour — ^were  not  all  the  indications 
of  a  character  as  various  as  the  moods  which 

it  assumed. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  was  resolved  not  to  fall  in 

love,  which  is  the  most  dangerous  resolution 
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that  a  man  can  take ;  for  it  is  seldom^  if  ever, 

taken,  except  in  a  case  of  great  necessity— one 
of  those  hasty  outworks  thrown  up  against  a 

powerful  enemy,  which  are  generally  taken  in  a 

moment  and  the  cannon  therein  turned  against 
ourselves. 

Nevertheless,  he  had  resolved,  as  I  have 

said,  not  to  fall  in  love ;  and  he  fancied  that, 

strengthened  by  that  resolution,  he  was  quite 

secure.  It  must  not  be  understood,  indeed, 

that  Sir  Edward  Bigby  never  contemplated 

marriage.  On  the  contrary,  he  thought  of  it 

as  a  remote  evil  that  was  hkely  to  £a11  upon  him 

some  day,  by  an  inevitable  necessity.  It  seemed 

a  sort  of  duty,  indeed,  to  transmit  his  name,  and 

honours,  and  wealth  to  another  generation ;  and 

as  duties  are  not  always  very  pleasant  things, 

he,  from  time  to  time,  looked  forward  to  the  exe- 

cution of  his,  in  this  respect,  in  a  calm,  philoso- 

phical, determined  manner.  Thirty-five,  he 
thought,  would  be  a  good  time  to  marry ;  and 

when  he  did  so,  he  had  quite  made  up  his  mind 

to  do  it  with  the  utmost  deUberation  and  cool- 

ness. It  should  be  quite  a  matiage  de  raison. 

He  would  take  it  as  a  dose  of  physio — a  dis- 
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agreeable  thing,  to  be  done  when  necessary,  but 

not  a  minute  before ;  and  in  the  meantime,  to 

fall  in  love,  was  quite  out  of  the  question. 

No,  he  was  examining  and  investigating  and 

contemplating  Zara  Oroyland's  character,  merely 
as  a  matter  of  interesting  speculation ;  and  a 

very  dangerous  speculation  it  was.  Sir  Edward 

Digby !  I  don't  know  which  was  most  perilous, 
that,  or  your  resolution. 

It  is  very  strange,  he  never  recollected 
that,  in  no  other  case  in  his  whole  career, 

had  he  found  it  either  necessary  to  take  such  a 

resolution,  or  pleasant  to  enter -into  such  a 
speculation.  If  he  had,  perhaps  he  might  have 

begun  to  tremble  for  himself.  Nor  did  he  take 

into  the  calculation  the  very  important  £6ict  that 

Zara  Croyland  was  both  beautiful  and  pretty — 
two  very  different  things,  reader,  as  you  will 

find,  if  you  examine.  A  person  may  be  very 

pretty  without  being  the  least  beautiful,  or  very 

beautiful  without  being  the  least  pretty;  but 

when  those  two  qualities  are  both  combined, 

and  when,  in  one  girl,  the  beauty  of  features 

and  of  form  that  excites  admiration,  is  joined 

with  that  prettiness  of  expression,  and  colour- 
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ing,  and  arrangement  that  wakens  tenderness 

and  wins  affection.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  the 

man  who  rides  along  with  her  through  fair 

scenes,  under  a  bright  sky  ! 

Digby  did  not  at  all  find  out,  that  he 

was  in  the  most  dangerous  situation  in  the 

world ;  or,  if  some  fancy  ever  came  upon  him, 

that  he  was  not  quite  safe^  it  was  but  as  one  of 

those  vague  impressions  of  peril  that  float  for 

a  single  instant  over  the  mind  when  we  are 

engaged  in  any  very  bold  and  exciting  under- 
taking, and  pass  away  again  as  fast. 

Far  from  guarding  himself  at  all,  Sir  Edward 

Digby  went  on  in  his  unconsciousness,  laying 

himself  more  and  more  open  to  the  enemy. 

In  pursuit  of  his  scheme  of  investigation,  he 

proceeded,  as  they  rode  along,  to  try  the  mind 

of  his  fair  companion  in  a  thousand  different 

ways ;  and  every  instant  he  brought  forth  some 

new  and  dangerous  quality.  He  found  that,  in 

the  comparative  solitude  in  which  she  lived,  she 

had  had  time  for  study  as  well  as  thought,  and 

had  acquired  far  more,  and  far  more  varied  stores 

of  information,  than  was  common  with  the  young 

women  of  her  day.    It  was  not  alone  that  she 



30  THE   SMUGGLER. 

Gould  read  and  spell — ^which  a  great  many  cotdd 

not,  in  those  times^ — ^but  she  had  read  a  number 

of  dijSerent  works  upon  a  number  of  di£ferent 

subjects ;  knew  as  much  of  other  lands,  and  of 

the  habits  of  other  people,  as  books  could  give, 

and  was  tastefully  proficient  in  the  arts  that 

brighten  life,  even  where  their  oultiration  is  not 

its  object. 

Thus  her  conversation  had  always  something 

new  about  it.  The  very  images  that  sug- 
gested themselves  to  her  mind  were  derived 

firom  such  numerous  sources,  that  it  kept  the 

fieuicy  on  the  stretch  to  follow  her  in  her  flights, 

and  made  their  whole  talk  a  sort  of  playful 

chase,  like  that  of  one  bird  after  another  in 

the  air.  Now  she  borrowed  a  comparison  for 

something  sensible  to  the  eye  firom  the  sweet 

music  that  charms  the  ear — ^now  she  found  out 

links  of  association  between  the  singing  of  the 

birds  and  some  of  the  fine  paintings  that  she  had 

seen  or  heard  of — ^now  combined  a  bright  scene, 
or  a  peculiar  moment  of  happiness,  with  the 
sweet  odours  of  the  flowers  or  the  murmur  of 

the  stream.  With  everything  in  nature  and 

art  she  sported,  apparently  imconscious;  and 
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often,  too,  in  speaUng  of  the  emotions  of  the 

heart  or  the  thoughts  of  the  mind,  she  would, 

with  a  bright  flash  of  imagination,  cast  lights 

upon  those  dark  and  hidden  things,  from  ob- 

jects in  the  external  world,  or  from  the  com- 
mon events  of  life. 

Eagerly  Digby  led  her  on — ^pleased,  excited, 
entertained  himself;  but  in  so  doing  he  produced 

an  elSeot  whidi  he  had  not  calculated  upon.  He 

made  a  change  in  her  feelings  towards  himself. 

She  had  thought  him  a  very  agreeable  man 
from  the  first;  she  had  seen  that  he  was  a 

gentleman  by  habit,  and  divined  that  he  was  so 

by  nature ;  but  now  she  began  to  think  that  he 

was  a  very  high-toned  and  noble-minded  man, 
that  he  was  one  worthy  of  high  station  and  of  all 

happiness — she  did  not  say— of  affection,  nor  let 
the  image  of  love  pass  distinctly  before  her 

eyes.  There  might  be  a  rosy  cloud  in  the  far 

sky  wherein  the  god  was  veiled ;  but  she  did 

not  see  him — or,  was  it  that  she  would  not  ? 

Perhaps  it  was  so;  for  woman's  heart  is  often 

as  perverse  and  blind,  in  these  matters,  as  man's. 
But  one  thing  is  clear,  no  two  people  can  thus 

pour  forth  the  streams  of  congenial  thought 
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and  feeling — to  flow  on  mingling  together  in 

sweet  communion — ^for  any  great  length  of  time, 
without  a  change  of  their  sensations  towards  each 

other ;  and,  unless  the  breast  be  well  guarded 

by  passion  for  another,  it  is  not  alone  that  mind 

with  mind  is  blended,  but  heart  with  heart. 

Though  the  distance  was  considerable, — that 
is  to  say,  some  three  or  four  miles,  and  they 

made  it  more  than  twice  as  long  by  turning  up 
towards  the  hills,  to  catch  a  fine  view  of  the 

wooded  world  below,  on  whose  beauty  Zara 

expatiated  eloquently, — and  though  they  talked 
of  a  thousand  different  subjects,  which  I  have 

not  paused  to  mention  here,  lest  the  detail 

should  seem  all  too  tedious,  yet  their  ride  passed 

away  briefly,  like  a  dream.  At  length,  coming 

tlirough  some  green  lanes,  overhung  by  young 

saplings  and  a  crown  of  brambles  and  other 

hedge-row  shrubs — ^no  longer,  alas,  in  flower — 
they  caught  sight  of  the  chimneys  of  a  house  a 

little  way  farther  on,  and  Zara  said,  with  a  sigh» 

"  There  is  my  uncle's  house." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  asked  himself,  <*  Why 

does  she  sigh?"  and  as  he  did  so,  felt  inclined 
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to  sigh,  too ;  for  the  ride  had  seemed  too  short, 

and  had  now  become  as  a  pleasant  thing  passed 

away.  But  then  he  thought,  *'  We  shall  enjoy 

it  once  again  as  we  return ;"  and  he  took  ad- 
yantage  of  their  slackened  pace  to  say^  ''  As  I 
know  you  are  anxious  to  speak  with  your  sister. 

Miss  Croyland,  I  will  contrive  to  occupy  your 
uncle  for  a  time,  if  we  find  him  at  home.  I 

fear  I  shall  not  be  able  to  obtain  an  opportunity 

of  talking  with  her  myself  on  the  subjects  that 

80  deeply  interest  her,  as  at  one  time  I  hoped  to 

do ;  but  I  am  quite  sure,  from  what  I  see  of 

you,  that  I  may  depend  upon  what  you  tell  me, 

and  act  accordingly.*' 
As  if  by  mutual  consent,  they  had  avoided, 

during  their  expedition  of  that  morning,  the 

subject  which  was,  perhaps,  most  in  the  thoughts 
of  each ;  but  now  Zara  checked  her  horse  to  a 

slow  walk,  and  repUed,  after  a  moment's 
thought,  ''  I  should  think,  if  you  desire  it, 

you  could  easily  obtain  a  few  minutes'  con- 

versation with  her  at  my  uncle's. — ^I  only  don't 
know  whether  it  may  agitate  her  too  much  or 

not.    Perhaps  you  had  better  let  me  speak  with 
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her  first,  and  then,  if  she  mshes  it,  she  will 

easily  find  the  means.  Tou  may  trust  to  me, 

indeed.  Sir  Edward,  in  Edith's  case,  though 
I  do  not  always  say  exactly  what  I  mean  about 

myself.  Not  that  I  have  done  otherwise  with 

you ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  neither  had  time  nor 

occasion ;  but  with  the  people  that  occasionally 

come  to  the  house,  sometimes  it  is  necessary, 

and  sometimes  I  am  tempted,  out  of  pure  per- 
versity, to  make  them  think  me  very  different 

firom  what  I  am.  It  is  not  always  with  those 

that  I  hate  or  despise  either,  but  sometimes 

with  people  that  I  like  and  esteem  very  much. 

Now,  I  dare  say  poor  Hairy  Layton  has  given 

you  a  very  sad  account  of  me?" 
''  No,  indeed,"  answered  Sir  Edward  Digby; 

<<  you  do  him  wrong ;  I  have  not  the  least 

objection  to  tell  you  exactly  what  he  said." 
''  Oh,  do — do !"  cried  Zara ; ''  I  should  like  to 

hear  very  much,  for  I  am  afraid  I  used  to  tease 

him  terribly." 
''  He  said,"  rephed  Digby,  ''that  when  last 

he  saw  you,  you  were  a  gay,  kind-hearted  girl  of 
fourteen,  and  that  he  was  sure,  if  I  spoke  to  you 
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about  him,  you  i^ould  tell  me  all  that  I  wanted 

to  know  with  truth  and  candour." 

"  That  was  kind  of  him/'  said  Zara,  with 

some  emotion,  **  that  was  very  kind.  I  am 
glad  he  knows  me ;  and  yet  that  very  candour. 

Sir  Edward,  some  people  call  affectation,  and 

some  impudence.  I  am  a&aid  that  those  who 

know  much  of  the  world  never  judge  rightly  of 

those  who  know  little  of  it.  Sincerity  is  a  com- 
modity so  very  rare,  I  am  told,  in  the  best 

society,  that  those  who  meet  with  it  never  be- 

lieve that  they  have  got  the  genuine  article." 

"  I  know  a  good  deal  of  the  world,"  replied 
the  young  baronet, "  but  yet,  my  dear  Miss  Croy- 
land,  I  do  not  think  that  I  have  judged  you 

wrongly;"  and  he  fell  into  thought. 
The  next  moment  they  turned  up  to  the 

house  of  old  Mr.  Croyland;  and  while  the  ser- 
vants were  holding  the  horses,  and  Zara,  with 

the  aid  of  Sir  Edward  Digby,  dismounting  at 

the  door,  they  saw,  to  her  horror  and  con- 

sternation, a  large,  yellow  coach  coming  down 

the  hill  towards  the  house,  which  she  instantly 

recognised  as  her  fisither's  fieunily  vehicle. 
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"My  aunt,  my  aunt,  upon  my  life!"  ex- 
claimed Zara,  with  a  rueful  shake  of  the  head. 

"  I  must  speak  one  word  with  Edith  before  she 

comes;  so  forgive  me.  Sir  Edward,"  and  she 
darted  into  the  house,  asking  a  black  servant,  in 
a  shawl  turban  and  a  long  white  gown,  where 
Miss  Groyland  was  to  be  found. 

''  She  out  in  de  garden,  pretty  missy,"  repUed 
the  man  ;  and  Zara  ran  on  through  the  vesti- 

bule before  her.  Unfortunately,  vestibules  will 

have  doors  communicating  with  them,  which,  I 

have  often  remarked,  have  an  unhappy  propen- 
sity to  open  when  any  one  is  anxious  to  pass 

by  them  quietly.  It  was  so  in  the  present  in- 
stance :  roused  from  a  reverie  by  the  ringing  of 

the  bell,  and  the  sound  of  voices  without,  Mr. 

Groyland  issued  forth  just  at  the  moment  when 

Zara's  Ught  foot  was  carrying  her  across  to  the 
garden ;  and  catching  her  by  the  arm,  he  detained 

her,  asking,  "  What  brought  you  here,  saucy 

girl,  and  whither  are  you  running  so  fast  ?" 
Now  Zara,  though  she  was  not  good  Mr. 

Zachary's  favourite,  had  a  very  just  appreciation 
of  her  uncle's  character,  and  knew  that  tlie 
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simple  truth  was  less  dangerous  with  him  than 

with  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  persons  out 

of  a  thousand  in  civilized  society.  She,  there- 

fore, replied  at  once.  "  Don't  stop  me,  uncle, 

there's  a  good  man!  I  came  to  speak  a  few 
words  to  Edith,  and  wish  to  speak  them  before 

my  aunt  arrives." 
"  What !  plot  and  counterplot,  I  will  warrant !" 

exclaimed  Mr.  Croyland,  freeing  her  arm. 

"  Well,  get  you  gone,  you  graceless  monkey  1 
Ha!  who  have  we  here?  Why,  my  young 

friend,  the  half-bottle  man!  Are  you  one  of 

the  plotters  too.  Sir  Edward?" 
''  Oh,  I  am  a  complete  master  in  the  art  of 

domestic  strategy,  I  assure  you,"  answered  the 
young  oflBcer,  "  and  I  propose — Shaving  heard 

what  Miss  Groyland  has  just  said — that  we 
take  up  a  position  across  these  glass  doors, 

in  order  to  favour  her  operations.  We  can 

then  impede  the  advance  of  Mrs.  Barbara's 
corps,  by  throwing  forward  the  light-infantry  of 

small-talk,  assure  her  it  is  a  most  beautiful  day, 
tell  her  that  the  view  from  the  hill  is  lovely,  and 

that  the  slight  yellowness  of  September  gives  a 
VOL.  n.  c 
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fine  \7armth  to  the  green  foliage — ^with  yarious 
other  pieces  of  information  which  she  does  not 

desire — ^till  the  manoeuvres  in  oar  rear  are  com- 

plete." ''  Ah,  you  are  a  sad  knave/'  repUed  Mr. 
Zachary  Croyland,  laughing,  "  and,  I  see, 
are  quite  ready  to  aid  the  young  in  bamboozling 

the  old." 
But,  alas,  the  best  schemed  campaign  is 

subject  to  accidental  impediments  in  execution, 

which  will  often  deprive  it  of  success  I  Almost 

as  Mr.  Croyland  spoke,  the  carriage  rolled  up ; 
and  not  small  was  the  horror  of  the  master  of 

the  house,  to  see  riding  behind  it,  on  a  tall 

grey  horse,  no  other  than  young  Bichard  Bad- 
ford.  Sir  Edward  Digby,  though  less  horrified, 

was  not  well  pleased ;  but  it  was  Mr.  Croyland 

who  spoke,  and  that  in  rather  a  sharp  and  angry 

tone,  stepping  forward,  at  the  same  time,  over  the 

threshold  of  his  door :  *'  Mr.  Badford,"  he  said — 

"  Mr.  Badford,  I  am  surprised  to  see  you!  You 
must  very  well  know,  that  although  I  tolerate, 

and  am  obhged  to  tolerate,  a  great  many  people 

whom  I  don't  approve,  at  my  brother's  house. 
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your  society  is  not  that  which  I  particularly 

desire." 
Young  Badford's  eyes  flashed,  bat,  for  once  in 

his  hfe»  he  exercised  some  command  over  him^ 

self.  "  I  came  here  at  your  sisters  suggestion, 

sir/'  he  said. 

**  Oh,  Barbara,  Barbara!  barbarous  Barbara!" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Zachary  Groyland,  shaking  his 

head  at  his  sister,  who  was  stepping  out  of  the 

carriage.  "  The  devil  himself  never  inyented 
an  instrument  better  fitted  to  torment  the  whole 

human  race,  than  a  woman  with  the  best  in- 

tentions  in  the  world.'' 

*'  Why,  my  dear  brother,"  said  Mrs.  Bar- 
bara, with  the  look  of  a  martyr,  '*  you  know 

quite  well  that  Bobert  wishes  Mr.  Bedford 

to  have  the  opportunity  of  paying  his  addresses 

to  Edith,  and  so  I  proposed   ** 
"  He  shan't  have  the  opportunity  here,  by 

Vishnoo  1"  cried  the  old  gentleman. 

"  To  say  the  truth,"  said  Mr.  Badford,  inter- 

posing, ''such  was  not  my  object  in  coming 
hither  to-day.  I  wished  to  have  the  honour  of 

saying  a  few  words  to  a  gentleman  I  see  stand* c2 

[ 
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ing  behind  you,  sir,  \rbich  was  also  the  motive 

of  my  going  over  to  Harboume  House.  Other- 
Trise,  well  knowing  your  prejudices,  I  should  not 

have  troubled  you ;  for,  I  can  assure  you,  that 

your  company  is  not  particularly  agreeable  to> 
mey 

*^  If  mine  is  what  you  want,  sir,"  replied  Sir 
Edward  Digby,  stepping  forward  and  passing 

Mr.  Croyland,  "  it  is  very  easily  obtained ;  but, 
as  it  seems  you  are  not  a  welcome  guest  here, 

perhaps  we  had  better  walk  along  the  lane  to- 

gether.*' "  A  less  distance  than  that  will  do,'*  an* 
swered  Richard  Badfozd,  throwing  the  bridle  of 

his  horse  to  one  of  the  servants,  and  taking  two 

or  three  steps  away  from  the  house. 

"  Oh,  Zachary,  my  dear  brother,  do  inter- 

fere !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Barbara.  *'  I  forgot 
they  had  quarrelled  yesterday  morning,  and 

unfortunately  let  out  that  Sir  Edward  was  here. 

There  will  be  a  duel,  if  you  don't  stop  them." 
"  Not  I,''  cried  Mr.  Croyland,  rubbing  his 

hands ;  '*  it's  a  pleasure  to  see  two  fools  cut 

each  other's  throats.    I'd  lay  any  wager — ^if  I 
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ever  did  sach  a  thing  as  lay  wagers  at  all — that 

Digby  pricks  him  through  the  midriff.  There's 
a  nice  little  spot  at  the  end  of  the  garden  quite 

fit  for  such  exercises." 
Mr.  Zachary  Groyland  was  merely  playing 

upon  his  sister's  apprehensions,  as  the  best  sort 
of  punishment  he  could  inflict  for  the  mischief 

she  had  brought  about ;  but  he  never  had  the 

sUghtest  idea  that  Sir  Edward  Digby  and  young 

Badford  would  come  to  anything  Uke  extreme 

measures  in  his  sister  s  presence,  knowing  the 

one  to  be  a  gentleman,  and  mistakenly  beUev- 
ing  the  other  to  be  a  coward.  The  conversation 

of  the  two  who  had  walked  away  was  not  of  long 

duration :  nor,  for  a  time,  did  it  appear  very  vehe- 
ment. Mr.  Radford  said  something,  and  the  young 

Baronet  replied;  Mr.  Badford  rejoined,  and 

Digby  answered  the  rejoinder.  Then  some  new 

observation  was  made  by  the  other,  which 
seemed  to  cause  Sir  Edward  to  look  round  to 

the  house,  and,  seeing  Mr.  Groyland  and  his 

sister  still  on  the  step,  to  make  a  sign  for  young 

Kadford  to  follow  to  a  greater  distance.  The 

latter,  however,  planted  the  heel  of  his  boot 
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tight  in  the  gravely  as  if  to  give  emphasis  to 
T7hat  he  said»  and  uttered  a  sentence  in  a  louder 

tone«  and  with  a  look  so  fierce,  meaning,  and 

contemptuous,  that  Mr.  Croyland  saw  the  matter 

was  getting  serious,  and  stepped  forward  to 
interfere. 

In  an  instant,  however.  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

apparently  provoked  beyond  bearing,  raised  the 

heavy  horsewhip  which  he  had  in  his  hand, 

and  laid  it  three  or  four  times,  with  great  ra- 

pidity, over  Mr.  Badford's  shoulders.  The 
young  man  instantly  dropped  his  own  whip, 

drew  his  sword,  and  made  a  fierce  lunge  at  the 

young  ofiicer's  breast.  The  motion  was  so 
rapid,  and  the  thrust  so  well  aimed,  that  Digby 

had  barely  time  to  put  it  aside  with  his  riding- 
whip,  receiving  a  wound  in  his  left  shoulder  as 
he  did  so.  But  the  next  moment  his  sword  was 

also  out  of  the  sheath,  and,  after  three  sharp 

passes,  young  Badford's  bl^de  was  flying  over 
the  neighbouring  hedge,  and  a  blow  in  the  face 

firom  the  hilt  of  Sir  Edward  Digby  s  weapon 

brought  him  with  his  knee  to  the  ground. 

The  whole  of  this  scene  passed  as  quick  as 

lightning ;  and  I  have  not  thought  fit  to  inter- 
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rapt  the  narration  for  the  purpose  of  recording, 

in  order,  the  four,  several,  piercing  shrieks  with 

^hich  Mrs.  Barbara  Groyland  accompanied  each 

act  of  the  drama.  The  first/howeyer,  was  loud 

enough  to  call  Zara  from  the  garden,  even  be- 
fore she  had  found  her  sister ;  and  she  came  up 

to  her  aunt  s  side  just  at  the  moment  that  young 
Badford  was  disarmed,  and  then  struck  in  the 

&ce  by  his  opponent. 

Slightly  heated.  Sir  Edward  gazed  at  him 

with  his  weapon  in  his  hand  ;  and  the  young 

lady,  clasping  her  hands,  exclaimed  aloud, 

"  Hold,  Sir  Edward !  Sir  Edward !  for  Hea- 

ven's sake!" 
Sir  Edward  Digby  turned  round  with  a  faint 

smile,  thrast  his  sword  back  into  the  sheath,  and, 

without  bestowing  another  word  on  his  adver- 

sary, walked  slowly  back  to  the  door  of  the 

house,  and  apologized  to  Mrs.  Barbara  for  what 

had  occurred,  saying,  ''  I  beg  you  ten  thousand 
pardons,  my  dear  madam,  for  treating  you  to 

such  a  sight  as  this ;  but  I  can  assure  you  it  is 

not  my  seeking.  That  person,  who  failed  to 

keep  an  appointment  with  me  yesterday,  thought 

fit  twice  just  now  to  call  me  coward ;  and  as  he 
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would  not  walk  to  a  little  distance^  I  had 

no  resource  but  to  horsewhip  him  where  I 

stood." 
"  Pity  you  didn't  run  him  through  the  liver!" 

observed  Mr.  Groyland. 

While  these  few  words  were  passing,  young 

Badford  rose  slowly,  paused  for  an  instant 

to  gaze  upon  the  ground,  and  then,  gnawing  his 

lip,  approached  his  horse's  side.  There  is, 
perhaps,  no  passion  of  the  human  heart  more 

dire,  more  terrible  than  impotent  revenge,  or 

more  uncontrollable  in  its  effect  upon  the 
human  countenance.  The  face  of  Richard 

Radford,  handsome  as  it  was  in  many  respects, 

was  at  the  moment  when  he  put  his  foot  into 

the  stirrup  and  swung  himself  up  to  the  saddle, 

perfectly  frightful,  from  the  fiend-Uke  expression 
of  rage  and  disappointment  that  it  bore.  He 

felt  that  he  was  powerless — for  a  time,  at  least ; 
that  he  had  met  an  adversary  greatly  superior 

to  himself,  both  in  skill  and  strength ;  and  that 

he  had  suffered  not  only  defeat  but  disgrace, 

before  the  eyes  of  a  number  of  persons  whom 

his  own  headstrong  fury  had  made  spectators 
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of  a  scene  so  painful  to  himself.  Reining 

his  horse  angrily  back  to  clear  him  of  the  car- 
riage^ he  shook  his  fist  at  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

exclaiming,  ''  Sooner  or  later,  I  will  have 

revenge!**  Then,  striking  the  beast's  flank 
with  his  spurs,  he  turned  and  galloped  away. 

Digby  had,  as  we  have  seen,  addressed  his 

apologies  to  Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland ;  but  after 

hearing,  with  a  calm  smile,  his  vanquished 

opponent's  empty  threat,  he  looked  round  to 

the  fair  companion  of  his  morning's  ride,  and 
saw  her  standing  beside  her  uncle,  with  her 

cheek  very  pale  and  her  eyes  cast  down  to  the 

ground. 

"  Do  *not  be  alarmed.  Miss  Croyland,"  he 
said,  bending  down  his  head,  and  speaking  in 

a  low  and  gentle  tone.  "  This  affair  can  have 

no  other  results.    It  is  all  over  now." 
Zara  raised  her  eyes  to  his  face,  but,  as  she 

did  so,  turned  more  pale  than  before;  and 

pointing  to  his  arm — where  the  cloth  of 
his  coat  was  cut  through,  and  the  blood 

flowing  down  over  his  sleeve  and  dropping 

from  the  ruffle  round  his  wrist — she  exclaimed. 
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"  You  axe  hurt.  Sir  Edward  I    Good  HeaTen ! 

he  has  wounded  you !" 

"A  scratch — a  scratch/'  said  Digby;  "a 
mere  nothing.  A  pocket-handkerchief  tied  round 
it,  will  soon  remedy  all  the  mischief  he  has  done, 

though  not  all  he  intended." 
"  Oh !  come  in — come  in,  and  have  it  exa- 

mined !"  cried  Zara,  eagerly. 
The  rest  of  the  party  gathered  roimd,  joined, 

just  at  that  moment,  by  Edith  from  the  garden ; 

and  Mr.  Croyland,  tearing  the  coat  wider  open, 

looked  at  the  wound  with  more  experienced 

eyes,  saying,  '^  Ah,  a  flesh  wound !  but  in  ra* 
ther  an  awkward  place.  Not  as  wide  as  a 

church  door,  nor  as  deep  as  a  draw-well,  as  our 
friend  has  it ;  but  if  it  had  been  an  inch  and  a 

half  to  the  right,  it  would  have  divided  the  sub- 

clavian artery — and  then,  my  dear  sir,  Mt  would 

have  done.'  This  will  get  well  soon.  But 
come.  Sir  Neddy,  let  us  into  the  house ;  and  I 

will  do  for  you  what  I  haven't  done  for  ten  or 
twelve  years — id  est,  dress  your  wound  my- 

self:  and  mind,  you  must  not  drink  any 

wine  to-night." 
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The  whole  party  began  to  move  into  the 

house.  Sir  Edward  Digby  keeping  as  near  the 

two  Miss  Croylands  as  possible,  and  laying  out 

a  little  plan  in  his  head  for  begging  the  assist- 
ance of  Mrs.  Barbara  while  his  wound  was 

dressed,  and  sending  the  two  young  ladies  out 

of  the  room  to  hold  their  conference  together. 
He  was,  however,  destined  to  be  firustrated  here 

also.  To  Zara  Croyland,  it  had  been  a  day 

of  unusual  excitement;  she  had  enjoyed,  she 

had  been  moved,  she  had  been  agitated  and 

terrified,  and  she  was  still  under  much  greater 

alarm  than  perhaps  was  needful,  both  regarding 

Sir  Edward  Digby *s  wound  and  the  threat  which 
young  Badford  had  uttered.  She  felt  her  head 

giddy  and  her  heart  flutter  as  if  oppressed; 

but  she  walked  on  steadily  enough  for  four  or 

five  steps,  while  her  aunt,  Mrs.  Barbara,  was 

explaining  to  Edith,  in  her  own  particular  way, 

aU  that  had  occurred.  But  just  when  the  old 

lady  was  saying — ''  Then,  whipping  out  his 

sword  in  an  instant,  he  thrust  at  Sir  Edward's 
breast,  and  I  thought  to  a  certainty  he  was  run 

through — ''  Zara  sunk  slowly  down,  caught  by 
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her  sister  as  she  fell,  and  the  hue  of  death 

spread  over  her  face. 

•'  Fainted  !"  cried  Mr.  Croyland.  "  I  wish  to 
Heaven,  Bab,  you  would  hold  your  tongue !  I 

will  tell  Edith  about  it  afterwards.  What's  the 

use  of  bringing  it  all  up  again  before  the  girl's 
mind,  when  the  thing  s  done  and  over  ?  There, 

let  her  lie  where  she  is ;  the  recumbent  position 

is  the  right  thing.  Bring  a  cushion  out  of  the 

drawing-room,  Edith,  my  love,  and  ask  Baba 
for  the  hartshorn  drops.  Well  soon  get  her 

better ;  and  then  the  best  thing  you  can  do, 

Bab,  is  to  put  her  into  the  carriage,  take  her 

home  again,  and  hold  your  tongue  to  my  brother 

about  this  foolish  affair — if  anything  can  hold  a 

woman's  tongue.  I'll  plaster  up^  the  man's 
arm,  and  then,  like  many  another  piece  of 

damaged  goods,  he'll  be  all  right— on  the  out- 
side at  least. 

Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland  followed  devoutly  one 

part  of  her  brother's  injunctions.  As  soon  as 
Zara  was  sufficiently  recovered,  she  hurried  her 

to  the  carriage,  without  leaving  her  alone  with 

Edith  for  one  moment ;  and  Sir  Edward  Digby, 
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having  had  his  wound  skilfully  dressed  by  Mr. 

Zachary  Croyland's  own  hands,  thanked  the 
old  gentleman  heartily  for  his  care  and  kind- 

ness, mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  back  to  Har- 
bourne  House. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

We  must  now  return  to  the  town  of  Hythe,  and 

to  the  little  room  in  the  little  inn,  which  that 

famous  borough  boasted  as  its  principal  hos- 
telry, at  the  period  of  our  tale.  It  was  about 

eleven  o'clock  at  night,  perhaps  a  few  minutes 
earlier ;  and  in  that  room  was  seated  a  gentle- 

man, whom  we  have  left  for  a  long  time,  though 
not  without  interest  in  himself  and  his  concerns. 

But,  as  in  this  wayfaring  world  we  are  often 

destined  for  weeks,  months — ay,  and  long  years — 
to  quit  those  whom  we  love  best,  and  to  work 

for  their  good  in  distant  scenes,  with  many  a 

thought  given  to  them,  but  few  means  of  com- 

munication ;  so,  in  every  picture  of  h^an  life 
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vhich  comprises  more  than  one  character,  must 

we  frequently  leave  those  in  whom  we  are  most 

interested,  while  we  are  tracing  out  the  various 

remote  cords  and  pulleys  of  fate,  by  which  the 

fabric  of  their  destiny  is  ultimately  reared. 

The  gentleman,  then,  who  had  been  introduced 

to  Mr.  Croyland  as  Captain  Osborne,  was  seated 

at  a  table,  writing.  A  number  of  papers,  consist- 

ing of  letters,  accounts,  and  several  printed 

forms,  unfilled  up,  were  strewed  upon  the 

table  around,  which  was  moreover  encumbered 

by  a  heavy  sword  and  belt,  a  large  pair  of  thick 

buckskin  gloves,  and  a  brace  of  heavy  silver- 
mounted  pistols.  He  looked  pale  and  somewhat 

anxious ;  but  nevertheless  he  went  on,  with  his 

fine  head  bent,  and  the  light  fiilling  from  above 

upon  his  beautifully  cut  classical  features — some- 

times putting  down  a  name,  and  adding  a  sum 

in  figures  opposite — sometimes,  when  he  came 
to  the  bottom  of  the  page,  running  up  the 

column  with  rapidity  and  ease,  and  then  in- 

scribing the  sum  total  at  the  bottom. 

It  was  perhaps,  rather  an  unromantic  occu- 

pation that  the  young  officer  was  employed  in ; 
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for  it  was  evident  that  he  was  maklDg  up,  with 

steady  perseverance,  some  rather  lengthy  ac- 
counts ;  and  all  his  thoughts  seemed  occupied 

with  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence.  It  was  not 

so,  indeed,  though  he  wished  it  to  be  so ;  but^ 

if  the  truth  must  be  spoken,  his  mind  often 

wandered  afar ;  and  his  brain  seemed  to  have 

got  into  that  state  of  excitement,  which  caused 

sounds  and  circumstances  that  would  at  any 

other  time  have  passed  without  notice,  to  trouble 

him  and  disturb  his  ideas  on  the  present  oc- 
casion. 

There  had  been  a  card  and  punch  club  in 

one  of  the  neighbouring  rooms.  The  gentlemen 

had  assembled  at  half-past  six  or  seven,  had 
hung  up  their  wigs  upon  pegs  provided  for  the 

purpose,  and  had  made  a  great  deal  of  noise 

in  coming  in  and  arranging  themselves.  There 

was  then  the  brewing  of  the  punch,  the 

lighting  of  the  pipes,  and  the  laughing  and 

jesting  to  which  those  important  events  gene- 
rally give  rise,  at  the  meeting  of  persons  of  some 

importance  in  a  country  town;  and  then  tlie 

cards  were  produced,  and  a  great  deal  of  laugh* 
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ing  and  talking,  as  usual,  succeeded,  in  regard 

to  the  preUminaries,  and  also  respecting  the 

course  of  the  game. 

There  had  been  no  slight  noise,  also,  in  the 

lower  regions  of  the  inn,  much  speaking,  and 

apparently  some  merriment;  and,  from  all  these 

things  put  together — to  say  nothing  of,  every 
now  and  then,  the  pleasures  of  a  comic  song, 

given  by  one  of  the  parties  above  or  below — the 

young  officer  had  been  considerably  disturbed, 

and  had  been  angry  with  himself  for  being  so. 

His  thoughts,  too^  would  wander,  whether  he 
liked  it  or  not. 

''  Digby  must  have  seen  her,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "  unless  she  be  absent ;  and  surely  he 
must  have  found  some  opportunity  of  speaking 

with  herself  or  her  sister  by  this  time.  I 

wonder  I  have  not  heard  from  him.  He  pro- 

mised to  write  as  soon  as  he  had  any  informa* 
tion ;  and  he  is  not  a  man  to  forget.  Well,  it 

is  of  no  use  to  think  of  it ;"  and  he  went  on — 
*'  five  and  six  are  eleven^  and  four  are  fifteen, 

and  six  are  twenty-one." 
At  this  interesting  point  of  his  calculation,  a 

VOL.  n.  D 
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dragoon,  Tvho  was  stationed  at  the  door,  put 

his  head  into  the  room,  and  said,  *'  Mr.  MoT?le, 

sir^  wants  to  speak  to  you." 
<<  Let  him  come  in/'  answered  the  officer ; 

and,  laying  down  his  pen,  he  looked  up  with 

a  smile.  "  Well,  Mr.  Mowle !"  he  continued^ 
**  what  news  do  you  bring  ?  Have  you  been  suc- 

cessful r 

"  No  very  good  news,  and  but  very  little 

success,  sir,"  answered  the  officer  of  customs, 

taking  a  seat  to  which  the  other  pointed.  "  We 
have  captured  some  of  their  goods,  and  taken 

six  of  the  men,  but  the  greater  pait  of  the 

cargo,  and  the  greatest  villain  of  them  all,  have 

been  got  off." 
*'  Ay,  how  happened  that  ?"  asked  the  gen- 

tleman to  whom  he  spoke.  **  I  gave  you  all  the 
men  you  required ;  and  I  should  certainly  have 

thought  you  were  strong  enough." 

"  Oh  yes,  sir,  that  was  not  what  we  lacked," 
answered  Mowle,  in  a  somewhat  bitter  tone; 

*'but  I'll  tell  you  what  we  did  want — ^honest 
magistrates,  and  good  information.  Knowing 

the   way   they   were   likely   to    take,  I   cut 
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Straight  across  the  country  by  Aldington,  Eings- 

noifh,  and  Singleton -green,  towards  Four 

Elms   " 
*'  It  would  have  been  better,  I  should  think, 

to  go  on  by  Westhawk,"  said  the  young  officer ; 
"  for  though  the  road  is  rather  hilly,  you 
would  by  that  means  have  cut  them  off,  both 

firom  Singleton,  Chart  Magna,  and  Gouldwell, 

towards  which  places,  I  think  you  said,  they 

were  tending. 

"  Tes,  sir,"  replied  the  officer  of  Customs^ 
"  but  we  found,  on  the  road,  that  we  were  rather 
late  in  the  day,  and  that  our  only  chance 

was  by  hard  riding.  We  came  up  with  four  of 

them,  however,  who  had  lagged  behind,  aboul; 

Four  Elms.  Two  of  these  we  got,  and  all  their 

goods;  and,  from  the  information  they  gave* 

we  galloped  on  as  hard  as  we  could  to  Bous- 

end." "  Did  you  take  the  road,  or  across  the  coun- 

try ?"  demanded  the  young  officer. 
"  Birchett  would  take  the  road,"  answered 

Howie. 

"  He  was  wrong — ^he  was  quite  wrong,"  re- d2 
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plied  the  other.  "  If  you  had  passed  by  New- 
street,  then  straight  oyer  the  fields  and  meadows, 

up  to  the  mill,  you  would  have  had  them  in  a 

trap.  They  could  not  have  reached  Chart,  or 
New  Purchase,  or  Gouldwell,  or  Etchden, 

without  your  catching  them ;  and  if  they  had 

fallen  back,  they  must  have  come  upon  the  men  I 
stationed  at  Bethersden,  with  whom  was  Adams, 

the  officer." 

"  Why,  you  seem  to  know  the  country,  sir," 
said  his  companion,  with  some  surprise, ''  as  if 

you  had  lived  in  it  all  your  days." 

"  I  do  know  it  very  well,"  answered  the  officer 
of  dragoons ;  "  and  you  must  be  well  aware 
that  what  I  say  is  right  It  was  the  shortest 

way,  too,  and  presents  no  impediments  but  a 

couple  of  fences,  and  a  ditch." 

"  All  very  true,  sir,'*  answered  Mowle,  "  and 
so  I  told  Birchett ;  but  Adams  had  gone  ojBf  for 

another  officer,  and  is  very  Uttle  use  to  us  him- 

self.— There's  no  trusting  him,  sir. — ^However, 
we  came  up  with  them  at  Bousend,  but  there, 

after  a  little  bit  of  a  tussle,  they  separated;" 
and  he  went  on  to  give  his  account  of  the  affiray 
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with  the  smugglers,  nearly  in  the  same  words 

which  he  had  employed  when  speaking  to  the 

magistrates,  some  six  or  seven  hours  before. 

His  hearer  listened  with  grave  attention;  but 

when  Mowle  came  to  mention  the  appearance  of 

Bichard  Badford,  and  his  capture,  the  young 

officer's  eyes  flashed,  and  his  brow  knit ;  and  as 
the  man  went  on  to  describe  the  self-evident 

juggle  which  had  been  played,  to  enable  the 

youth  to  evade  the  reach  of  justice,  he  rose 

from  the  table,  and  walked  once  or  twice  hastily 

up  and  down  the  room.  Then,  seating  himself 

again,  to  all  appearance  as  calm  as  before,  he 

said, ''  This  is  too  bad,  Mr.  Mowle,  and  shall 

be  reported." 
"  Ay,  sir ;  but  you  have  not  heard  the  worst," 

answered  Mowle.  "  These  worthy  justices 
thought  fit  to  send  the  five  men  whom  they 

had  committed,  off  to  gaol  in  a  wagon,  with 

three  or  four  constables  to  guard  them,  and 

of  course  you  know  what  took  place." 

"  Oh,  they  were  all  rescued,  of  course  I"  re- 
pUed  the  officer. 

''  Before    they   got    to    Headcom,"    said 
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Mowle.  ''  But  the  whole  affidr  was  arranged 

by  Mr.  Badford ;  for  these  fellows  say  them- 
selves, that  it  is  better  to  work  for  him  at  half 

price,  than  for  any  one  else,  because  he  always 

stands  by  his  own,  and  will  see  no  harm  come 

to  them.  If  this  is  to  go  on,  sir,  you  and  I 

may  as  well  leave  the  county." 

"  It  shall  not  go  on,"  answered  the  officer ; 
*'  but  we  must  have  a  little  patience,  my  good 
ihend.  Long  impunity  makes  a  man  rash. 

This  worthy  Mr.  Badford  seems  to  have  become 

so  already ;  otherwise,  he  would  never  have 

risked  carrying  so  large  a  venture  across  the 

country  in  open  day   " 
''  I  don't  think  that,  in  this,  he  was  rash  at 

all,  sir,"  answered  Mowle,  lowering  his  tone, 
and  speaking  in  a  whisper ;  ''  and  if  you  will 

listen  for  'a  moment,  I'll  tell  you  why.  My 
beUef  is,  that  the  whole  of  this  matter  is  but  a 

lure  to  take  us  off  the  right  scent;  and  I  have 

several  reasons  for  thinking  so.  In  the  first 

place,  the  run  was  but  a  trifling  affair,  as  far  as 

I  can  learn — not  worth  five  hundred  pounds. 
I  know  that  what  we  have  got  is  not  worth  a 
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hundred ;  and  it  has  cost  me  as  good  a  horso 

as  I  ever  lode  in  my  life.    Now  £rom  all  I 

hear,  the  cargo  that  Mr.  Badford  expects  is  the 

most  valuable  that  ever  was  run  from  Dunge* 
ness  Point  to  the  North   Foreland.      So,  if 

my  information  is  correct,  and  I  am  sure  it 
•  _        »» 

IS   

''  Who  did  you  get  it  from  T'  demanded  the 

officer,  "  if  the  question  is  a  fair  one." 

''Some  such  questions  might  not  be,"  an* 

swered  Mowle,  ''but  I  don't  mind  answering 
this.  Colonel.  I  got  it  from  Mr.  Badford  him- 

self.— ^Ay,  sir,  you  may  well  look  surprised; 
but  I  heard  him,  with  my  own  ears,  say  that  it 

was  worth  at  least  seventy  thousand  pounds. 

So  you  see  my  information  is  pretty  good.  Now, 

knowing  this,  as  soon  as  I  found  out  what  value 

was  in  this  lot,  I  said  to  myself,  this  is  some 

little  spec  of  young  Bedford's  own.  But  when 
I  came  to  consider  the  matter,  I  found,  that 

must  be  a  mistake  too ;  for  the  old  man  helped  the 

Bamleys  o^t  of  their  scrape  so  impudently,  and 

took  such  pains  to  let  it  be  well  understood 

that  he  had  an  interest  in  the  affair,  that  I  felt 
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sure  there  was  some  motive  at  the  bottom,  sir. 

In  all  these  things^  he  has  shown  himself  from  a 

boy,  as  cautious  as  he  is  dating,  and  that's  the 
way  he  has  made  such  a  power  of  money. 

He's  not  a  man  to  appear  too  much  in  a  thing, 

even  for  his  son's  sake,  if  he  has  not  some  pur- 

pose to  answer ;  and,  depend  upon  it,  I'm  right, 
when  I  say  that  this  run  was  nothing  but  a  trap, 

or  a  blind  as  they  call  it,  to  make  us  think — ^in 

case  we've  got  any  information  of  the  great  ven- 
ture— ^that  the  thing  is  all  over.  Why  did  they 

choose  the  day,  when  they  might  have  done  it 

all  at  night  ?  Why  did  Mr.  Radford  go  on  laugh- 
ing with  the  magistrates,  as  if  it  was  a  good 

joke  ?  No,  no,  sir,  the  case  is  clear  enough : 

they  are  going  to  strike  their  great  stroke  sooner 

than  we  supposed ;  and  this  is  but  a  trifle." 
<'  But  may  you  not  have  made  some  mistake 

in  regard  to  Mr.  Badford's  words  ?"  demanded  the 
young  officer.  ''I  should  think  it  little  likely  that 
so  prudent  a  man,  as  you  represent  him  to  be, 

would  run  so  great  a  risk  for  such  a  purpose." 
"  I  made  no  mistake,"  answered  Mowle ;  "  I 

heard  the  words  clear  enough;  and,  besides,  I've 
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another  proof.  The  man  who  is  to  run  the  goods 

for  him,  had  nothing  to  do  with  this  affair.  I've 
got  sharp  eyes  upon  him ;  and  though  he  was 

away  from  home  the  other  night,  he  was  not 

at  sea.  -That  IVe  discovered.  He  was  up  in  the 

county,  not  far  from  Mr.  Badford's  own  place, 

and  most  likely  saw  him,  though  that  I  can't 
find  out.  However,  sir,  I  shall  hear  more  very 
soon.  Whenever  it  is  to  be  done,  we  shall  have 

sharp  work  of  it,  and  must  have  plenty  of  men." 
''My  orders  are  to  assist  you  to  the  best  of 

my  power,"  said  the  young  officer,  "  and  to 
give  you  what  men  you  may  require ;  but  as 

I  have  been  obliged  to  quarter  them  in  different 

places,  you  had  better  give  me  as  speedy  in- 
formation of  what  force  you  are  likely  to  demand, 

and  on  what  point  you  wish  them  to  assemble, 

as  you  can." 
''  Those  are  puzzling  questions.  Colonel,"  re- 

plied Mowle.  "  I  do  not  think  the  attempt  will 

be  made  to-night ;  for  their  own  people  must  be 
all  knocked  up,  and  they  cannot  bring  down 

enough  to  carry  as  well  as  run — ^at  least,  I  think 

not.    But  it  will  probably  be  made  to-morrow> 
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if  they  fancy  they  have  lulled  us;  and  that 

fancy  I  shall  take  care  to  indulge^  by  keeping  a 

sharp  look  out,  mthout  seeming  to  look  out  at 

all.  As  to  the  point,  that  is  what  I  cannot  tell. 

Harding  will  start  from  the  beach  here ;  but 

-where  he  wH  land  is  another  a£Bsdr ;  and  the 
troops  are  as  likely  to  be  wanted  twenty  miles 

down  the  coast,  or  twenty  miles  up,  as  anywhere 

else.  I  wish  you  would  give  me  a  general  order 

for  the  dragoons  to  assist  me  wherever  I  may 

want  them."        * 

"  That  is  given  already,  Mr.  Mowle,"  an? 
swered  the  officer ;  "  such  are  the  conunands  we 

have  received ;  and  even  the  non-commissioned 

officers  are  instructed,  on  the  very  first  requisi- 
tion made  by  a  chief  officer  of  Customs,  to  turn 

out  and  aid  in  the  execution  of  the  law.  Where- 

ever  any  of  the  regiment  are  quartered,  you  will 

find  them  ready  to  assist." 

"  Ay,  but  they  are  so  scattered,  sir,"  rejoined 
Mowle,  "  that  it  may  be  difficult  to  get  them 

together  in  a  hurry." 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  replied  Osborne ;  "  they 
are  so  disposed  that  I  can,  at  a  very  short  no- 
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tice>  collect  a  sufficient  force,  at  any  point, 

to  deal  ̂ th  the  largest  body  of  smugglers 

that  ever  assembled." 

''  You  may,  perhaps,  sir,  but  I  cannot,"  an- 
swered the  Custom-House  officer ;  **  and  what  I 

wish  is,  that  you  would  give  them  a  general  order 

to  march  to  any  place  where  I  require  them,  and 

to  act  as  I  shall  direct" 

"  Nay,  Mr.  Mowle,"  said  the  other,  shaking 
his  head,  ''that,  I  am  afraid,  cannot  be.  I 
have  no  instructions  to  such  effect ;  and  though 

the  military  power  is  sent  here,  to  assist  the  civil, 

it  is  not  put  under  the  conmiand  of  the  civil.  I 

do  not  conceal  from  you  that  I  do  not  like  the 

service ;  but  that  shall  only  be  a  motive  with  me 

for  executing  my  duty  the  more  vigorously ;  and 

you  have  but  to  give  me  intimation  of  where 

you  wish  a  force  collected,  and  it  shall  be  done 

in  the  shortest  possible  time." 
Mowle  did  not  seem  quite  satisfied  with  this 

answer ;  and  after  musing  for  a  few  minutes,  he 

replied,  ''  But  suppose  I  do  not  know  myself — 
suppose  it  should  be  fifteen  or  twenty  miles 

from  Hythe,  and  I  myself,  on  the  spot,  how  am 
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I  to  get  the  requisition  sent  to  you — and  how 

are  you  to  move  your  men  to  the  place  where 

I  may  want  them — ^perhaps,  farther  still  ?" 
''As  to  my  moving  my  men,  you  must  leave 

that  to  me/'  answered  the  young  officer  ;  *'  and 
as  to  your  obtaining  the  information,  and  com- 

municating it,  I  might  reply,  that  you  must 

look  to  that ;  but  as  I  sincerely  believe  you  to 

be  a  most  vigilant  and  active  person,  who  will 

leave  no  means  unemployed  to  obtain  intelli- 
gence, I  will  only  point  out,  in  the  first  place, 

that  our  best  efforts  sometimes  fidl,  but  that  we 

may  always  rest  at  ease,  when  we  have  used  our 

best;  and, in  the  second,  I  will  suggest  to  you 

one  or  two  means  of  ensuring  success.  Wher- 
ever you  may  happen  to  find  that  the  landing  of 

these  goods  is  intended,  or  wherever  you  may 

be  when  it  is  effected,  you  will  find  within  a 

circle  of  three  miles,  several  parties  of  dragoons, 

who,  on  the  first  call,  will  render  you  every  aid. 

With  them,  upon  the  system  I  have  laid  down 

for  them,  you  will  be  able  to  keep  your  adver- 

saries in  check,  delay  their  operations,  and  fol- 
low them  up.    Your  first  step,  however,  should 
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be^  to  send  off  a  trooper  to  me  witli  all  speed, 

charging  him,  if  verbally,  ̂ th  as  short  and  plain 

a  message,  as  possible — first,  stating  the  point 

where  the  '  run/  as  you  call  it,  has  been  effected; 
and  secondly,  in  what  direction,  to  the  best  of 

your  judgment,  the  enemy — that  is  to  say,  the 

smugglers — are  marching.  If  you  do  that,  and 

are  right  in  your  conjecture,  they  shall  not  go 

far  without  being  attacked.  If  you  are  wrong, 

as  any  man  may  be,  in  regard  to  their  Une  of 

retreat,  they  shall  not  be  long  unpursued.  But 

as  to  putting  the  military  under  the  command 

of  the  Customs,  as  I  said  before,  I  have  no  or- 

ders to  that  effect,  and  do  not  think  that  any 

such  will  ever  be  issued.  In  the  next  place,  in 

order  to  obtain  the  most  speedy  information 

yourself,  and  to  ensure  that  I  shall  be  prepared, 

Iwould  suggest  that  you  direct  each  officer  on  the 

coast,  if  a  landing  should  be  effected  in  his  dis- 
trict, first,  to  call  for  the  aid  of  the  nearest  military 

party,  and  then  to  Ught  a  beacon  on  the  next  high 

ground.  As  soon  as  the  first  beacon  is  lighted, 

let  the  next  officer  on  the  side  of  Hythe,  light 

one  also,  and,  at  the  same  time,  with  any  force 
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he  can  collect^  proceed  towards  the  first.  Easy 

means  may  be  found  to  transmit  intelligence  of 

the  route  of  the  smugglers  to  the  bodies  coming 

up ;  and^  in  a  case  like  the  present,  I  shall  not 

scruple  to  take  the  command  myself,  at  any 

point  where  I  may  be  assured  formidable  resist- 

ance is  likely  to  be  offered." 
"  Well,  sir,  I  think  the  plan  of  the  beacons  is 

a  good  one,*'  answered  Mowle, ''  and  it  would  be 
still  better,  if  there  were  any  of  the  coast  officers 

on  whom  we  could  depend ;  but  a  more  rascally 

set  of  mercenary  knaves  does  not  exist  Not 
one  of  them  who  would  not  sell  the  whole  of 

the  King's  revenue  for  a  twenty  pound  or  so;  and, 
however  clear  are  the  orders  they  receive,  they 

find  means  to  mistake  them.  But  I  will  go  and 

write  the  whole  down,  and  have  it  copied  out  for 

each  station,  so  that  if  they  do  not  choose  to 
imderstand,  it  must  be  their  own  fault.  I 

am  afiraid,  however,  that  all  this  preparation 

will  put  our  Mends  upon  their  guard,  and  that 

they  will  delay  their  run  till  they  can  draw  us 

off  somewhere  else.*' 

*'  There  is  some  reason  for  that  apprehension," 
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replied  the  young  officer,  thoughtfully.  "  Tou 
imagine,  then,  that  it  is  likely  to  take  place  to- 

moirow  night,  if  we  keep  quiet  ?" 

"  I  have  little  doubt  of  it,"  replied  Mowle;  "  or 
if  not,  the  night  after. — ^But  I  think  it  will  be 

to-morrow.  Yes,  they  won't  lose  the  opportunity, 
if  they  fjEmcy  we  are  slack ;  and  then  the  superin- 

tendent chose  to  &11  sick  to-day,  so  that  the  whole 
rests  with  me,  which  will  give  me  enough  to  do, 

as  they  are  well  aware." 
"Well,  then,"  replied  the  gentleman  to  whom 

he  spoke, ''  leave  the  business  of  the  beacons  to 
me.  I  will  give  orders  that  they  be  lighted  at 

every  post,  as  soon  as  application  is  made  for 
assistance.  Tou  will  know  what  it  means 

when  you  see  one;  and,  in  the  meantime, 

keep  quite  quiet — affect  a  certain  degree  of 
indifference,  but  not  too  much,  and  speak  of 

having  partly  spoiled  Mr.  Badford's  venture.— 

Do  you  think  he  will  be  present  himself?" 
''Oh,  not  he— -not  he!"  answered  Mowle. 

"  He  is  too  cunning  for  that,  by  a  hundred 

miles.  In  any  little  affair  like  this  of  to-day,  he 

might  noty  perhaps,  be  afiraid  of  showing  him- 
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self — to  answer  a  purpose;  but  in  a  more 

serious  piece  of  business,  where  his  brother  jus- 
tices could  not  contrive  to  shelter  him,  and 

where  government  would  certainly  interfere,  he 

will  keep  as  quiet  and  still  as  if  he  had  nought 

to  do  with  it.  But  I  will  have  him,  nevertheless, 

before  long;  and  then  all  his  ill-gotten  wealth 
shall  go,  even  if  we  do  not  contrive  to  transport 

him.'* ''How  will  you  manage  that?"  asked  the 

young  officer ;  "  if  he  abstains  from  taking  any 
active  part,  you  will  have  no  proof,  unless,  indeed, 

one  of  those  he  employs  should  give  evidence 

against  him,  or  inform  beforehand  for  the  sake 

of  the  reward." 

**  They  wont  do  that,"  said  Mowle,  thought- 

fully, "  they  wont  do  that. — I  do  not  know 

how  it  is,  sir,"  he  continued,  after  a  moment's 

pause,  ''but  the  difference  between  the  esta- 
blishment of  the  Customs  and  the  smugglers  is 

a  very  strange  one ;  and  111  tell  you  what  it  is : 

there  is  not  one  of  these  fellows  who  run  goods 

upon  the  coast,  or  carry  them  inland,  who  will, 

for  any  sum  that  can  be  offered,  inform  against 
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tlieir  employers  or  their  comrades ;  and  there's 
scarce  a  Custom-House  officer  in  all  Kent,  that, 

for  five  shillings,  would  not  betray  his  brother  or 

sell  his  country.  The  riding  officers  are  somewhat 

better  than  the  rest;  but  these  fellows  at  the  ports 

think  no  more  of  taking  a  bribe  to  shut  their 

eyes  than  of  drinking  a  glass  of  rum.  Now  you 

may  attempt  to  bribe  a  smuggler  for  ever — not 

that  I  ever  tried ;  for  I  don't  like  to  ask  men  to 
sell  their  own  souls ;  but  Birchett  has,  often. 

I  cannot  well  make  out  the  cause  of  this  dif- 

ference; but  certainly  there  is  such  a  spirit 

amongst  the  smugglers  that  they  wont  do  a  dis- 
honest thing,  except  in  their  own  way,  for  any 

sum.  There  are  the  Bamleys,  even — the  greatest 
blackguards  in  Europe,  smugglers,  thieves,  and 

-cut-throats — ^but  they  wont  betray  each  other. 
There  is  no  crime  they  wont  commit  but  that; 

and  that  they  would  sooner  die  than  do ;  while 

we  have  a  great  many  men  amongst  us,  come  of 

respectable  parents,  well  brought  up,  well  edu- 
cated, who  take  money  every  day  to  cheat  their 

-employers." 
"  I  rather  suspect  that  it  is  the  difference 

VOL.   II.  E 
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of  consequences  in  the  two  cases/'  answered 
Osborne,  "  which  makes  men  view  the  same  act 

in  a  di£ferent  way.  A  Custom-House  officer  who 

betrays  his  trust,  thinks  that  he  only  brin^  a 
little  loss  upon  a  government  which  can  well 

spare  it — ^he  is  not  a  bit  the  less  a  rogue  for 

that,  for  honesty  makes  no  such  distinctions— 

but  the  smuggler  who  betrays  his  comrade  or 

employer,  must  be  well  aware  that  he  is  not  only 

Ruining  him  in  purse,  but  bringing  on  him 

corporeal  punishment."  - 

"  Ay,  sir,  but  there's  a  spirit  in  the  thing," 
said  Mowle,  shaking  his  head ;  "  the  very 
country  people  in  general  love  the  smugglers, 

and  help  them  whenever  they  can.  There's  not 
a  cottage  that  will  not  hide  them  or  their  goods; 

scarce  a  gentleman  in  the  county  who,  if  he 
finds  all  the  horses  out  of  his  stable  in  the 

morning,  does  not  take  it  quietly,  without  asking 

any  more  questions ;  scarce  a  magistrate  who 

does  not  give  the  fellows  notice  as  soon  as  he 

knows  the  officers  are  after  them.  The  country 

folks,  indeed,  do  not  like  them  so  well  as  they 

did ;  but  they'll  soon  make  it  up." 
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"  A  Strange  state,  certainly/'  said  the  officer 
of  dragoons;  '^but  ̂ rhat  has  become  of  the 
horses  you  mention,  when  they  are  thus  found 

absent  ?" 
"  Gone  to  carry  goods,  to  be  sure,"  answered 

Mowle.  "  But  one  thing  is  very  clear,  all  the 

country  is  in  the  smugglers'  fiivonr,  and  I  cannot 
help  thinldng  that  the  people  do  not  like  the  Cus- 

tom's dues,  that  they  don't  see  the  good  of 

them,  and  are  resolved  to  put  them  down." 
*'  Ignorant  people,  and,  indeed,  all  people,  do 

not  hke  taxation  of  any  kind,"  replied  Osborne ; 
*'  and  every  class  objects  to  that  tax  which  presses 
on  itself,  without  the  slightest  regard  either 

for  the  necessity  of  distributing  the  burdens  of 

the  country  equally,  or  any  of  the  apparently 

minute  but  really  important  considerations  upon 

which  the  apportionment  has  been  formed. 

However,  Mr.  Mowle,  we  have  only  to  do  our  duty 

according  to  our  position — ^you  to  gain  all  the 

information  that  you  can — ^I  to  aid  you,  to  the 

best  of  my  ability,  in  carrying  the  law  into  effect." 
«'From  the  smugglers  themselves,  little  is  the 

information  I  can  get,  sir,"  answered  Mowle, £  2 
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returning  to  the  subject  from  which  their  con- 

versation had  deviated,  *'  and  often  I  am  obliged 
to  have  recourse  to  means  I  am  ashamed  of. 

The  principal  intelligence  I  receive  is  from  a 

boy  who  offered  himself  one  day — the  little 

devil's  imp — and  certainly,  by  his  cunning,  and 
by  not  much  caring  myself  what  risks  I  run,  I 

have  got  some  very  valuable  tidings.  But  the 

little  vagabond  would  betray  me,  or  anyone  else, 

to-morrow.  He  is  the  grandson  of  an  old  hag 

who  lives  at  a  little  hut  just  by  Saltwood,  who 

puts  him  up  to  it  all;  and  if  ever  there  was 
an  old  demon  in  the  world  she  is  one.  She  is 

always  brewing  mischief,  and  chuckling  over 

it  all  the  time,  as  if  it  were  her  sport  to  see  men 

tear  each  other  to  pieces,  and  to  make  innocent 

girls  as  bad  as  she  was  herself,  and  as  her  own 

daughter  was,  too, — the  mother  of  this  boy. 

The  girl  was  killed  by  a  chance  shot,  one  day, 

in  a  riot  between  the  smugglers  and  the  Cus- 

toms people ;  and  the  old  woman  always  says  it 

was  a  smuggler's  shot.  Oh !  I  could  tell  you 

such  stories  of  that  old  witch." 
The  stories  of  Mr.  Mowle,  however,  were  cut 
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short  by  the  entrance  of  a  servant  carrying  a 

letter,  which  the  young  officer  took  and  opened 

with  a  look  of  eager  anxiety.  The  contents 

were  brief;  but  they  seemed  important,  for 

various  were  the  changes  which  came  over  his 
fine  countenance  while  he  read  them.  The 

predominant  expression,  however,  was  joy, 

though  there  was  a  look  of  thoughtful  consi- 

deration— perhaps  in  a  degree  of  embarrassment, 
too,  on  his  face ;  and  as  he  laid  the  letter  down 

on  the  table,  and  beat  the  paper  with  his 

fingers,  gazing  up  into  vacancy,  Mowle,  judg- 
ing that  his  presence  was  not  desired,  rose  to 

retire. 

"  Stay  a  moment,  Mr.  Mowle— stay  a  mo- 

ment," said  Osborne.  "  This  letter  requires 
some  consideration.  It  contains  a  call  to  a  part 

of  Kent  some  fifteen  or  sixteen  miles  distant ; 

but  as  it  is  upon  private  business,  I  must 

not  let  that  interfere  with  my  public  duty. 

You  say  that  this  enterprise  of  Mr.  Badford's  is 

likely  to  be  put  in  execution  to*morrow  night." 

"I  cannot  be  sure,  colonel,"  answered  the 

officer;  "  but  I  think  there  is  every  chance  of  it." 
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''Then  I  must  return  before  nightfall  to* 

morrow/'  replied  the  gentleman,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Yonr  presence  will  be  very  necessary,  air," 
said  the  Costom-Hoose  officer.  ''  There  is 

not  one  of  your  officers  who  seems  up  to  the 

business,  except  Major  Digby  and  yourself.  All 

the  rest  are  such  fine  gentlemen  that  one  can't 

get  on  with  them." 
''Let  me  consider  for  a  moment,'*  rejoined 

the  other;  but  Mowle  went  on  in  the  same 

strain,  saying,  "  Then,  sir,  if  you  were  to  be 
absent  all  to-morrow,  I  might  get  very  import- 

ant information,  and  not  be  able  to  give  it  to 

you,  nor  arrange  anything  with  you  either." 
Osborne  still  meditated  with  a  grave  brow  for 

sometime.  "I  will  write,"  he  said,  at  length.  "It 
will  be  better — ^it  will  be  only  just  and  honour- 

able. I  will  write  instead  of  going  to-morrow,  Mr. 
Mowle ;  and  if  this  affiur  should  not  take  place 

to-morrow  night,  as  you  suppose,!  will  make 

such  arrangements  for  the  following  day-— on 

which  I  must  go  over  to  Woodchurch — as  will 

enable  you  to  communicate  with  me  without 

delay,  should  you  have  any  message  to  send. 
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At  all  events^  I  will  return  to  Hythe  before  night. 

Now  good  evening ;"  and  while  Mowle  made  his 
bow  and  retired,  the  young  officer  turned  to  the 

letter  again,  and  read  it  over  with  gUstening 

eyes. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

I  WONDER  if  the  reader  ever  wandered  from 

Saltwood  Castle  back  to  the  good  old  town  of 

Hythe,  on  a  fine  summer's  day,  with  a  fair 
companion,  as  full  of  thought  and  mind  as  grace 

and  beauty,  and  with  a  dear  child  just  at  the 

age  when  all  the  world  is  fresh  and  lovely — and 

then  missed  his  way,  and  strayed — ^far  from  the 

track — ^towards  Sandgate,  till  dinner  was  kept 

waiting  at  the  inn,  and  the  party  who  would 

not  plod  on  foot,  were  all  tired  and  wondering 

at  their  friend  s  delay ! — ^I  wonder  if  the  reader 

ever  did  all  this.  I  have — and  a  very  pleasant 

thing  it  is  to  do.  Yes,  all  of  it,  reader.  For, 

surely,  to  go  from  waving  wood  to  green  field, 

and  from  green  field  to  hill-side  and  wood  again  ̂ 
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and  to  trace  along  the  brook  which  we  know 

must  lead  to  the  sea-shore,  with  one  companion 

of  high  soul,  who  can  answer  thought  for  thought, 

and  another  in  life's  early  morning,  who  can  bring 
back  before  your  eyes  the  picture  of  young 

enjoyment — ay,  and  to  know  that  those  you 
love  most  dearly  and  esteem  most  highly,  are 

looking  for  your  coming,  with  a  little  anxiety, 

not  even  approaching  the  bounds  of  apprehen- 
sion, is  all  Tery  pleasant  indeed. 

You,  dear  and  excellent  lady,  who  were  one  of 

my  companions  on  the  way,  may  perhaps  re- 

collect a  little  cottage — near  the  spot  where  we 

sprung  a  soUtary  partridge — ^whither  I  went  to 

inquire  the  shortest  road  to  Hythe.  That  cot- 
tage was  standing  there  at  the  period  of  which  I 

now  write ;  and  at  the  bottom  of  that  hill, 

amongst  the  wood,  and  close  by  the  little  stream 

nearly  where  the  foot-bridge  now  carries  the 
traveller  over  dryshod,  was  another  hut,  half 

concealed  by  the  trees,  and  covered  over  with 

well  nigh  as  much  moss  and  houseleek  as 
actual  thatch. 

It  has  been  long  swept  away,  as  well  as  its 

tenants ;  and  certainly  a  wretched  and  ill-con- 
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structed  place  it  was.  Would  to  Heaven  that 

all  such  were  gone  from  our  rich  and  productive 

land,  and  that  every  labourer,  in  a  country 

which  owes  so  much  to  the  industry  of  her 

children,  had  a  dwelling  better  fitted  to  a 

human  being !  But,  alas,  many  such  still  exist ! 

and  it  is  not  always,  as  it  was  in  this  case,  that 

vice  is  the  companion  of  misery.  This  is  no 

book  of  idle  twaddle,  to  represent  all  the 

wealthy  as  cold,  hard,  and  vicious,  and  the 

poor  all  good,  forbearing,  and  laborious;  for 

evil  is  pretty  equally  distributed  through  all 

classes  —  though,  God  knows,  the  rich,  with 
all  their  opportunities,  ought  to  shew  a  smaller 

proportion  of  wickedness,  and  the  poor  might 

perhaps  be  expected,  from  their  temptations, 

to  be  worse  than  they  are  !  Still  it  is  hard  to 

think  that  many  as  honest  a  man  as  ever  Uved 

—ay,  and  as  industrious  a  man,  too— returns, 

after  his  hard  day's  toil,  to  find  his  wife  and 
children,  well  nigh  in  starvation,  in  such  a  place 

as  I  am  about  to  describe — and  none  to  help 
them. 

The  hut — ^for  it  did  not  deserve  the  name  of 

cottage — ^was  but  of  one  floor,  which  was  formed 
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of  beaten  clay,  but  a  little  elevated  above  the 

surrounding  soil.  It  contained  two  rooms.  The 

one  opened  into  what  had  been  a  garden  before 

it,  ranning  down  nearly  to  the  brook-side ;  and 
the  other  communicated  with  the  first,  but  had 

a  door  which  gave  exit  into  the  wood  behind. 

Windows  the  hut  had  two,  one  on  either  side ; 

but  neither  contained  more  than  two  complete 

panes  of  glass.  The  spaces,  where  glass  had 

once  been,  were  now  filled  up  in  a  strange 

variety  of  ways.  Here  was  a  piece  of  board 

nailed  in ;  there  a  coarse  piece  of  cloth  kept 

out  the  wind ;  another  broken  pane  was  filled 

up  with  paper ;  and  another,  where  some 

fragments  of  the  original  substance  remained, 

was  stopped  with  an  old  stocking  stuffed  with 

straw.  In  the  garden,  as  it  was  still  called, 

appeared  a  few  cabbages  and  onions,  with 

more  cabbage-stalks  than  either,  and  a  small 
patch  of  miserable  potatoes.  But  weeds  were 

the  most  plentiful  of  all,  and  chickweed  and 

groundsel  enough  appeared  there  to  have  sup- 
plied  a  whole  forest  of  singing  birds.  It  had 

been  once  fenced  in,  that  miserable  garden ;  but 

the  wood  had  been  pulled  down  and  burned  for 
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firing  by  its  present  tenants,  or  others  as 
Tmretched  in  circumstances  as  themselves ;  and 

nought  remained  but  a  strong  post  here  and 

there,  with  sometimes  a  many-coloured  rag  of 
coarse  cotton  fluttering  upon  some  long,  rusty 

nail,  which  had  snatched  a  shred  from  passing 

poverty.  Three  or  four  stunted  gooseberry 
bushes,  however,  marked  out  the  limit  on  one 

side ;  a  path  ran  in  front  between  the  garden 
and  the  brook ;  and  on  the  other  side  there  was 

a  constant  petty  warfare  between  the  farmer  and 

the  inhabitant  of  the  hovel  as  to  the  possession  of 

the  border-land ;  and  like  a  great  and  small  state 
contending,  the  mote  powerful  always  gained 

some  advantage  in  despite  of  right,  but  lost 

perhaps  as  much  by  the  spiteful  incursions  of 

the  foe,  as  if  he  had  yielded  the  contested  ter- 
ritory. 

On  the  night  of  which  I  speak — the  same  on 
which  Mowle  visited  the  commanding  officer 

of  the  dragoons  at  Hythe — the  cottage  itself, 

the  garden,  and  all  the  squalid-looking  things 

about  the  j)lace,  were  hidden  in  the  deep  dark- 
ness which  had  again  fallen  over  the  earth  as 
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soon  as  night  bad  fallen.  The  morning,  it  may 

be  remembered — it  was  the  same  on  which  Sir 

Edward  Digby  had  been  fired  at  by  the  smug- 

glers— ^had  been  somewhat  cold  and  foggy ;  but 
about  eleven^  the  day  had  brightened^  and  the 

evening  had  been  sultry.  No  sooner,  however, 

did  the  sun  reach  the  horizon  than  mists  began 

to  rise,  and  before  seven  o'clock  the  whole  sky 
was  under  cloud  and  the  air  filled  with  fog.  He 

must  have  been  well  acquainted  with  every  step 

of  the  country  who  could  find  his  way  from 

town  to  town.  Nevertheless,  any  one  who  ap- 

proached Galley  Bay's  cottage,  as  it  was  called, 
would,  at  the  distance  of  at  least  a  hundred  yards, 

have  perceived  something  to  lead  him  on ;  for  a 

light,  red  as  that  of  a  baleful  meteor,  was  stream- 
ing through  the  two  glazed  squares  of  the  window 

into  the  misty  air,  making  them  look  like  the 

eyes  of  some  wild  animal  in  a  dark  forest. 

We  must  pause  here,  however,  for  a  moment, 

to  explain  to  the  reader  who  Galley  Bay  was,  and 

how  she  acquired  the  first  of  her  two  appella- 
tions, which  certainly  was  not  that  which  she 

had  received  at  her  baptism.    Galley  Bay,  then. 
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was  the  old  woman  of  whom  Mr.  Mowle  had 

giyen  that  fayotirable  account^  which  may  be 
seen  in  the  last  chapter;  and,  to  say  the  truth, 

he  had  but  done  her  justice.  Her  name  was 

originally  Gillian  Bay ;  but^  amongst  a  number 

of  corrupt  associates,  with  whom  her  early  life 

was  spent,  the  first  of  the  two  appellations  was 

speedily  transformed  to  Gilly  or  Gill.  Some 

time  afterwards — ^when  youth  began  to  wane,  and 
whatever  youthful  graces  she  possessed  were 

deviating  into  the  virago  quahties  of  the  middle 

age — ^while  watching  one  night  the  approach  of  a 

party  of  smugglers,  with  whom  she  had  some  inti- 

macy, she  perceived  three  or  four  Custom-House 
officers  coming  down  to  launch  a  galley,  which 

they  had  upon  the  beach,  for  the  purpose  of 

cutting  off  the  firee-traders.  But  Gilly  Say  in- 

stantly sprang  in,  and  with  the  boat-hook  set 
them  all  at  defiance,  till  they  threatened  to 
launch  her  into  the  sea,  boat  and  all. 

It  is  true,  she  was  reported  tQ  have  been  drunk 

at  the  time ;  but  her  daring  saved  the  smugglers, 

and  conveyed  her  for  two  months  to  jail,  whence, 

as  may  be  supposed,  she  returned  not  much  im- 
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proved  in  her  morals.  One  of  those  whom  she  had 
befriended  in  the  time  of  need,  bestowed  on  her 

the  name  of  Galley,  by  an  easy  transition  from 

her  original  prsBnomen;  and  it  remained  by  her 

to  the  last  day  of  her  life. 
The  reader  has  doubtless  remarked,  that 

amongst  the  lawless  and  the  rash,  there  is  a  cer- 
tainfondnessforfigures  of  speech,  and  that  tropes 

and  metaphors,  simile  and  synecdoche,  are  far 

more  prevalent  amongst  them  than  amongst 

the  more  orderly  classes  of  society.  Whether  it 

is  or  not,  that  they  wish  to  get  rid  of  a  precise  ap- 
prehension of  their  own  acts,  I  cannot  say ;  but 

certain  it  is,  that  they  do  indulge  in  such  flowers 
of  rhetoric,  and  sometimes,  in  the  midst  of 

humour,  quaintness,  and  even  absurdity,  reach 

the  point  of  wit,  and  at  times  soar  into  the 

sublime.  Galley  Bay  had,  as  we  have  seen, 

one  daughter,  whose  fia.te  has  been  related ;  and 

that  daughter  left  one  son,  who,  after  his  re- 

puted father,  one  Mark  Nightingale,  was  bap- 
tized Nightingale  Bay.  His  mother,  and  after 

her  death  his  grandmother,  used  to  call  him 

Little  Nighty  and  Little  Night;  but  following 
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their  fanciful  habits,  the  smugglers  \vho  used  to 

frequent  the  house  found  out  an  association 

between  "Night  Bay"  and  the  beams  of  the 
bright  and  mystical  orbs  that  shine  upon  us 

from  afar ;  and  some  one  gave  liim  the  name  of 

Little  Starlight,  which  remained  with  him^  as 

that  of  Galley  had  adhered  to  his  grandmother. 

The  cottage  or  hut  of  the  latter,  then, 

beamed  with  an  unwonted  blaze  upon  the  night 

I  have  spoken  of,  till  long  after  the  hour  when 
Mowle  had  left  the  inn  where  his  conference 

with  the  young  officer  had  taken  place.  But 

let  not  the  reader  suppose  that  this  illumina- 

tion proceeded  from  any  great  expense  of  wax 

or  oil.  Only  one  small  tallow  candle,  stuck 

into  a  long-necked,  square-sided  Dutch  bottle, 
spread  its  rays  through  the  interior  of  the 

hovel,  and  that  was  a  luxury ;  but  in  the  fire- 
place blazed  an  immense  pile  of  mingled 

wood  and  driftcoal ;  and  over  it  hung  a  large 

hissing  pot,  as  huge  land  capacious  as  that  of 
the  witches  in  Macbeth,  or  of  the  no  less  famous 

Meg  Merrilies.  Galley  Kay,  however,  was  a 

very  different  person  in  appearance  from  the 
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heroine  of  ''Guy  Mannering ;"  and  we  must  en- 
deavour to  call  up  her  image  as  she  stood  by  the 

fire-side,  watching  the  cauldron  and  a  kettle 
which  stood  close  to  it. 

The  red  and  fitful  light  flashed  upon  no  tall, 

gaunt  form,  and  lighted  up  no  wild  and  com- 
manding features.  There  was  nothing  at  all 

poetical  in  her  aspect :  it  was  such  as  may  be 

seen  every  day  in  the  haunts  of  misery  and 

vice.  Originally  of  the  middle  height,  though 

once  strong  and  upright,  she  had  somewhat 
sunk  down  under  the  hand  of  Time,  and  was 

now  rather  short  than  otherwise.  About  fifty 

she  had  grown  fat  and  heavy ;  but  fifteen  years 
more  had  robbed  her  flesh  of  firmness  and  her 

skin  of  its  plumped  out  smoothness ;  and  though 

she  had  not  yet  reached  the  period  when  emacia- 
tion accompanies  decrepitude,  her  muscles  were 

loose  and  hanging,  her  face  withered  and  sallow. 

Her  hair,  once  as  black  as  jet,  was  now  quite 

grey,  not  silver — but  with  the  white  greatly 
predominating  over  the  black.  Yet,  strange  to 

say,  her  eyes  were  still  clear  and  bright,  though 
small,  and  somewhat  red  round  the  lids ;  and, 

VOL.  II.  F 
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Stranger  stilly  her   front   teeth  were  white    as 

ivory,  offering  a  strange  contrast  to  the  wrinkled 

and  yellow  skin.    Her  look  was  keen ;  but  there 

was  that  sort  of  habitual  jocularity  about  it,  which 

in  people  of  her  caste  is  often  partly  assumed — 
as  an  ever  ready  excuse  for   evading  a  close 

question,  or  covering  a  dangerous  suggestion 

by  a  jest — and  partly  natural,  or  at  least  spring- 
ing from  a  fearful  kind  of  philosophy,  gained  by 

the  exhaustion  of  all  sorts  of  criminal  pleasures, 

which  leaves  behind,  too  surely,  the  impression 

that  everything  is  but  a  mockery  on  earth.  Those 

who  have  adopted  that  philosophy  never  give  a 

thought  beyond  this  world.  Her  figure  was  some- 
what bowed,  and  over  her  shoulders  she  had  the 

fragments  of  a  coarse  woollen  shawl,  from  beneath 

which  appeared,  as  she  stirred  the  pot,  her  sharp 

yellow  elbows  and  long  arms.   On  her  head  she 

wore  a  cap,  which  had  remained  there,  night  and 

day,  for  months ;  and,  thrust  back  from  her  fore- 

head, which  was  low  and  heavy,  appeared  the 

dishevelled  grey  hair,  while  beneath  the  thick  and 

beetling  brows  came  the  keen  eyes,  and  a  nose 

somewhat  aquiline  and  depressed  at  the  point. 
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Near  her,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  hearth, 

was  the  boy  whom  the  reader  has  already  seen, 

and  who  has  been  called  little  Starlight;  and, 

even  at  that  late  hour,  for  it  was  near  midnight, 

he  seemed  as  brisk  and  active  as  ever.     Night 

and  day,  indeed,  appeared  to  him  the  same ;  for 
he  had  none  of  the  habits  of  childhood.     The 

setting  sun  brought  no  drowsiness  to  his  eyelids : 

mid-day  often  found  him  sleeping  after  a  night 
of  watchfulness  and  activity.    The  whole  course 

of  his   existence  and  his  thoughts  had  been 

tainted :  there  was  nothing  of  youth  either  in  his 

noind  or  his  ways.     The  old  beldam  called  him, 

and  thought  him,  the  shrewdest  boy  that  ever 

lived ;  but,  in  truth,  she  had  left  him  no  longer 

a  boy,  in  aught  but  size  and  looks.     Often — 

indeed  generally — ^he  would  assume  the  tone  of 
his  years,  for  he  found  it  served  his  purpose 

best ;  but  he  only  laughed  at  those  who  thought 

him  a  child,  and  prided  himself  on  the  cunning 
of  the  artifice. 

There  might  be,  it  is  true,  some  hngering  of 

the  faults  of  youth,  but  that  was  all.  He  was 

greedy  and  voracious,  loved  sweet  things  as  well 
F  2 
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as  strong  drinks  and  could  not  always  curb  the 

truant  and  erratic  spirit  of  childhood ;  but  stilt, 

even  in  his  wanderings  there  was  a  purpose,  and 

often  a  maleyolence.  He  would  go  to  see  what 

one  person  was  about ;  he  would  stay  away  be- 
cause another  wanted  him.  It  may  be  asked, 

was  this  natural  wickedness? — ^was  his  heart 

so  formed  originally?  Oh  no,  reader;  never 

beUeve  such  things.  There  are  certainly  infinite 
varieties  of  human  character;  and  I  admit  that 

the  mind  of  man  is  not  the  blank  sheet  of  paper 

on  which  we  can  write  what  we  please,  as  has 

been  vainly  represented.  Or,  if  it  be,  the  expe* 
rience  of  every  man  must  have  shown  him,  that 

that  paper  is  of  every  different  kind  and  quality- 
some  that  will  retain  the  finest  line,  some  that 

will  scarce  receive  the  broadest  trace.  But  still 

education  has  immense  power  for  good  or  evil. 

By  education  I  do  not  mean  teaching.  I  mean 

that  great  and  wonderfiil  process  by  which,  com- 

mencing at  the  earliest  period  of  infancy — ay,  at 
the  mother  s  breast — ^the  raw  material  of  the 
mind  is  manufactured  into  all  the  varieties  that 

we  see.    I  mean  the  sum  of  every  line  with  which 
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the  paper  is  written  as  it  passes  from  hand  to 
hand.  That  is  education;  and  most  careful 

should  we  be  that»  at  an  early  period,  nought 

should  be  written  but  good,  for  every  word  once 

impressed  is  well  nigh  indeUble. 

Now  what  education  had  that  poor  boy  re* 

ceived  ?  The  people  of  the  neighbouring  village 

would  have  said  a  very  good  one ;  for  there  was 

what  is  called  a  charity  school  in  the  neighboiur* 
hood,  where  he  had  been  taught  to  read-and 

write,  and  cast  accounts.  But  this  was  teach* 

ing,  not  education.  Oh,  fatal  mistake !  when  will 

Englishmen  learn  to  discriminate  between  the 

two  ?  His  education  had  been  at  home — ^in  that 

miserable  hut — ^by  that  wretched  woman — ^by 
her  companions  in  vice  and  crime !  What  had 

all  the  teachinff  he  had  received  at  the  school 

done  for  him,  but  placed  weapons  in  the  hand 

of  wickedness  ?  Had  education  formed  any  part 

of  the  system  of  the  school  where  he  was  in- 

structed— ^had  he  been  taught  how  best  to  use 

the  gifts  that  were  imparted — had  he  been  in- 

ured to  regulate  the  mind  that  was  stored — 

liad  he  been  habituated  to  draw  just  con- 
clusions from  all  he  read,  instead  of  merely 
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being  taught  to  read,  that  would  have  been  in 

some  degree  education,  and  it  might  have  cor- 

rected, to  a  certain  point,  the  darker  schooUng 

he  received  at  home.  Well  might  the  great 

philosopher,  who  in  some  things  most  grossly 

misused  the  knowledge  he  himself  possessed, 

pronounce  that  "Knowledge  is  power;"  but, 
alas,  he  forgot  to  add,  that  it  is  power  for  good 

or  evil!  That  poor  child  had  been  taught  that 

which  to  him  might  have  been  either  a  blessing 
or  a  bane ;  but  all  his  real  education  had  been 

for  evil ;  and  there  he  stood,  corrupted  to  the 

heart's  core. 

'<I  say.  Mother  Bay,"  he  exclaimed,  "that 

smells  cursed  nice— can't  you  give  us  a  drop 

before  the  coves  come  ?" 

'•  No,  no,  you  young  devil,"  replied  the  old 

woman  with  a  grin,  "  one  can't  tell  when  they'll 

show  their  mugs  at  the  door;  and  it  wouldn't  do 
for  them  to  find  you  gobbling  up  their  stuff. 

But  bring  me  that  big  porringer,  and  we'll 

put  by  enough  for  you  and  me.  I've  nimmed 

one  half  of  the  yeUow-boy  they  sent,  so  we'll 
have  a  quart  of  moonshine  to-moirow  to  help  it 

down.  * 
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"I  could  get  it  very  ̂ ell  down  without/' 
answered  little  Starlight,  bringing  her  a  large 

earthen  pot,  with  a  cracked  cover,  into  which  she 

ladled  out  about  half  a  gallon  of  the  soup. 

"  There,  take  and  put  that  fax  under  the  bed 

in  t'other  room,"  said  the  old  woman,  adding 
several  expletives  of  so  peculiar  and  unpleasant 
a  character,  that  I  must  omit  them ;  and,  indeed, 

trusting  to  the  reader's  imagination,  I  shall  beg 
leave  to  soften,  as  far  as  possible,  the  terms  of 

both  the  boy  and  his  grandmother  for  the  future, 

merely  premising,  that  when  conversing  alone 

together,  hardly  a  sentence  escaped  their  lips 

without  an  oath  or  a  blasphemy. 

Little  Starlight  soon  received  the  pot  from  the 

hands  of  his  worthy  ancestress,  and  conveyed  it 

into  the  other  room,  where  he  stayed  so  long  that 

she  called  him  to  come  forth,  in  what,  to  ordi- 

nary ears,  would  have  seemed  the  most  abusive 

language,  but  which,  on  her  lips,  was  merely  the 
tone  of  endearment  He  had  waited,  indeed,  to 

cool  the  soup,  in  order  to  steal  a  portion  of  the 

stolen  food;  but  finding  that  he  should  be  de- 
tected if  he  remained  longer,  he  ventured  to  put 
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his  finger  in  to  taste  it.  The  result  was  that  he 

scalded  his  hand ;  but  he  was  sufficiently  Spartan 

to  utter  no  cry  or  indication  of  pain ;  and  he 

escaped  all  inquiry ;  for  the  moment  after  he  had 

returned,  the  door  burst  violently  open,  and  some 

ten  or  twelve  men  came  pouring  in,  nearly  fiUing 
the  Uttle  room. 

Various  were  their  garbs,  and  strangely  dif* 
ferent  from  each  other  were  they  in  demeanour 

as  well  as  dress.  Some  were  clad  in  smock* 

frocks,  and  some  in  sailors'  jackets ;  some  looked 
like  respectable  tradesmen,  some  were  clothed 

in  a  sort  of  fancifril  costume  of  their  own, 

smacking  a  little  of  the  brigand ;  and  one  ap- 

peared in  the  ordinary  riding-dress  of  a  gentle- 
man of  that  period ;  but  all  were  well  armed, 

without  much  concealment  of  the  pistols,  which 

they  carried  about  them  in  addition  to  the 

sword  that  was  not  uncommonly  borne  by  more 

than  one  class  in  England  at  that  time.  They 

were  all  young  men  except  one  or  two;  and  three 
of  the  number  bore  evident  marks  of  some  recent 

affiray.  One  had  a  broad  strip  of  plaster  all  the 

way  down  his  forehead,  another  had  his  upper 
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lip  terribly  cut^  and  a  third — the  gentleman,  as 
I  am  bound  to  call  him,  as  he  assumed  the  title 

of  Major — ^had  a  patch  over  his  eye,  from  be- 
neath \7hich  appeared  several  rings  of  various 

colours,  which  showed  that  the  aforesaid  patch 

was  not  merely  a  means  of  disguise. 

They  were  all  quite  familiar  with  Galley  Ray 

and  her  grandson;  some  slapped  her  on  the 

shoulder ;  some  pulled  her  ear ;  some  abused  her 

horribly  in  jocular  tones ;  and  all  called  upon  her 

eagerly  to  set  Hxeii  supper  before  them,  vowing 

that  they  had  come  twenty  miles  since  seven 

o'clock  that  night,  and  were  as  hungry  as  fox- 
hunters. 

To  each  and  all  Galley  Ray  had  something  to 

say  in  their  own  particular  way.  To  some  she 

was  civil  and  coaxing,  addressed  them  as 

''  gentlemen,"  and  to  others  slang  and  abusive, 
though  quite  in  good  humour,  calling  them, 

"  you  blackguards,"  and  "  you  varmint,"  with 
sundry  other  delectable  epithets,  which  I  shall 
forbear  to  transcribe. 

To  give  value  to  her  entertainment,  she  of 

course  started  every  objection  and  difficulty  in 
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the  world  against  receiving  them,  asking  how,  in 

the  name  of  the  fiend,  they  could  expect  her  to 

take  in  so  many?  where  she  was  to  get  porringers 

or  plates  for  them  all?  and  hoping  heartily  that 

such  a  troop  weren't  going  to  stay  above  half  an 
hour. 

"  Till  to-morrow  night,  GWley,  my  chicken," 

replied  the  Major.  "  Come,  don*t  make  a  fuss. 
It  must  be  so,  and  you  shall  be  well  paid.  We 

shall  stay  in  here  to-night;  and  to-morrow  we 
shall  take  to  cover  in  the  wood;  but  young 

Radford  will  come  down  some  time  in  the  day, 

and  then  you  must  send  up  little  Starlight  to  us, 

to  let  me  know." 
The  matter  of  the  supper  was  soon  arranged 

to  their  contentment.  Some  had  tea-cups,  and 
some  saucers ;  some  had  earthen  pans,  some 

wooden  platters.  Two  were  honoured  with 

china  plates ;  and  the  large  pot  being  taken  off 

the  fire,  and  set  on  the  ground  in  the  midst  of 

them,  each  helped  himself,  and  went  on  with  his 

meal.  A  grand  brewing  of  smuggled  spirits  and 
water  then  commenced ;  and  a  number  of  horn 

oups  were  handed  round,  not  enough,  indeed. 
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for  all  the  guests ;  but  each  yessel  was  made  to 

serve  two  or  three;  and  the  first  silence  of 

hunger  being  over^  a  wild,  rambling,  and  desul- 
tory conversation  ensued,  to  which  both  Galley 

Bay  and  her  grandson  lent  an  attentive  ear. 

The  Major  said  something  to  the  man  with 

the  cut  upon  his  brow,  to  which  the  other  re- 
pUed,  by  condemning  his  own  soul,  if  he  did 

not  blow  Harding's  brains  out — ^if  it  were  true. 
"But,  I  don't  believe  it,"  he  continued.  "  He's  no 

friend  of  mine ;  but  he's  not  such  a  blackguard 

as  to  peach." 
"  So  I  think ;  but  Dick  Badford  says  he  is  sure 

he  did,"  answered  the  Major ;  "  Dick  fancies  that 

he's  jealous  of  not  having  had  yesterday's  j ob  too, 

and  that's  why  he  spoiled  it.  We  know  he  was 
up  about  that  part  of  the  country  on  the  pre- 

tence of  his  seeing  his  Dolly ;  but  Badford  says 

he  went  to  inform,  and  that  he'll  wring  his  liver 

out,  as  soon  as  this  job  of  his  fathers  is  over." 
A  torrent  of  blasphemies  poured  forth  by 

almost  every  person  present  followed,  and  they 

all  called  down  the  most  horrid  condemna- 

tion on  their  own  heads,  if  they  did  not  each 
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lend  a  hand  to  punish  the  informer.  In  the 

midst  of  this  storm  of  big  \7ord8,  Galley  Bay  put 

her  mouth  to  the  Major  s  ear,  saying,  "  I  could 
tell  young  Radford  how  he  could  wring  his 

heart  out,  and  that's  better  than  his  liver. 

There's  no  use  of  trying  to  kill  him,  for  he 
doesn't  care  two  straws  about  that.  Sharp 
steel  and  round  lead  are  what  he  looks  for  every 

day.  But  I  could  show  you  how  to  plague  him 

worse." 
"  Why,  you  old  brute,"  replied  the  Major, 

"  you're  a  friend  of  his ! — ^But  you  may  tell  him, 

if  you  like.  We  have  all  sworn  it,  and  we'll  do  it ; 
only  hold  your  tongue  till  after  to-morrow  night, 

or  I'll  cure  your  bacon  for  you." 
•'  I'm  no  friend  of  his,"  cried  Galley  Bay. 

"  The  infernal  devil,  wasn't  it  he  that  shot  my 

girl,  Meg  ?  Ay,  ay,  I  know  he  says  he  didn't, 

and  that  he  didn't  fire  a  pistol  that  day,  but 

kept  all  to  the  cutlash ;  but  he  did,  I'm  sure, 

and  a-purpose  too ;  for  didn't  he  turn  to,  that 
morning,  and  abuse  her  like  the  very  dirt  under 

his  feet,  because  she  came,  a  httle  in  hquor, 

down  to  his  boat-side  ? — ^Ay,  I'll  have  my  re- 
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venge — ^I've  been  looking  for  it  long,  but  now 

it's  a-coming — ^it's  a-coming  very  fast ;  and 

afore  I've  done  with  him,  I'll  wring  him  out  like 

a  wet  cloth,  till  he's  not  got  one  pleasure  left  in 
his  whole  carcase,  nor  one  thing  to  look  to,  for 

as  long  as  he  may  live! — ^Ay,  ay,  he  thinks  an 

old  woman  nothing ;  but  he  shall  see — ^he  shall 

see;"  and  the  beldam  wagged  her  frightful 
head  backwards  and  forwards  with  a  look  of 

well-contented  malice  that  made  it  more  horrible 
than  ever. 

"  What  an  old  devil !"  cried  the  Major,  glancing 
round  the  table  with  a  look  of  mock  surprise ; 

and  then  they  all  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter 

which  shook  the  miserable  hovel  in  which  they 
sat. 

''  Gome,  granny,  give  us  some  more  lush,  and 

leave  off  preaching,"  cried  Ned  Bamley,  the  man 
with  the  cut  upon  his  brow.  "  You  can  tell  it 

all  to  Dick  Badford,  to-morrow ;  for  he's  fond  of 

cutting  up  people's  hearts." 

"  But  how  is  it — ^how  is  it?"  asked  the  Major* 

"I  should  Uke  to  hear." 

*'  Ay,  but  you  shan't   hear  all,"  answered 
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Galley  Kay.  "  Let  Dick  do  his  part,  and  I'll  do 

mine,  so  we'll  both  have  our  revenge;  but  I 
know  one  thing,  if  I  were  a  gentleman,  and 

wanted  a  twist  at  Jack  Harding,  I'd  get  his  Kate 

away  from  him.  She's  a  light-hearted  lass,  and 
would  listen  to  a  gentleman,  I  dare  say ;  but, 

however,  I'll  have  her  away  some  way,  and  then 
kick  her  out  into  Folkestone  streets,  to  get  her 

bread  like  many  a  better  woman  than  herself." 

"  Pooh,  nonsense !"  said  Ned  Bamley — "  that's 
all  stuff.  Harding  is  going  to  marry  her ;  and 

she  knows  better  than  to  play  the  fool." 

"  Ay,"  answered  the  old  woman,  with  a  look 

of  spite,  "  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Harding  spoiled 

this  job  for  old  Badford,  too." 

*'  Not  he !"  cried  Ramley,  "  he  would  pinch 
himself  there,  old  tiger ;  for  his  own  pay  depends 

upon  it." 
"  Ay,  upon  landing  the  stuff  safely,"  answered 

the  old  woman,  with  a  grin,  '^  but  not  upon  get- 
ting it  clear  up  into  the  Weald.  He  may  have 

both,  Neddy,  my  dear — ^he  may  have  both  pays ; 

first  for  landing  and  then  for  peaching.  Play 

booty  for  ever ! — that's  the  way  to  make  money ; 
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and  ̂ ho  knows  but  you  may  get  another  crack 

of  your  own  pretty  skull,  or  have  your  brams 

sent  flying  out,  like  the  inside  of  an  egg  against 

the  pillory." 
''  By  the  fiend,  he  had  better  not,"  said  Ned 

Bamley,  "  for  there  will  be  some  of  us  left,  at 

all  events,  to  pay  him." 

"  Come,  speak  out,  old  woman,"  cried  another 
of  the  men ;  "  have  you  or  your  imp  there  got 
any  inkling  that  the  Custom  House  blackguards 

have  nosed  the  job.  If  we  find  they  have,  and 

you  don't  tell,  I'll  send  you  into  as  much  thick 
loam  as  will  cover  you  well,  I  can  tell  you ;" 
and  he  added  a  horrible  oath  to  give  force  to 
his  words. 

**  Not  they,  as  yet,"  answered  the  beldam, 
"  of  that  I  am  quite  sure ;  for  as  soon  as  the 
guinea  and  the  message  came,  I  went  down  to 

buy  the  beef,  and  mutton,  and  the  onions ;  and 

there  I  saw  Mowle  talking  to  Gurney  the 

grocer,  and  heard  him  say  that  he  had  spoiled 

Mr.  Badford's  venture  this  morning,  for  one  turn 
at  least ;  and  after  that,  I  sent  down  little  Nighty 

there,  to  watch  him  and  his  cronies ;  and  they 
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all  seemed  yery  jolly,  he  said,  ̂ hen  he  came 

back  half  an  hour  ago,  and  crowing  Uke  so 

many  young  cocks,  as  if  they  had  done  a  mighty 

deal.     Didn't  they,  my  dear  ?" 

"  Ay,  that  they  did,  Granny,"  replied  the  boy, 
"with  a  look  of  simplicity;  "  and  when  I  went  to 
the  tap  of  the  Dragon  to  get  twopennorth,  I 

heard  the  landlord  say  that  Mowle  was  up  with 

the  dragoon  Colonel,  telling  him  all  about  the 

fine  morning's  work  they  had  made." 

"  Deyilish  fine,  indeed !"  cried  Ned  Bamley. 
"  Why  they  did  not  get  one  quarter  of  the 

things ;  and  if  we  can  saye  a  third,  that's  enough 

to  pay  very  well,  I  can  tell  them." 

"  No,  no !  they  know  nothing  as  yet,"  continued 
the  old  woman,  with  a  sapient  shake  of  the  head ; 

"  I  can't  say  what  they  may  hear  before  to- 
morrow night ;  but,  if  they  do  hear  anything,  I 

know  where  it  will  come  from — ^that's  all.  People 

may  be  blind  if  they  like ;  but  I'm  not,  that's 

one  thing." 
"  No,  no !  you  see  sharp  enough.  Galley  Ray," 

answered  the  Major.  "  But  hark,  is  not  that  the 

sound  of  a  horse  coming  down  ?" 
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All  the  men  started  up ;  and  some  one  ex- 

claimed, "  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  were  Mowle 

himself. — ^He's  always  spying  about." 
**  If  it  is,  I'll  blow  his  brains  out,"  said  Ned 

Bamley,  motioning  to  the  rest  to  make  their  way 
into  the  room  behind. 

''  Ay,  you  had  best,  I  think,  Neddy,"  said 
Galley  Bay,  in  a  quiet,  considerate  tone,  answer- 

ing his  rash  threat  as  coolly  as  if  she  had  been 

speaking  of  the  catching  of  a  trout.  ''  You'll 
have  him  here  all  snug,  and  may  never  get 

such  another  chance.  <  Dead  men  tell  no 

tales,'  Neddy.  But,  get  back — 'tis  a  horse,  sure 
enough !  You  can  take  your  own  time,  if  you 

go  in  there." The  young  man  retreated ;  and  bending  down 

her  Ups  to  the  boy's  ear,  the  old  witch  inquired 

in  a  whisper,  "  Is  t'other  door  locked,  and  the 

window  fast?" 
'<  Yes,"  said  the  boy,  in  the  same  tone ;  "  and 

the  key  hid  in  the  sacking." 
"  Then  if  there  are  enough  to  take  'em," 

murmured  Gaily  Bay  to  herself — "  take  'em  they 
shall ! — ^If  there's  no  one  but  Mowle>  he  must 

YOL.  11.  a 
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go— that's  clear.  Stretch  out  that  bit  o'  sail,  boy^ 
to  catch  the  blood." 

But  before  the  boy  could  obey  her  whisper, 

the  door  of  the  hut  was  thrown  open ;  and  in- 

stead of  Mowle  there  appeared  the  figure  of 
Bichard  Badford. 

"  Here,  little  Starlight!"  he  cried,  ''  hold  my 
horse — ^why,  where  are  all  the  men  ?  Have  they 

not  come  ?*' 
The  old  woman  arranged  her  &ce  in  an 

instant  into  the  sweetest  smile  it  was  capable 

of  assuming,  and  replied,  instantly,  ''  Oh 

dear,  yes :  bless  your  beautiful  face,  Mr.  Bad- 

ford,  but  we  didn't  expect  you  to  night,  and 
thought  it  was  some  of  the  Custom-House 
blackguards  when  we  heard  the  horse.  Here, 

Neddy !— Major !— It's  only  Mr.  Badford." 
Ere  she  had  uttered  the  call,  the  men,  hearing 

a  well-known  voice,  were  entering  the  room 

again ;  and  young  Badford  shook  hands  with  * 
several  of  them  familiarly,  congratulating  the 

late  prisoners  on  their  escape. 

'*  I  found  I  couldn't  come  to-morrow  mom* 

ing,"  he  said,  *'  and  so  I  rode  down  to-night. 

It's  all  settled  for  to-morrow,  and  by  this  time 
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Harding's  at  sea.  He'll  keep  over  on  the  other 
side  till  the  sun  is  low ;  and  we  must  be  ready 

for  work  by  ten^  though  I  don't  think  he'll  get 

close  in  before  midnight." 

"Are  you  quite  sure  of  Harding,  Mr.  Badford?** 
asked  the  Major.  "  I  thought  you  had  doubts  of 

him  about  this  other  venture." 

"  Ay,  and  so  I  have  still/'  answered  Bichard 
Badford,  a  dark  scowl  coming  over  his  face, 

**  but  we  must  get  this  job  over  first.  My 
&ther  says,  he  will  have  no  words  about  it,  till 

this  is  all  clear,  and  after  that  I  may  do  as  I 

like.    Then,  Major,  then   " 
He  did  not  finish  the  sentence ;  but  those 

who  heard  him  knew  very  well  what  he  meant; 

and  the  Major  inquired,  "  But  is  he  quite  safe  in 

this  business?    The  old  woman  thinks  not." 
Toung  Badford  mused  with  a  heavy  brow 

for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  replied,  after  a 

sudden  start,  **  But  it's  no  use  now — ^he's  at  sea 

by  this  time ;  and  we  can't  mend  it.  Have  yon 

heard  anything  certain  of  him.  Galley  Bay?" 

"  No,  nothing  quite  for  certain,  my  beauty,** 
dd  the  old  woman ;  "  but  one  thing  I  know :  ha g2 
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iras  seen  there  upon  the  clifis^  with  two  strange 

xnen^  a-talking  away  at  a  great  rate ;  and  that 
was  the  very  night  he  saw  your  father,  too ;  but 

that  dear  little  cunning  devil,  my  boy,  Nighty — 

he's  the  shrewdest  lad  that  ever  lived — found 

it  all  out/' 

"What  did  he  find  out?"  demanded  young 
Badford,  sharply. 

"  Why,  who  the  one  was,  he  could  never  be 

sure,"  answered  the  beldam — "  a  nasty-looking 
ugly  brute,  all  tattooed  in  the  face,  like  a  wild 

Indian ;  but  the  other  was  the  colonel  of  dra- 

goons— that's  certain,  so  Nighty   says — ^he  is 

the  shrewdest  boy  that   " 
Bichard  Badford  and  his  companions  gazed 

at  each  other  with  very  meaning  and  very  ill- 
satisfied  looks ;  but  the  former,  at  length,  said, 

"Well,  we  shall  see — ^we  shall  see  I  and  if  he  does, 

be  shall  rue  it.  In  the  meantime,  Major,  what 

we  must  do  is,  to  have  force  enough  to  set  them, 

dragoons  and  all,  at  defiance.  My  father  has 

got  already  a  hundred  men,  and  I'll  beat  up  for 
more  to-morrow. — ^I  can  get  fifty  or  sixty  out  of 

Sussex.  We'll  all  be  down  with  you  early.  The 
soldiers  are  scattered  about  in  little  parties. 
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BO  they  can  never  have  very  many  together; 

and  the  devil's  in  it,  if  we  can't  beat  a  handful  of 

them." 
''  Give  us  a  hundred  men/'  said  Ned  Bamley^ 

*'  and  we'll  beat  the  whole  regiment  of  them." 
"  Why,  there  are  not  to  be  found  twenty  of 

them  together  in  any  one  place/'  answered 
young  Badford,  ''  except  at  Folkestone,  and  we 

shan't  have  the  run  within  fifteen  or  sixteen  miles 
of  that;  so  we  shall  easily  do  for  them ;  and  I 

should  like  to  give  those  rascals  a  licking." 

"  Then,  what's  to  be  done  with  Warding  ?" 
asked  Ned  Ramley. 

"  Leave  him  to  me — Cleave  him  to  me,  Ned/' 

replied  the  young  gentleman,  **  I'll  find  a  way 

of  settling  accounts  with  him." 
"  Why,  the  old  woman  was  talking  something 

about  it,"  said  the  Major.  "  Come,  speak  up> 

old  brute  ! — What  is  it  you've  got  to  say  ?" 

'*  Oh,  I'll  tell  him  quietly  when  he's  a  going," 

answered  Galley  Bay.  "  It's  no  business  of  yours^ 

Major." *'  She  hates  him  like  poison,"  said  the  Mi^or, 

in  a  whisper,  to  young  Badford ;  "  so  that  you 

must  not  believe  all  she  says  about  him." 
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The  young  man  gave  a  gloomy  smile,  and 

then,  after  a  few  words  more,  unoeremoniously 
tamed  the  old  woman  out  of  her  own  hovel, 

telling  her  he  would  come  and  speak  to  her  in 
a  moment  As  soon  as  the  hut  was  clear  of 

her  presence,  he  proceeded  to  make  all  his  final 

arrangements  with  the  lawless  set  who  were 

gathered  together  within. 

"  I  thought  that  Harding  was  not  to  set  ofiT 

till  to-morrow  morning,"  said  one  of  the  more 
staid-looking  of  the  party,  at  length ;  <*  I  wonder 
your  father  lets  him  make  such  changes,  Mr. 

Badford — it  looks  suspicious,  to  my  thinking." 

"  No,  no ;  it  was  by  my  &ther  s  own  orders," 

said  young  Badford ;  "there's  nothing  wrong  in 

that.  I  saw  the  note  sent  this  erening ;  so  that's 
all  right.  By  some  contrivance  of  his  own,  Hard- 

ing is  to  give  notice  to  one  of  the  people  on  Tols- 
ford  Hill^  when  he  is  well  in  land  and  all  is  safe ; 

and  then  we  shall  see  a  fire  lighted  on  the  top, 

which  is  to  be  our  signal,  to  gather  down  on  the 

beach.    It's  all  right  in  that  respect,  at  least. 
"  I'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  answered  the  other ; 

"  and  now,  as  all  is  settled,  had  you  not  better 

take  a  glass  of  grog  before  you  go." 
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"  No^  no/'  replied  the  young  man,  *^  I'll  keep 

my  head  cool  for  to-morrow ;  for  I've  got  a  job 
to  do  in  the  morning  that  may  want  a  clear  eye 

and  a  steady  hand." 

**  Well,  then,  good  luck  to  you  !*'  said  Ned 
Bamley,  laughing;  and  with  this  benediction, 

the  young  gentleman  opened  the  cottage  door. 

He  found  Gbdley  Bay  holding  his  horse  alone ; 

and,  as  soon  as  she  saw  him,  she  said,  '^  I've  sent 
the  boy  away,  Mr.  Badford,  because  I  wanted  to 

have  a  chat  with  you  for  a  minute,  all  alone,  about 

that  blackguard,  Harding;"  and  sinking  her 
voice  to  a  whisper,  she  proceeded  for  several 

minutes,  detaiUng  her  own  diabolical  notions,  of 

how  young  Badford  might  best  revenge  him- 
self on  Harding,  with  a  coaxing  manner,  and 

sweet  tone,  which  contrasted  strangely  and 

horribly,  both  with  the  words  which  she  oc- 
casionally used,  and  the  general  course  of 

her  suggestions.  Young  Badford  sometimes 

laughed,  with  a  harsh  sort  of  bitter,  unpleasant 

merriment,  and  sometimes  asked  questions,  but 

more  frequently  remained  listening  attentively 
to  what  she  said. 

Thus  passed  some  ten  minutes,  at  the  end  of 
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\7liich  time,  he  exclaimed,  with  an  oath,  ''  111  do 

it !"  and  then,  mounting  his  horse,  he  rode  away 
slowly  and  cautiously,  on  account  of  the  thick 

fog  and  the  narrow  and  stony  road. 

No  sooner  was  he  gone,  than  little  Starlight 

crept  out  from  between  the  cottage  and  a  pile  of 

dried  furze-bushes,  which  had  been  cast  down 

on  the  left  of  the  hut — at  once  affording  fuel  to 
the  inhabitants,  and  keeping  out  the  wind  from 

a  large  crack  in  the  wall,  which  penetrated 

through  and  through,  into  the  room  where  young 

Radford  had  been  conversing  with  the  smug* 

glers. 
''  Did  you  hear  them,  my  kiddy  ?"  asked  the 

old  woman,  as  soon  as  the  boy  approached  her* 

"  Every  word.  Mother  Bay,"  answered  little 
Starhght.  **  But,  get  in,  get  in,  or  they  will  be 

thinking  something;  and  I'll  tell  you  all  to* 

morrow." 
The  old  woman  saw  the  propriety  of  his  sug* 

gestion;  and,  both  entering  the  hovel,  the  door 

was  shut.  With  it,  I  may  close  a  scene,  upon 

which  I  have  been  obUged  to  pause  longer 
than  I  could  have  wished. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  man  who  follows  a  wolf  goes  straight  on 

after  him  till  he  rides  him  down ;  hut,  in  chasing 

a  fox,  it  is  always  expedient  and  fair  to  taike 

across  the  easiest  country  for  your  horse  or  for 

yourself,  to  angle  a  field,  to  make  for  a  slope 

when  the  ndghbouring  bank  is  too  high,  to  avoid 

a  clay  fallow,  or  to  skirt  a  shaking  moss.  Very 

frequently,  however,  one  beholds  an  inexpe- 
rienced sportsman  (who  does  not  well  know  the 

country  he  is  riding,  and  sees  the  field  broken  up 

into  several  parties,  each  talcing  its  own  course 

after  the  hounds)  pause  for  several  minutes,  not 

knowing  which  to  follow.  Such  is  often  the  case 
with  the  romance  writer  also,  when  the  broken 

nature  of  the  country  over  which  his  course  lies. 
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separates  his  characters,  and  he  cannot  proceed 

-with  all  of  them  at  once. 

Now,  at  the  present  moment,  I  would  &in 

follow  the  smugglers  to  the  end  of  their  ad- 
venture ;  but,  in  so  doing,  dear  reader,  I  should 

(to  borrow  a  shred  of  the  figure  I  have  just 

used)  get  before  my  hounds  ;  or,  in  other 

words,  I  should  too  greatly  violate  that  strict 

chronological  order  which  is  necessary  in  an 

important  history  like  the  present.  I  must, 

therefore,  return,  by  the  reader's  good  leave,  to 
the  house  of  Mr.  Zachary  Groyland,  almost  im- 

mediately after  Sir  Edward  Digby  had  ridden 

away,  on  the  day  following  young  Badford's 
recently  related  interview  with  the  smugglers, 

at  which  day — ^with  a  sad  violation  of  the  chro- 

nological order  I  have  mentioned  above — ^I  had 
already  arrived,  as  the  reader  must  remember, 

in  the  first  chapter  of  the  present  volume. 

Mr.  Groyland  then  stood  in  the  little  drawing- 
room,  fitted  up  according  to  his  own  peculiar 

notions,  where  Sir  Edward's  wound  had  been 
dressed ;  and  Edith,  his  niece,  sat  at  no  great  dis- 

tance on  one  of  the  low  ottomans,  for  which  he  had 

an  oriental  predilection*  She  was  a  little  excited. 
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both  by  all  that  she  had  witnessed^  and  all  that 

she  had  not ;  and  her  bright  and  beautiful  eyes 

were  raised  to  her  uncle's  feuie,  as  she  inquired, 
'^  How  did  all  this  happen  ?  You  said  you 

would  tell  me  when  they  were  gone." 
Mr.  Croyland  gazed  at  her  with  that  sort  of 

parental  tenderness  which  he  had  long  nou- 
rished in  his  heart  towards  her ;  and  certainly, 

as  she  sat  there,  leaning  lightly  upon  her 

arm,  and  with  the  sunshine  fidling  upon  her 

beautiful  form,  her  left  hand  resting  upon  her 
knee,  and  one  small  beautiful  foot  extended 

beyond  her  gown,  he  could  not  help  thinking 
her  the  loveliest  creature  he  had  ever  beheld  in 

hi6  life,  and  asking  himself — *'  Is  such  a  being 
as  that,  so  full  of  grace  in  person,  and  excellence 

in  mind,  to  be  consigned  to  a  rude,  brutal  bully> 

like  the  man  who  has  just  met  with  deserved 

chastisement  at  my  door  ?" 
He  had  just  begun  to  answer  her  question, 

9 

thinking  how  he  might  best  do  so  without 

inflicting  more  pain  upon  her  than  necessary, 

when  the  black  servant  I  have  mentioned  en- 

tered the  drawing-room,  saying,  "  A  man 

want  to  speak  to  you,  master." 
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"A  man!"  cried  Mr.  Croyland,  impatiently. 
"  What  man  ?"  I  don  t  want  any  man  !  I've 
bad  enough  of  men  for  one  morning,  surely, 
with  those  two  fools  fighting  just  opposite 

my  house  ! — What  sort  of  a  man  is  it  7" 

"  Very  odd  man,  indeed^  master/'  answered  the 

Hindoo.  '^Got  great  blue  pattern  on  him's 
face.  Strange  looking  man.  Think  him  half 

mad/'  and  he  made  a  deferential  bow,  as  if  sub* 
mitting  his  judgment  to  that  of  his  master. 

^'  Well,  I  like  odd  men,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Croy- 
land.  "  I  like  strange  men  better  than  any  others. 

I'm  not  sure  I  do  not  like  them  a  leetle  mad — 
not  too  much,  not  too  much,  you  know,  Edith, 

my  dear!  Not  dangerous;  just  mad  enough 

to  be  pleasant,  but  not  furious  or  obstreperous, 

— ^Where  have  you  put  him  ?" 

"  In  de  library,  master,"  replied  the  man ; 
''and  he  begin  taking  down  the  books  di- 

xectly." "  High  time  I  should  go  and  see,  who  is  so 

studiously  inclined,"  said  Mr.  Croyland ;  "  or  he 
may  not  only  take  down  the  books,  but  take 

them  away.      That  wouldn't   do,  you   know. 
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Edith,  my  dear — ^that  wouldn't  do.  Without 
my  niece  and  my  books,  what  would  become  of 

me  ?  I  don't  intend  to  lose  either  the  one  or 
the  other.  So  that  you  are  never  to  marry,  my 

love;  mind  that,  you  are  never  to  marry !" 
Edith  smiled  faintly — ^very  faintly  indeed; 

but  for  the  world  she  would  not  have  made  her 

uncle  feel  that  he  had  touched  upon  a  tender 

point.  *'  I  do  not  think  I  ever  shall,  my  dear 

uncle,"  she  answered;  and  saying,  '* That's  a 

good  girl  1"  the  old  gentleman  hurried  out  of 
the  room  to  see  his  unknown  visitor. 

Edith  remained  for  some  time  where  she  was, 

in  deep  and  even  painful  thoughts.  All  that  she 

had  learnt  from  her  sister,  since  Zara's  explana- 
tion with  Sir  Edward  Bigby,  amounted  but  to 

this,  that  he  whom  she  had  so  deeply  loved— 

whom  she  still  loved  so  deeply — ^was  yet  living. 
Nothing  more  had  reached  her ;  and,  though 

hope,  the  fast  dinger  to  the  last  wreck  of  pro- 
bability, yet  whispered  that  he  might  love  her 

still — that  she  might  not  be  forgotten — that  she. 

might  not  be  abandoned^  yet  fear  and  despond- 
ency far  predominated,  and  their  hoarse  tones 
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nearly  drowned  the  feeble  whisper  of  a  voice 

which  once  had  been  loud  and  gay  in  her  heart. 

After  meditating,  then,  for  some  minutes,  she 

rose  and  left  the  drawing-room,  passing,  on  her 
way  to  the  staird,  the  door  of  the  library  to  which 

her  uncle  had  previously  gone.  She  heard  him 

talking  loud  as  she  went  along ;  but  the  sounds 

were  gay,  cheerful,  and  anything  but  angry ; 

and  another  voice  was  answering,  in  mellower 

tones,  somewhat  melancholy,  indeed,  but  still 

not  sad.  Gk>ing  rapidly  by,  this  was  all  she  dis- 
tinguished ;  but  after  she  reached  her  own  room, 

which  was  nearly  above  the  library,  the  mur- 
mur of  the  voices  still  rose  up  for  more  than 

an  hour,  and  at  length  Mr.  Groyland  and  his 

guest  came  out,  and  walked  through  the  vesti- 
bule to  the  door. 

"Gk)d  bless  you,  Harry — God  bless  you!" 
said  Mr.  Groyland,  with  an  appearance  of  warmth 
and  affection  which  Edith  had  seldom  known 

him  to  display  towards  any  one ;  "  if  you  wont 

stay,  I  can't  help  it.  But  mind  your  promise — 
mind  your  promise !  In  three  or  four  days,  you 

know ;"  and  with  another  cordial  fSetrewell  they 

parted. 
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When  the  stranger  uras  gone,  however,  Mr. 

Groyland    remained    standing    in    the    vesti- 
bule for  several  minutes,   gazing  down  upon 

the  floor-oloth,    and   murmuring    to    himself 
various  broken  sentences,  from  time  to  time. 

"  Who'd  have  thought  it/*  he  said ;  "  thirty 
years  come  Lady-day  next,  since  we  saw  each 

other ! — ^But  this  isn't  quite  right  of  the  boy : 
I  will  scold  him — ^I  will  firighten  him,  too     He 

shouldn't   deceive— nobody  should    deceive — 

it's  not  right.    But  after  all,  in  love  and  war, 

every  stratagem  is  fair,  they  say ;  and  I'll  work 

for  him,  that  I  will.    Here,  Edith,  my  love,"  he 
continued,  calling  up  the  stairs,  for  he  had 

heard  his  niece's  light  foot  above,  '^  come,  and 
take  a  walk  with  ̂ e,  my  dear  :  it  will  do  us 

both  good." 
Edith  came  down  in  a  moment,  with  a  hat  (or 

bonnet)  in  her  hand ;  and  although  Mr.  Groy- 
land affected,  on  most  occasions,  to  be  by  no 

means  communicative,  yet  there  was  in  his 

whole  manner,  and  in  the  expression  of 

his  fSace,  quite  sufficient  to  indicate  to  his 

niece,  that  he  was  labouring  under  the  pres- 
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sure  of  a  secret^  which  was  not  a  very  sad  or 
dark  one. 

"There,  my  dear!"  he  exclaimed,  "I  said 
just  now  that  I  would  not  have  you  marry ;  but 

I  shall  take  off  the  restriction.  I  will  not  pro- 

hibit the  banns — only  in  case  you  should  wish 

to  marry  some  one  I  don't  approve.  But  I've  got 

a  husband  for  you — ^I've  got  a  husband  for  you, 
better  than  all  the  Radfords  that  ever  were 

christened ;  though,  by  the  way,  I  doubt 
whether  these  fellows  ever  were  christened  at 

all — a  set  of  unbelieving,  half-barbarous  sceptics. 
I  do  not  think,  upon  my  conscience,  that  old 

Badford  believes  in  anything  but  the  existence 

of  his  own  individuaUty." 
"  But  who  is  the  husband  you  have  got  for 

me  ?"  demanded  Edith,  forcing  herself  to  as- 
sume a  look  of  gaiety  which  was  not  natural  to 

her.  "  I  hope  he's  young,  handsome,  rich,  and 

agreeable.'' 
"  All,  all !"  cried  Mr.  Croyland,  "  Those  are 

absolute  requisites  in  a  lady's  estimation,  I 
know.  Never  was  such  a  set  of  grasping  monkeys 

as  you  women.  Youth,  beauty,  riches,  and  a 

courtly  air — ^you  must  have  them  all,  or  you  are 
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dissatisfied ;  and  the  ugliest,  plainest,  poorest 

-woman  in  all  Europe,  thinks  that  she  has  every 
right  to  a  phoenix  for  her  companion — an  angel 

— a  demi-god.  But  you  shall  see — ^you  shall  see ; 
and  in  the  true  spirit  of  a  fond  parent,  if  you  do 

not  see  with  my  eyes,  hear  with  my  ears,  and 

understand  with  my  understanding — ^why,  1*11 
disinherit  you. — ^But  who  the  mischief  is  this, 

now  ?"  he  continued,  looking  out  at  the  door— 
'^  another  man  on  horseback,  upon  my  life,  as 
if  we  had  not  had  enough  of  them  already. 

Never,  since  I  have  been  in  this  county  of  Kent, 

has  my  poor,  quiet,  peaceable  door  been  be- 

sieged in  this  manner  before." 
''It's  only  a  servant  with  a  note,  my  dear 

uncle,"  said  Edith. 

"  Ah,  something  more  on  your  account,"  cried 

Mr.  Croyland.  "  It's  all  because  you  are  here. 

Baba,  Baba!  see  what  that  fellow  wants! — It*s 
not  your  promised  husband,  my  dear,  so  you 

need  not  eye  him  so  curiously." 

"  Oh,  no !"  answered  Edith,  smiling.  "  I  took 
it  for  granted  that  my  promised  husband,  as  you 

call  him,  was.  to  be  this  same  odd,  strange- 
VOL.  n.  H 
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looking  gentleman^  vho  has  been  with  you  for 

the  last  hour." 

"  Pooh — ^no !"  cried  Mr.  Croyland ;  "  and  yet, 
my  lady^  I  can  tell  you,  you  could  not  do  better 

in  some  respects,  for  he's  a  very  good  man — a  very 
excellent  man  indeed,  and  has  the  advantage  of 

being  a  leetle  mad,  as  I  said  before — ^that  is,  he's 
idse  enough  not  to  care  what  fools  think  of 

him.  That's  what  is  called  being  mad  now-a- 
days.    Who  is  it  from,  Baba  ? 

'*  Didn't  say,  master,"  answered  the  Indian, 
who  had  just  handed  him  a  note.  **  He  wait 

an  answer." 

"  Oh,  very  well!"  answered  Mr.  Croyland. 
*'  He  may  get  a  shorter  one  than  he  expects. 

I've  no  time  to  be  answering  notes.  People  in 
England  spend  one  half  of  their  lives  in  writing 

notes  that  mean  nothing,  and  the  other  half  in 

sealing  them.  Why  can't  the  fools  send  a 

message  ?" While  he  had  been  thus  speaking,  the  worthy 

old  gentleman  had  been  adjusting  the  spectacles 

to  his  nose,  and  walking  with  his  usual  brisk 

step  to  the  window  in  the  passage,  against 
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which  he  planted  his  back,  so  that  the  light 

might  £eJ1  oyer  his  shoulder  upon  the  paper ; 

but  as  he  read,  a  great  change  came  over  his 
countenance. 

"  Ah,  that  s  right !— That's  well !— That  s 

honest/'  he  said :  "  I  see  what  he  means,  but  I'll 
let  him  speak  out  himsel£  Walk  into  the  garden, 

Edith,  my  love,  till  I  answer  this  man's  note. 
Baba,  bid  the  fellow  wait  for  a  moment,*'  and 
stepping  into  the  Ubrarj,  Mr.  Croyland  sought 

for  a  pen  that  would  write,  and  then  scrawled, 

in  a  very  rude  and  crooked  hand,  which  soon 

made  the  paper  look  like  an  ancient  Greek 

manuscript,  a  few  lines,  to  the  beauty  of  which 

he  added  the  effect  of  bad  blotting-paper.  Then 
folding  his  note  up,  he  sealed  and  addressed 

it,  first  reading  carefully  over  again  the  epistle 

which  he  had  just  received,  and  with  which  it 

may  be  as  well  to  make  the  reader  acquainted, 

though  I  shall  abstain  firom  looking  into  Mr. 

Croyland's  answer  till  it  reaches  its  destination. 
The  letter  which  the  servant  had  brought  was 

to  the  following  effect : 

''  The  gentleman  who  had  the  pleasure  of 
H  2 
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txavelling  with  Mr.  Croyland  from  London^  and 

who  was  introduced  to  him  by  the  name  of 

Captain  Osborn,  was  about  to  avail  himself  of 

Mr.  Croyland's  invitation,  when  some  circimi- 
stances  came  to  his  knowledge,  which  seem  to 

render  it  expedient  that  he  should  have  a  few 

minutes'  conversation  with  Mr.  Croyland  before 
he  visits  his  house.  He  is  at  present  at  Wood* 

church,  and  will  remain  there  till  two  o'clock, 
if  it  is  convenient  for  Mr.  Croyland  to  see 

him  at  that  place  to-day. — ^If  not,  he  will  re- 

turn to  Woodchurch  to-morrow,  towards  one, 

and  will  wait  for  Mr.  Croyland  till  any  hour  he 

shall  appoint." 
''  There !  give  that  to  the  gentleman's  servant," 

said  Mr.  Croyland ;  and  then  depositing  his 

spectacles  safely  in  their  case,  he  walked  out 

into  the  garden  to  seek  Edith. 

The  servant,  in  the  meanwhile,  went  at  a 

rapid  pace,  over  pleasant  hill  and  dale,  till  he 

reached  the  village  of  Woodchurch,  and  stopped 

at  fk  little  pubhc-house,  before  the  door  of  which 

stood  three  dragoons,  with  their  horses'  bridles 
over  their  arms.    As  speedily  as  possible,  the 
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man  entered  the  house,  and  walked  up  stairs, 

where  he  found  his  master  talking  to  a  man, 
covered  with  dust  from  the  road. 

"  Mr.  Mowle  should  have  given  me  farther 

information/'  the  young  officer  said,  looking  at 
a  paper  in  his  hand.  '^  I  could  have  made  my 

combinations  here  as  well  as  at  Hythe." 

*'  He  sent  me  off  in  a  great  hurry,  sir,"  an- 

swered the  man ; "  but  I'll  tell  him  what  you  say." 

"  Stay,  stay !"  said  the  officer,  holding  out  his 
hand  to  his  servant  for  the  note  which  he  had 

brought.  "  I  will  tell  you  more  in  a  minute,  and 

breaking  open  the  seal,  he  read  Mr.  Groyland's 
epistle,  which  was  to  the  following  effect. 

"  Mr.  Groyland  presents  his  compUments  to 
Captain  Osbom,  and  has  had  the  honour  of 

receiving  his  letter,  although  he  cannot  con- 
ceive why  Captain  Osbom  should  wish  to  speak 

with  him  at  Woodchurch,  when  he  could  so 

easily  speak  with  him  in  his  own  house,  yet  Mr. 

Croyland  is  Captain  Osbom's  very  humble  ser- 
vant, and  will  do  as  he  bids  him.  As  it  is  now 

past  one  o'clock,  as  it  would  take  half-an-hour  to 

get  Mr.  Croyland's  carriage  ready,  and  an  hour 
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to  reach  Woodchorch,  and  as  it  is  someyeais  since 

Mr.  Croyland  has  got  upon  the  back  of  anything 

but  an  ass,  or  a  hobby-horse, — Shaving  moreover 
no  asses  at  hand  mth  the  proper  proportion  of 

legs,  though  many,  deficient  in  number — it  is  im- 
possible for  him  to  reach  Woodchurch  by  the  time 

stated  to-day.  He  wU.  be  over  at  that  place, 

hoi^ever,  by  two  o'clock  to-morrow,  and  hopes 
that  Captain  Osbom  will  be  able  to  return  with 

him,  and  spend  a  few  days  in  an  old  bachelor's 

house." The  young  officer  s  face  was  grave  as  he  read 

the  first  part  of  the  letter,  but  it  relaxed  into  a 

smile  towards  the  end.  He  then  gave,  perhfq)s, 

ten  seconds  to  thought ;  after  which,  rousing 

himself  abruptly,  he  turned  to  the  dusty  mes- 
senger from  Hythe,  and  fixing  a  somewhat 

searching  glance  upon  the  man's  face,  he  said — 
**  Tell  Mr.  Mowle  that  I  will  be  over  with  him 

directly,  and  as  the  troops,  it  seems,  will  be  re- 
quired on  the  side  of  Folkestone,  he  must  have 

everything  prepared  on  his  part;  for  we  shall 

have  no  time  to  spare." 
The  man  bowed  with  a  stoUd  look,  and  with* 
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drew ;  and  after  he  had  left  the  room^  the  officer 

remained  silent  for  a  moment  or  two,  looking 
out  of  the  window  till  he  saw  him  mount  his  horse 

and  depart.  Then,  descending  in  haste  to  the 

inn  door,  he  gaye  various  orders  to  the  dragoons, 

who  were  there  waiting.  To  one  they  were,  "  Ride 
off  to  Folkestone  as  fast  as  you  can  go,  and  tell 

Captain  Irby  to  march  immediately  with  his 

troop  to  Bilslngton,  which  place  he  must  reach 

before  two  o'clock  in  the  morning."  To  another : 
*^  You  gallop  off  to  Appledore,  and  bid  the  ser- 

geant there  bring  his  party  down  to  Brenzet 

Corner,  in  the  Marsh,  and  put  himself  under  the 

orders  of  Cornet  Joyce."  To  the  third :  "  You, 
Wood,  be  off  to  Ashford,  and  tell  Lieutenant 

Green  to  bring  down  all  his  men  as  far  as  Brom- 
ley Green,  taking  up  the  party  at  Eingsnorth. 

Let  him  be  there  by  three ;  and  remember,  these 

are  private  orders.    Not  a  word  to  any  one." 
The  men  sprang  into  the  saddle,  as  soon  as 

the  last  words  were  spoken,  and  rode  away  in 

different  directions ;  and,  after  bidding  his  ser- 
vant bring  round  his  horse,  the  young  officer 

remained  standing  at  the  door  of  the  inn,  with 
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his  tall  form  erect,  his  arms  crossed  upon  his 

chest,  and  his  eyes  gazing  towards  Harboume 
House.  He  was  in  the  midst  of  the  scenes  where 

his  early  days  had  been  spent.     Every  object 

around  him  was  iamihar  to  his  eye :  not  a  hill,  not 

a  wood,  not  a  church  steeple  or  a  farm  house,  but 

had  its  association  with  some  of  those  bright 

things  which  leave  a  lustre  in  the  evening  sky 

of  hfe,  even  when  the  day-star  of  existence  has 

set.     There  were  the  pleasant  hours  of  child- 
hood,  the  sports   of  boyhood,  the  dreams  of 

youth,  the  love  of  early  manhood.     The  light 

that  memory  cast  upon  the  whole  might  not  be 

80  strong  and  powerful,  might  not  present  them 

in  s6  real  and  definite  a  form,  as  in  the  full  day 

of  enjoyment;  but  there  is  a  great  difference 

between  that  hght  of  memory,  when  it  brightens 

a  period  of  life  that  may  yet  renew  the  joys  which 

have  passed  away  for  a  time,  and  when  it  shines 

upon  pleasures  gone  for  ever.    In  the  latter 

case  it  is  but  as  the  moonhght — a  reflected  beam, 
without  the  warmth  of  fruition  or  the  brilliancy 

of  hope ;  but  in  the  former,  it  is  as  the  glow  of 

the  descending  sun,  which  sheds  a  purple  lustre 
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through  the  vista  of  the  past,  and  gives  a  pro- 
mise of  returning  joy  even  as  it  sinks  away. 

He  stood,  then,  amongst  the  scenes  of  his  early 

years,  with  hope  refreshed,  though  still  with  the 

remembrance  of  sorrows  tempering  the  warmth 

of  expectation,  perhaps  shading  the  present. 

It  wanted,  indeed,  but  some  small  circumstance, 

by  bearing  a£Eir,  like  some  light  wind,  the 

cload  of  thought,  to  give  to  all  around  the 

bright  hues  of  other  days ;  and  that  was  soon 
afforded.  He  had  not  remained  there  above  two 

or  three  minutes  when  the  landlord  of  the 

public-house  came  out,  and  stood  directly  be- 
fore him. 

"  Oh,  I  forgot  your  bill,  my  good  fellow," 

said  the  young  officer.     "  What  is  my  score?" 
"  No,  sir,  it  is  not  that,"  answered  the  man, 

"  but  I  think  you  have  forgotten  me.  I  could 
not  let  you  go,  however,  without  just  asking  you 

to  shake  hands  with  me,  though  you  are  a  great 

gentleman  now,  and  I  am  much  what  I  was." 
The  young  officer  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment, 

and  let  his  eye  run  over  the  stout  limbs  and 

portly  person  of  the  landlord,  till  at  length  he 
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said,  in  a  doubtful  tone,  *'  Surely,  you  cannot 

be  young  Miles,  the  son  of  my  father's  clerk?" 

<'  Ay,  sir,  just  the  same,"  replied  the 
host ;  '*  but  young  and  old,  we  change,  just  as 
women  do  their  names  when  they  marry.  Not 

that  six  or  seven  years  have  made  me  old 

either;  but  I  was  six  and  twenty  when  you 

went  away,  and  as  thin  as  a  whipping  post; 

now  I*m  two  and  thirty,  and  as  fat  as  a  porker. 
That  makes  a  wonderful  difference^  sir.  But 

I'm  glad  you  don't  forget  old  times." 

'<, Forget  them.  Miles!"  said  the  young 
officer,  holding  out  his  hand  to  him,  ''  oh  no, 
they  are  too  deeply  written  in  my  heart  ever  to 

be  blotted  out!  I  thought  I  was  too  much 

changed  myself  for  any  one  to  remember  me, 
but  those  who  were  most  dear  to  me.  What 

between  the  effects  of  time  and  labour,  sorrow 

and  war,  I  hardly  fancied  that  any  one  in  Kent 

would  know  me.  But  you  are  changed  for  the 

better,  I  for  the  worse.  Yet  I  am  very  glad  to 

see  you.  Miles ;  and  I  shall  see  you  again  to- 
morrow ;  for  I  am  coming  back  here  towards 

two  o'clock.    In  the  meantime,  you  need  not 
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say  you  have  seen  me ;  for  I  do  not  wish  it  to 
to  be  known  that  I  am  here,  till  I  have  learned 

a  little  of  what  reception  I  am  likely  to  have." 
"  Oh,  I  imderstand,  sir — I  understand/'  re- 

plied the  landlord ;  "  and  if  you  should  want  to 
know  how  the  land  lies,  I  can  always  tell  you ; 

for  you  see,  I  have  the  parish-clerks'  club, 
which  meets  here  once  a  week ;  and  then  all  the 

news  of  the  country  comes  out;  and  besides, 

many  a  one  of  them  comes  in  here  at  other 

times,  to  have  a  gossip  with  old  Bafe  Miles's 
son,  so  that  I  hear  everything  that  goes  on 

in  the  county  almost  as  soon  as  it  is  done; 

and  right  glad  shall  I  be  to  tell  you  anything 

you  want  to  know,  just  for  old  times'  sake; 
when  you  used  to  go  shooting  snipes  by  the 

brooks,  and  I  used  to  come  after  for  the  sport — 

that  is  to  say,  anything  about  your  own  people ; 

not  about  the  smugglers,  you  know;  for  they  say 

you  are  sent  here  to  put  them  down ;  and  I 

should  not  like  to  peach,  even  to  you.  I  heard 

that  some  great  gentleman  had  come  down — a 
Sir  Hairy  Somebody.  But  I  little  thought  it 

was  you,   till  I  saw  you  just  now  standing 
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looking  80  melancholy  towards  Harboome,  and 

thinking,  I  dare  say,  of  the  old  house  at  Tif- 

fenden." 
"  Indeed  I  was,"  answered  the  young  officer, 

with  a  sigh.  "  But  as  to  the  smugglers,  my 
good  friend,  I  want  no  information.  I  am  sent 

down  with  my  regiment  merely  to  aid  the  civil 

power,  which  seems  totally  incompetent  to  stop 

the  daring  outrages  that  are  every  day  com- 
mitted. If  this  were  suffered  to  go  on,  all  law, 

not  only  regarding  the  revenue,  but  even  that 

affecting  the  protection  of  life  and  property, 

would  soon  be  at  an  end." 

''  That  it  would,  sir,"  answered  the  landlord ; 

*'  and  it  s  well  nigh  at  an  end  akeady,  for  that 

matter." 
"  Well,"  continued  the  officer,  "  though  the 

service  is  not  an  agreeable  one,  and  I  think, 

considering  all  things,  might  have  been  en- 
trusted  to  another  person,  yet  I  have  but  to 

obey ;  and  consequently,  being  here,  am  ready 

whenever  called  upon  to  support  the  officers, 

either  of  justice  or  the  revenue,  both  by 

arms  and  by  advice.    But  I  have  no  other  duty 
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to  perform,  and  indeed  would  rather  not  have 

any  information  regarding  the  proceedings  of 

these  misguided  men,  except  through  the 

proper  channels.  If  I  had  the  absolute  com- 
mand of  the  district,  with  orders  to  put  down 

smuggling  therein,  it  might  be  a  different 

matter ;  but  I  have  not." 
'^  Ay,  I  thought  there  was  a  mistake  about 

it,"  rephed  Miles ;  "  but  here  is  your  horse,  sir 

I  shall  see  you  to-morrow,  then  ?" 

*^  Certainly,"  answered  the  officer;  and 
having  paid  his  score,  he  mounted  and  rode 
away. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

The  colonel  of  the  dragoon  regiment  rode  into 

Hythe  coolly  and  calmly,  followedT)y  his  servant; 

for  though,  to  say  the  truth,  he  had  pushed  his 

horse  very  fast  for  some  part  of  the  ̂ a,y,  he 

judged  it  expedient  not  to  cause  any  bustle  in 

the  town  by  an  appearance  of  haste  and  excite- 
ment. It  was  customary  in  those  days  for 

officers  in  the  army  in  active  service,  even  when 

not  on  actual  duty,  to  appear  in  their  regimental 

imiform;  but  this  practice  the  gentleman  in 

question  had  dispensed  with  since  he  left  Lon- 
don, on  many  motives,  both  public  and  personal ; 

and  though  he  wore  the  cockade — at  that  time 

the  sign  and  symbol  of  a  military  man^  or  of  one 
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who  affected  that  position,  yet  he  generally  ap- 
peared in  plain  clothes,  except  when  any  large 

body  of  the  troops  were  gathered  together. 
At  the  door  of  the  inn  where  he  had  fixed  his 

head-quarters,  and  in  the  passage  leading  from  it 
into  the  house,  were  a  number  of  private  soldiers 

imd  a  sergeant ;  and  amongst  them  appeared  Mr. 

Mowle,  the  Custom-House  officer,  waiting  the 
arrival  of  the  commander  of  the  dragoons.  As 

the  latter  dismounted,  Mowle  advanced  to  his 

side,  saying  something  in  a  low  voice.  The  young 

officer  looked  at  the  sky,  which  was  still  glowing 

bright  with  the  sun,  which  had  about  an  hour 

and  a-half  to  run  ere  it  reached  the  horizon. 

''  In  an  hour,  Mr.  Mowle,"  replied  the  officer : 
"  there  will  be  time  enough.  Make  all  your  own 

arrangements  in  the  meanwhile." 

"  But,  sir,  if  you  have  to  send  to  Folkestone  ?" 
said  Mowle.  *'  You  misunderstood  me,  I  think." 

"  No,  no,"  answered  the  colonel,  '*  I  did  not. 
You  misunderstood  me.  Come  back  in  an 

hour. — K  you  show  haste  or  anxiety,  you  will 

put  the  enemy  on  his  guard." 
After  having  said  these  few  words  in  a  low 
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tone,  he  entered  the  house,  gave  some  orders  to 

the  soldiers,  several  of  whom  sauntered  away 

slowly  to  their  quarters,  as  if  the  business  of  the 

day  were  over ;  and  then,  proceeding  to  his  own 

room,  he  rang  the  bell  and  ordered  dinner. 

"  I  thought  there  was  a  bit  of  a  bustle,  sir  ?" 
said  the  landlord,  inquiringly,  as  he  put  the  first 

dish  upon  the  table. 

"  Oh  dear,  no,"  replied  the  colonel.  "Did  you 

mean  about  these  men  who  have  escaped  ?" 
•    "  I  di(in*t  know  about  what,    colonel,"  an- 

swered the  landlord,  "  but  seeing  Mr.  Mowle 

waiting  for  you   " 

''  You  thought  it  must  be  about  them,"  added 
the  officer ;  ''  but  you  are  mistaken,  my  good 
friend.  There  is  no  bustle  at  all.  The  men  will, 

doubtless,  soon  be  taken,  one  after  the  other, 

by  the  constables.  At  all  events,  that  is  an  afi^ 

with  which  I  can  have  nothing  to  do." 
The  landlord  immediately  retreated,  loaded 

with  intelligence,  and  informed  two  men  who 

were  sipping  rum-and-water  in  the  tap-room, 
that  Mowle  had  come  to  ask  the  colonel  to  help 

in  apprehending  "  the  Major"  and  others  who 
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had  been  rescued,  and  that  the  colonel  would 

have  nothing  to  do  with  it. 

The  men  finished  their  grog  much  more 

rapidly  than  they  had  begun  it^  and  then 

walked  out  of  the  house,  probably  to  convey 

the  tidings  elsewhere.  Now,  the  town  of  Hythe 

is  composed,  as  every  one  knows,  of  one  large 

and  principal  street  nearly  at  the  bottom  of  the 

hill,  with  several  back  streets— or  perhaps  lanes 

we  might  call  them — ^running  parallel  to  the  firsts 
and  a  great  number  of  shorter  ones  running  up 

and  down  the  hill,  and  connecting  the  principal  * 
thoroughfare  with  those  behind  it.  Many — nay, 

I  might  say  most — of  the  houses  in  the  main 
street  had,  at  the  time  I  speak  of,  a  back  as  well 

as  a  front  entrance.  They  might  sometimes 
have  even  more  than  one;  for  there  were  trades 

carried  on  in  Hythe,  as  the  reader  has  been 

made  aware,  which  occasionally  required  rapid 
and  secret  modes  of  exit.  Nor  was  the  house  in 

which  the  young  commander  of  dragoons  resided 

without  its  conveniences  in  this  respect ;  but  it 

80  happened  that  Mowle,  the  officer,  was  well 

acquainted  with  all  its  different  passages  and 
VOL.  n.  I 
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eontrivances;  and  oonsequently  he  took  advan- 
tage^ on  his  return  at  the  end  of  an  hour,  of  one 

of  the  email  lanes^  which  led  him  by  a  back 

way  into  the  inn.  Then  ascending  a  narrow 

staircase  without  disturbing  anybody,  he  made 

his  way  to  the  room  he  sought,  where  he  found 

the  colonel  of  the  regiment  quietly  writing  some 
ktters  after  his  brief  meal  was  over. 

*^  Well,  Mr.  Mowle !"  said  the  young  officer, 
folding  up,  and  sealing  the  note  he  had  just 

concluded — "  now,  let  me  hear  what  you  have 
disooyered,  and  where  you  wish  the  troops 

to  be." 
^'  I  am  afraid,  sir,  we  have  lost  time,"  answered 

Mowle;  <'  for  I  can't  tell  at  what  time  the  landing 

will  take  place.*' 
'<  Not  before  midnight,"  repUed  his  oom- 

panion ;  ''  there  is  no  vessel  in  sight,  and,  with 

the  wind  at  this  quarter,  they  can't  be  very  quick 

in  their  movements." 

''  Why,  probably  not  before  midnight,  sir," 
answered  Mowle;  '^but  there  are  not  above  fifty 
of  your  men  within  ten  miles  rounds  and  if 

you've  to  send  for  them  to  Folkestone  and  Ash* 
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ford,  and  out  almost  to  Staplehurat,  they  will 

have  no  time  to  make  ready  and  march ;  and  the 
fellows  will  be  off  into  the  Weald  before  we  can 

catch  them." 
The  young  officer  smiled :  "  Then  you  think 

fifty  men  will  not  be  enough  ?*'  he  asked. 

"  Not  half  enough/*  answered  Mowle,  be- 
ginning to  set  down  his  companion  as  a  person 

of  yery  little  intellect  or  energy — "  why,  from 
what  I  hear,  there  will  be  some  two  or  three 

hundred  of  these  fellows  down,  to  carry  the  goods 

after  they  are  run,  and  every  one  of  them  equal 

to  a  dragoon,  at  any  time." 
*' Well,  we  shall  see!"  said  the  young  officer, 

coolly.  "  You  are  sure  that  Dymchurch  is  the 

place  r 

"Why,  somewhere  thereabouts,  sir;  and  that's 

a  long  way  off,"  answered  Mowle;  "  so  if  you 
have  any  arrangements  to  make,  you  had  better 

make  them." 

"  They  are  all  made,"  repUed  the  colonel ; 
*'  but  tell  me,  Mr.  Mowle,  does  it  not  frequently 
take  place  that,  when  smugglers  are  pursued 

in  the  marsh,  they  throw  their  goods  into  the i2 
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cuts  and  canals  and  creeks  by  which  it  is  in- 

tersected." 
^'To  be  sure  they  do,  sir/'  exclaimed  the 

officer ;  "  and  they'll  do  that  to  a  certainty,  if 

•we  can't  prevent  them  landing;  and,  if  we 
attack  them  in  the  Marsh 

''  To  prevent  them  landing/'  said  the  gen- 
tleman, *'  seems  to  me  impossible  in  the  present 

state  of  affairs ;  and  I  do  not  know  whether  it 

would  be  expedient,  even  if  we  could.  Your 

object  is  to  seize  the  goods,  both  for  your  own 

benefit  and  that  of  the  state,  and  to  take  as  many 

prisoners  as  possible.  Now,  firom  what  you  told 

me  yesterday,  I  find  that  you  have  no  force  at 

sea,  except  a  few  miserable  boats    ■    " 
*^  I  sent  off  for  the  revenue  cruiser  this  morn- 

ing, sir,"  answered  Mowle. 

"  But  she  is  not  come,"  rejoined  the  officer ; 
**  and,  consequently,  must  be  thrown  out  of  our 
combinations.  If  we  assemble  a  large  force  at 

any  point  of  the  coast,  the  smugglers  on  shore 

will  have  warning.  They  may  easily  find  means 

of  giving  notice  of  the  fact  to  their  comrades  at 

sea — ^the  landing  may  be  effected  at  a  different 
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point  firom  that  now  proposed,  and  the  goods  oar- 
lied  clear  off  before  we  can  reach  them.  It  seems 

to  me,  therefore,  better  for  you  to  let  the  land- 
ing take  place  quietly.  As  soon  as  it  has  taken 

place,  the  beacons  will  be  lighted  by  my  orders ; 

the  yery  fact  of  a  signal  they  don't  understand 
will  throw  the  smugglers  into  some  confusion ; 

and  they  will  huiry  out  of  the  Marsh  as  &st  as 

possible   ^ 
"  But  suppose  they  separate,  and  all  take  dif- 

ferent roads,"  saidMowle. 
"  Then  all,  or  almost  all,  the  different  parties 

will  be  met  with  and  stopped,"  replied  the 
officer. 

"  But  your  men  cannot  act  without  a  requi- 

sition from  the  Customs,  sir,"  answered  Mowle, 

"  and  they  are  so  devilish  cautious  of  committing 

themselves   " 

"  But  I  am  not,"  rejoined  the  colonel ;  '^  and 
every  party  along  the  whole  line  has  notice  that 

the  firing  of  the  beacons  is  to  be  taken  as  a 

mgnal  that  due  requisition  has  been  made,  and 

has  orders  also  to  stop  any  body  of  men  carry- 

ing goods  that  they  may  meet  with.     But  I  do 
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not  think  that  these  smugglers  ̂ rill  separate 

at  all,  Mr.  Mo\vIe.  Their  only  chance  of  safety 

must  seem  to  them — ^not  knoinng  how  perfectly 

prepared  we  are — ^to  lie  in  their  numbers  and  their 
union.  While  acting  together,  their  numbers, 

it  appears  from  your  account,  would  be  sufficient 

to  force  any  one  post  opposed  to  them,  according 

to  the  arrangements  which  they  have  every 

reason  to  believe  still  exist ;  and  lliey  will  not 

throw  away  that  chance.  It  is,  therefore,  my 

belief  that  they  will  make  their  way  out  of  the 

Marsh  in  one  body.  After  that,  leave  them  to 

me.  I  will  take  the  responsibility  upon  my- 

self." **  Very  well,  colonel  —  very  well!"  said 
Mowle ;  '*  if  you  are  ready  without  my  knowing 
anything  about  it,  all  the  better.  Only  the 

fellow  I  sent  you  brought  back  word  something 

about  Folkestone." 

*'  That  was  merely  because  I  did  not  like  the 

man's  look,"  replied  the  young  officer,  ''and 
thought  you  would  understand  that  a  message 

sent  yon  in  so  public  a  manner,  upon  a  business 
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which  required  secreoy^  must  not  be  read  in  its 

direct  sense." 

''  Oh,  I  see,  colonel — ^I  see,"  cried  the  officer 

of  Customs ;  "  it  was  stupid  enough  not  to  un- 
derstand. All  my  people  are  ready,  howerer; 

and  if  we  could  but  discoyer  the  hour  the  run 

is  to  be  made,  we  should  have  a  pretty  sure 

game  of  it.*' "  Cannot  the  same  person  who  gave  you  so 

much  intelligence,  give  you  that  also?"  asked 
his  companion. 

"  Why,  no ;  either  the  imp  can't,  or  he  wont," 
said  Mowle.  **  I  had  to  pay  him  ten  pounds 
for  what  tidings  I  got,  for  the  little  wretch  is  as 

cunning  as  Satan." 
**  Are  you  sure  the  intelligence  was  correct  ?" 

demanded  the  officer  of  dragoons. 

*'  Oh  yes,  sir,"  replied  Mowle.  "  His  tidings 

have  always  been  quite  right ;  and  besides,  I've 
the  means  of  testing  this  myself;  for  he  told  me 

where  they  are  to  meet — at  least  a  large  party  of 

them — ^before  going  down  to  the  shore.  I  ve  a 

very  great  mind  to  disguise  myself,  and  creep  in 

among  them." 
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•  '^A  very  hazardous  experiment,  I  should 

think/'  said  the  colonel;  ''and  I  do  not  see 

any  object  worth  the  risk." 
"  Why^  the  object  would  be  to  get  informa- 

tion of  the  hour/'  answered  Mowle.  *'  If  we 
could  learn  that,  some  time  before,  we  could 

have  everything  ready,  and  have  them  watched 

all  through  the  Marsh/' 
"  Well,  you  must  use  your  own  judgment  in 

that  particular!"  answered  the  young  officer; 
''but  I  tell  you,  I  am  quite  prepared  myself; 
and  such  a  large  body  as  you  have  mentioned 

cannot  cross  a  considerable  extent  of  country 

without  attracting  attention." 
"  Well,  I'll  see,  sir — ^I'll  see,"  answered  Mowle ; 

^'bttt  had  I  not  better  send  off  two  or  three 

officers  towards  Dymchurch,  to  give  your  men 

notice  as  soon  as  the  goods  are  landed  7" 

"  Undoubtedly,"  answered  the  colonel. 

^'  There's  a  party  at  New  Romney,  and  a  party 
at  Burmarsh.  They  both  have  their  orders, 

and  as  soon  as  they  have  intimation,  will  act 

upon  them.  I  would  have  enough  men  pre- 
sent, if  I  were  you,  to  watch  the  coast  well. 
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but  with  strict  orders  to  do  nothing  to  create 

alarm/' 
Some  minor  arrangements  were  then  entered 

into,  of  no  great  importance  to  the  tale;  and 

Mowle  took  his  leave,  after  having  promised 

to  give  the  colonel  the  very  first  intimation 

he  received  of  the  further  proceedings  of  the 

smugglers. 

The  completion  of  his  own  arrangements 

took  the  Custom-House  officer  half  an  hour 

more,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  he  returned  to 

his  own  dwelling,  and  sat  down  for  a' while,  to 
think  over  the  next  step.  He  felt  a  strong  in- 

chnation  to  visit  the  meeting  place  of  the  smug- 
glers in  person.  He  was,  as  we  have  shown,  a  man 

of  a  daring  and  adventurous  disposition,  strong 

in  nerve,  firm  in  heart,  and  with,  perhaps,  too 

anxious  a  sense  of  duty.  Indeed,  he  was  rather 

inclined  to  be  rash  than  otherwise,  firom  the  ap- 
prehension of  having  anything  like  fear  attributed 

to  him  in  the  execution  of  the  service  he  had  un- 

dertaken ;  but  still  he  could  not  shut  his  eyes  to 
the  fact  that  the  scheme  he  meditated  wasfuU  of 

peril  to  himself.    The  men  amongst  whom  he 
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proposed  to  venture  were  lawless,  sanguinary, 

and  unscrupulous ;  and,  if  discovered,  he  had 

every  reason  to  believe  that  his  life  would  be  sacri- 
ficed by  them  without  the  slightest  hesitation  or 

remorse.  He  was  their  most  persevering  enemy ; 

he  had  spared  them  on  no  occasion;  and 

although  he  had  dealt  fiairly  by  them,  yet  many 

of  those  who  were  likely  to  be  present,  had 

suffered  severe  punishment  at  his  instigation 

and  by  his  means.  He  hesitated  a  little,  and 
called  to  mind  what  the  colonel  had  said 

regarding  the  hazard  of  the  act,  and  the 

want  of  sufficient  object ;  but  then,  suddenly 

starting  up,  he  looked  forward  with  a  frowning 

brow,  exclaiming,  <*Why,  hang  it,  I'm  not 

afraid !  1*11  go,  whatever  be&ls  me.  It's  my 
duty  not  to  leave  any  chance  for  information 

untried.  That  young  fellow  is  mighty  cool 

about  the  business ;  and  if  these  men  get  off,  it 

shall  not  be  any  &ult  of  mine." 
Thus  saying,  he  lighted  a  candle,  and  went 

into  an  adjoining  room,  where,  from  a  large 

commode,  filled  with  a  strange  medley  of  dif- 
ferent dresses  and  implements,  he  chose  out  a 
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wagoner's  frock,  a  large  pair  of  leathern  leggings, 
or  gaiters,  and  a  straw  hat,  such  as  was  very 

commonly  used  at  that  time  amongst  the  pea^ 

santry  of  England.  After  gazing  at  them  for  a 

moment  or  two,  and  turning  them  over  once  or 

twice,  he  put  them  on,  and  then,  with  a  pair  of 

sharp  scissors,  cut  away,  in  a  rough  and  un- 
ceremonious fashion,  a  considerable  quantity  of 

his  black  hair,  which  was  generally  left  rough 

and  floating.  High  up  over  his  neck,  and 

round  his  chin,  he  tied  a  large  blue  handker- 
chief, and  when  thus  completely  accoutred, 

gave  himself  a  glance  in  the  glass,  saying,  '^  I 

don't  think  I  should  know  myself." 
He  seemed  considerably  reassured  at  finding 

himself  so  completely  disguised;  and  then  look- 
ing at  his  watch,  and  perceiving  that  the  hour 

named  for  the  meeting  was  approaching,  he  put 

a  braoe  of  pistols  in  his  breast,  where  they  could 

be  easily  reached  through  the  opening  in  front 

of  the  smock-frock. 

He  had  already  reached  the  door,  when 

something  seemed  to  stiike  him ;  and  saying  to 

himself — "  Well,  there's  no  knowing  what  may 
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happen! — ^it's  better  to  prepare  against  any- 

thing/' he  turned  back  to  his  sitting-room,  and 
TTTOte  down  on  a  sheet  of  paper : 

'^  Sir, — ^I  am  gone  up  to  see  what  they  are 
about.  If  I  should  not  be  back  by  eleven,  you 

may  be  sure  they  have  caught  me,  and  then  you 

must  do  your  best  with  Birchett  and  the  others. 

If  I  get  off,  I'll  call  in  as  I  come  back,  and  let 
you  know. 

"  Sir,  your  very  obedient  servant, 

"William  Mowle." 

As  soon  as  this  was  done,  he  folded  the  note 

up,  addressed,  and  sealed  it;  and  then,  blowing 

the  light  out,  he  called  an  old  female  servant 

who  had  lived  in  his  house  for  many  years,  and 

whom  he  now  directed  to  carry  the  epistle  to  the 

colonel  of  dragoons  who  was  up  at  the  inn, 

adding  that  she  was  to  deliver  it  with  her  own 
hand. 

The  old  woman  took  it  at  once ;  and  knowing 

well,  how  usual  it  was  for  the  Custom-House 

officers  to  disguise  their  persons  in  various  ways, 

she  took  no  notice  of  the  strange  change  in 
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Mr.  Mowle's  appearance^  though  it  was  so  com- 
plete that  it  could  not  well  escape  her  eyes,  even 

in  the  darkness  which  reigned  throughout  tlie 
house. 

This  having  been  all  arranged,  and  the 

maid  on  her  way  to  convey  the  letter,  Mowle 

himself  walked  slowly  forward  through  the  long 

narrow  lanes  at  the  back  of  the  town,  and  along 

the  path  up  towards  Saltwood.  It  was  dusk 

when  he  set  out,  but  not  yet  quite  dark ;  and 

as  he  went,  he  met  two  people  of  the  town> 

whom  he  knew  well,  but  who  only  replied  to 

the  awkward  nod  of  the  head  which  he  gave 

them,  by  saying,  *'  Good  night,  my  man,"  and 
walked  on,  evidently  unconscious  that  they  were 

passing  an  acquaintance. 

Ashe  advanced,  however,  the  night  grew  darker 

and  more  dark;  and  a  fog  began  to  rise,  though 

not  so  thick  as  that  of  the  night  before.  Mowle 

muttered  to  himself,  as  he  observed  it  creeping 

up  the  hill  £rom  the  side  of  the  valley,  *'  Ay, 
this  is  what  the  blackguards  calculated  upon, 

and  they  are  always  sure  to  be  right  about  the 

weather ;  but  it  will  serve  my  turn  as  well  as 

theirs;"  and  on  he  went  in  the  direction  of  the 
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castle^  keeping  the  regular  road  by  the  Bide  of 

the  hill,  and  eschewing  especially  the  dwelling 

of  Galley  Bay  and  her  grandson. 

Born  in  that  part  of  the  country,  and  per- 

fectly well  prepared,  both  to  find  his  way  about 

every  part  of  the  ruins,  and  to  speak  the  dialect 

of  the  county  in  its  broadest  accent,  if  he  should 

be  questioned,  the  darkness  was  all  that  he  could 

desire;  and  it  was  with  pleasure  that  he  found 

the  obscurity  so  deep  that  even  he  could  not 

see  the  large  stones  which  at  that  time  lay 

in  the  road,  causing  him  to  stunible  more  than 

once  as  he  approached  the  castle.  He  was  in 

some  hope,  indeed,  of  reaching  the  ruins  before 

the  smugglers  began  to  assemble,  and  of  finding 

a  place  of  concealment  whence  he  could  over* 

hear  their  sayings  and  doings ;  but  in  this  ex- 
pectation, he  discovered,  as  he  approached  the 

walls,  that  he  should  be  disappointed;  for  in 

the  open  road  between  the  castle  and  the  village, 
he  found  a  number  of  horses  tied,  and  two  men 

watching.  He  trudged  on  past  them,  however, 

with  a  slow  step  and  a  slouching  gait;  and  when 

one  of  the  men  called  out,  '*  Is  that  you.  Jack?" 

he  answered,  *'  Ay,  ay !"  without  stopping. 
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At  the  gate  of  the  court  he  heard  a  good 

many  Toices  talking  mthin;  and,  it  must  be 

acknowledged,  that,  although  as  brave  a  man  as 

ever  lived,  he  was  not  without  a  strong  sense  of 

the  dangers  of  his  situation*  But  he  suffered  it 

not  to  master  him  in  the  least;  and  advancing 

resolutely,  he  soon  got  the  faint  outline  of 

several  groups  of  men — amounting  in  the  whole 

to  about  thirty — assembled  on  the  green  be- 

tween the  walls  and  the  keep.  Walking  reso- 
lutely up  to  one  of  these  Uttle  knots,  he  looked 

boldly  amongst  the  persons  it  comprised  as  if 

seeking  for  somebody.  Their  faces  could  scarcely 

be  distinguished ;  but  the  voices  of  one  or  two 

who  were  talking  together,  showed  him  that  the 

group  was  a  hazardous  one,  as  it  contained 

several  of  the  most  notorious  smugglers  of  the 

neighbourhood,  who  had  but  too  good  cause  to 

be  well  acquainted  with  his  person  and  his 

tongue.  He  went  on,  consequently,  to  the  next 

little  party,  which  he  soon  judged,  from  the 

conversation  he  overheard,  to  be  principally  com- 
posed of  strangers.  One  man  spoke  of  how  they 

did  those  things  in  Sussex,  and  told  of  how  he 

had  aided  to  haul  up.  Heaven  knows  how  many 
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bales  of  goods  over  the  bare  fitce  of  the  cliff 

between  Hastings  and  Winchelsea.  Judging, 

therefore,  that  he  was  here  in  security,  the  ofBcer 

attached  himself  to  this  group,  and,  after  a  while, 

ventured  to  ask,  ''  Do  ye  know  what's  to  be  the 

hour,  about?" 
The  man  he  spoke  to  answered  **  No !"  adding 

that,  they  could  not  tell  anything  ''till  the 

gentleman  came."  This,  however,  commenced 
a  conversation,  and  Mowle  was  speedily  iden- 

tified with  that  group,  which,  consisting  entirely 

of  strangers,  as  he  had  supposed,  did  not  mingle 

much  with  the  rest  Every  one  present  was 

armed;  and  he  found  that  though  some  had 

come  on  foot  like  himself,  the  greater  part 

had  journeyed  on  horseback.  He  had  a  good 

opportunity  also  of  learning  that,  notwith- 

standing every  effort  made  by  the  Grovem- 
ment,  the  system  of  smuggling  was  carried 

on  along  the  coast  to  a  much  greater  extent 

than  even  he  himself  had  been  aware  of.  Many 

of  his  brother  officers  were  spoken  of  in  high 
terms  of  commendation,  which  did  not  sound 

very  satisiiEUStory  to  his  ears ;  and  many  a  hint  for 
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his  future  operations,  he  gained  from  the  gossip 
of  those  who  surrounded  him. 

Still  time  wore  on^  and  he  began  to  be  a  little 

imeasy  lest  he  should  be  detained  longer  than  the 

hour  which  he  had  specified  in  his  note  to 

the  colonel  of  dragoons.  But  at  length,  to- 

wards ten  o'clock,  the  quick  tramping  of  a  number 
of  horses  were  heard,  and  several  voices  speak- 

ing ;  and  a  minute  after,  five  or  six  and  twenty 

men  entered  the  grass  court,  and  came  up  hastily 
to  the  rest. 

"  Now,  are  you  all  ready  ?"  cried  a  voice, 
which  Mowle  instantly  recognised  as  that  of 

young  Badford. 

"  Yes,  we've  been  waiting  these  two  hours," 
answered  one  of  those  in  the  group  which  the 

officer  had  first  approached ;  ̂'  but  you'll  never 

have  enough  here,  sir." 

"  Never  you  mind  that,"  rejoined  Richard 
Hadford,  *'  there  are  eighty  more  at  Lympne, 
and  a  good  number  down  at  Dymchurch  already, 

with  plenty  of  horses.  Come,  muster,  muster, 

and  let  us  be  ofiT,  for  the  landing  will  begin  at 

one,  and  we  have  a  good  long  way  to  go. — 
VOL.  n.  K 
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Bemember,  every  one/'  he  continued,  nising 
his  Yoice^  "  that  the  way  is  by  Butter  s  Bxidge, 
and  then  down  and  along  the  shore.  If  any 

one  takes  the  road  by  Burmarsh  he  irill  £&ll  in 

with  the  dragoons.  Troop  off^  my  men^  troop 

off.  You  Ned^  and  you  Major,  see  that  the 

court  is  quite  cleared ;  we  must  ha^e  none  lag- 

ging behind." This  precaution  did  not  at  all  disconcert  our 

good  Mend  Mowle,  for  he  judged  that  he 

should  very  easily  find  the  means  of  detaching 

himself  fix>m  the  rest,  at  the  neaarest  point  to 

Hythe ;  and  accordingly  he  walked  on  with  the 

party  he  had  joined,  tiU  they  arrived  at  the  spot 

where  they  had  seen  the  horses  tied.  There,  how- 
ever, the  greater  part  mounted,  and  the  others 

joined  a  diJDferent  body,  which  Mowle  was  well 

aware  was  not  quite  so  safe ;  for  acting  as  the  chief * 

thereof,  and  looking  very  sharply  after  his  party 

too,  was  no  other  than  our  friend  the  Mqor. 

Mowle  now  took  good  care  to  keqp  silence— « 
prudent  step,  which  was  onjoined  upon  them 

all  by  Mr.  Badford  and  some  others,  who  seemed 

to  have  the  direction  of  the  affidr.    But  not* 
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withstanding  every  care,  the  tread  of  bo  many 

men  and  so  many  horses  made  a  considerable 

noise ;  and  just  as  they  were  passing  a  small 

cottage,  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  Saltwood, 

the  good  damo  within  opened  the  door  to  see 
what  such  a  bustle  could  be  about.  As  she  did  so, 

the  light  from  the  interior  fell  full  upon  Mowle's 
&ce,  and  the  eyes  of  the  Major,  turned  towards 

the  door  at  the  same  moment,  rested  upon  him 

for  an  instant,  and  were  then  withdrawn.     It 

were  vain  to  say,  that  the  worthy  officer  felt 

quite  as  comfortable  at  that  moment  as  if  he 
had  been  in  his  own  house ;  but  when  no  notice 

was  taken,  he  comforted  himself  with  the  thought 

that  his  disguise  had  served  him  well,  and  trudged 

on  with  the  rest,  without  showing  any  hesitation 

or  surprise.     About  half  a  mile  farther  lay  the 

turning  which  he  proposed  to  take  to  reach  Hythe; 

and  he  contrived  to  get  over  to  the  left  side  of 

the  party,  in  order  to  drop  off  in  that  direction 

unperceived.    When  he  was  within  ten  steps  of 

it,  however,    and  was  congratulating  himself 

that  the  party,  having  scattered  a  little,  gave  him 

greater  facilities  for  executing  his  scheme,  an 
k2 
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arm  was  fiuniliarly  thrust  through  his  own,  and 

a  pair  of  lips,  close  to  his  ear,  said  in  a  low, 

but  very  distinct  tone,  "  I  know  you — and  if  you 

attempt  to  get  off,  you  are  a  dead  man  !  Con- 
tinue with  the  party,  and  you  are  safe.  When 

the  goods  are  landed  and  gone,  you  shall  go ;  but 

the  least  suspicious  movement  before,  shall  bring 

twenty  bullets  into  your  head.  You  did  me  a 

good  turn  yesterday  morning  before  the  Justices, 

in  not  raking  up  old  offences ;  and  I  am  willing 

to  do  you  a  good  turn  now;  but  this  is  all  I 

can  do  for  you." 
Mowle  turned  round,  well  knowing  the  voice,, 

nodded  his  head,  and  walked  on  with  the  rest  in 

the  direction  of  Lympne. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Towards  half-past  ten  o'clock  at  night,  the  Inn  at 
Hjthe  was  somewhat  quieter  than  it  had  been  on 

the  evening  before.  This  was  not  a  punch  club 

night ;  there  was  no  public  dinner  going  forward; 

a  great  many  accustomed  guests  were  absent,  and 

the  house  was  left  nearly  vacant  of  all  visitors^ 

except  the  young  commandant  of  the  dragoons, 

his  two  or  three  servants,  and  three  stout-looking 
old  soldiers,  who  had  come  in  about  ten,  and 

taken  possession  of  the  tap-room,  in  their  iull 

uniform,  scaring  away,  as  it  would  seem,  a  sharp- 
looking  man,  who  had  been  previously  drinking 

there  in  solitude,  only  cheered  by  the  occasional 
visits  and  brief  conversation  of  the  landlord.  The 

officer  himself  was  up  stairs  in  his  room,  with  a 
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soldier  at  his  door^  as  usual,  and  was  supposed 

by  all  the  household  to  be  busy  writing ;  but, 

in  the  meanwhile,  there  was  a  good  deal  of  bustle 

in  the  stables  ;  and  about  a  quarter  before 

eleven,  the  ostler  came  in,  and  informed  the 

landlord,  that  they  were  saddling  three  of  the 

colonel's  horses,  and  his  two  grooms'  horses. 

"  SaddUng  three !  "  cried  the  host ;  "  why,  he 

can't  ride  three  horses  at  once,  anyhow;  and 
where  can  he  be  going  to  ride  to-night  ?  I  must 

run  and  see  if  I  can  pump  it  oat  of  the  fellows ;" 
and  aw&j  he  walked  to  the  stables,  where  he 

foimd  the  men — two  grooms,  and  two  helpers — 
busily  engaged  in  the  occupation  which  the 
ostler  had  stated. 

''  Ah,"  said  the  landlord,  "  so  there  is  some* 

thing  going  on  to-night  ?" 
''Not  that  I  know  of,'*  answered  the  head 

groom.  '« Tie  down  that  holster.  Bill.  The 

thongs  are  loose—don't  you  see  ?" 
''Oh,  bat  there  must  be  something  in  the 

wind,"  rejoined  the  landlord,  "  the  colonel 
wouldn't  ride  out  so  late  else." 

"Lord  bless  you  !'*  replied  the  man,  "little 
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you  know  of  his  ways.  Why^  sometimes  he'll 
bare  us  all  up  8t  two  or  thiree  in  tbe  mornings 

just  to  visit  a  post  of  perhaps  twenty  men. 

He's  a  sman  officer,  I  can  tell  you;  and  no  one 

must  be  caught  nappii^  in  his  zegiment,  that's 

certain/' 
"  But  you  have  saddled  three  horses  for  him !'" 

said  the  landlord,  returning  to  his  aidom ;  '*  and 

he  can't  ride  three  at  once,  any  how." 
"  Ay,  but  who  can  tell  which  he  may  like  to 

ride  ?'*  rqoined  the  groom, "  we  shaa't  know  any- 
tiling  about  that,  till  he  comes  into  the  stable, 

most  likely." 
*'  And  where  is  he  gcong  to,  to-night  ?" 

asked  thelandbrd. 

"We  can't  teU  that  he's  going  anywhere,'' 
answered  the  man;  "  but  if  he  does,  I  should 

suppose  it  would  be  to  Folkestone.  The  major  is 

sway  on  leave,  you  know;and  it  is  just  as  likely 

as  not,  that  hell  go  over  to  see  that  all's  right 

there." The  worthy  host  was  not  altogether  satisfied 
with  the  infonaation  he  received;  but  as  he 

cleady  saw  that  he  should  get  no  more,  he  re- 
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lired^  and  went  into  the  tap^  to  try  the  dra- 
goons^  mthout  being  more  successful  in  that 

quarter  than  he  had  been  in  the  stables. 

In  the  meantime,  his  guest  up  stairs  had 

finished  his  letters — ^had  dressed  himself  in 

uniform — warmed  himself,  and  laid  three  brace 

of  pistols,  charged,  upon  the  table,  for  the 

holsters  of  his  saddles ;  and  then  taking  a  large 

map  of  the  county,  he  leaned  over  it,  tracing  the 
dififerent  roads,  which  at  that  time  intersected 
the  Weald  of  Kent.  Two  or  three  times  he 

took  out  his  watch ;  and  as  the  hour  of  eleven 

drew  near,  he  began  to  feel  considerable  alarm 

for  the  fate  of  poor  Mowle. 

"  If  they  discover  him,  they  will  murder  him, 

to  a  certainty,"  he  thought ;  "  and  I  believe  a 
more  honest  fellow  does  not  live. — It  was  a  rash 

and  foolish  undertaking.  The  measures  I  have 

adopted  could  not  fiul.  —  Hark!  there  is  the 
clock  striking.  We  must  lose  no  more  time.  We 

may  save  him  yet,  or  at  all  events,  avenge  him." 
He  then  called  the  soldier  from  the  door,  and 

sent  off  a  messenger  to  the  house  of  the  second 
officer  of  Customs,  named  Birchett,  who  came 

up  in  a  few  minutes. 
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"  Mr.  Birchett,"  said  the  colonel,  "  I  fear  our 

friend  Mowle  has  got  himself  into  a  scrape ;" 
and  he  proceeded  to  detail  as  many  of  the  cir* 
cnmstances  as  were  necessary  to  enable  the 

other  to  comprehend  the  situation  of  affairs; 

and  ended  by  asking,  "  Are  you  prepared  to  act 

in  Mr.  Mowle's  absence  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  sir,"  answered  Birchett.  "  Mowle 
did  not  tell  me  the  business;  but  he  said,  I 

must  have  my  horse  saddled.  He  was  always  a 

close  fellow,  and  kept  all  the  intelligence  to 

himself." 
"  In  this  case  it  was  absolutely  necessary," 

replied  the  colonel ;  "  but  without  any  long 
explanations,  I  think  you  had  better  ride  down 

towards  Dymchurch  at  once,  with  all  the  men 

you  can  trust,  keeping  as  sharp  a  look-out  as 

you  can  on  the  coast,  and  sending  me  informa- 
tion the  moment  you  receive  intelligence  that 

the  run  has  been  effected.  Do  not  attempt  to 

attack  the  smugglers  without  sufficient  force; 

but  despatch  two  men  by  different  roads,  to 

intimate  the  fact  to  me  at  Aldington  Knowle, 

where  I  shall  be  found  throughout  the  night." 

"Ay,  sir,"  answered  the  officer,  "but  sup- 
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pose  the  fellows  take  along  by  Bomiarali,  and 

80  ap  to  Hsjdy  Pool.  They  ifill  pass  yoo,  and 

be  off  into  the  country  before  an^thmg  can  be 

done." 
''  They  will  be  stopped  at  Burmarsh/'  replied 

^e  colonel ;  *'  orders  baye  been  given  to  bani- 
cade  the  road  at  nightfidl,  and  to  defend  the 

hamlet  against  any  one  coming  from  the  sea.  I 

shall  establish  another  post  at  Lympne  as  I 

go.    Leave  all  that  to  me." 
'^Bnt  yon  most  have  a  requisition^  sir, 

or  I  suppose  you  are  not  authorized  to  act," 
said  the  officer.  "  I  irill  get  one  for  you  in  a 

minute." 
"  I  have  one/'  answered  the  Colonel,  laying 

hand  on  the  papers  befbre  him ;  *'  bat  even 

were  it  not  so,  I  should  act  on  my  own  respon- 

sibility. This  is  no  ordinary  case,  Mr.  Bir- 
chett.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  lide  off 

towards  Dymdiurch  as  fast  as  yon  can,  to  give 

me  notice  that  the  smugglers  have  landed  their 

goods  as  soon  as  you  find  that  such  is  the  case, 

and  to  add  any  information  that  yon  can  gain 

respecting  the  course  they  have  *  taken.  Be- 
member,  not  to  attack  them  unless  you  find 
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that  you  have  sofficient  foice,  but  follow  and  keep 

them  in  ai^t  as  £»  as  yon  can." 

"  It  a  snch  a  derilish  foggy  lught,  sir,"  said 
Biichett 

"  It  will  be  dearer  inland/'  replied  the  young 
officer;  ''and  we  ahall  catch  them  at  day  break. 
We  can  only  fidl  firom  want  of  good  infoTma* 

tion;  so  see  that  I  hare  the  most  speedy  intdli- 

gence.  Bat  stay — leat  anything  should  go 
wrong,  or  be  misnnderstood  with  regard  to  the 

beacons,  yon  may  as  well^  if  you  have  men  to 

spare,  send  off  as  yon  pass,  after  the  run  has 

been  e£Eected,  to  the  diffisrent  posts  at  Brenzet, 

at  Snare,  at  Ham  Street,  with  merely  these 

words,  *  The  goods  are  landed.  The  smog- 

glers  are  at  such  a  place.'  The  parties  will  act 
upon  the  orders  they  hare  already  reoeiyed. 

Now  away,  and  lose  no  time  1" 
The  riding  o£Bcer  hurried  off,  and  the  colonel 

of  the  regiment  descended  to  the  eourt-yazd.  In 
three  minutes  more  the  sound  of  a  trumpet  was 

heard  in  the  streets  of  Hythe,  and  in  less  than 

ten,  a  party  of  about  thirty  dragoons  were  march- 
ing out  of  the  town  towards  Lympne.  A  halt 

for  about  five  minutes  was  made  at  the  latter 
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place^  and  the  small  party  of  soldiers  was  dimi- 
nished to  about  half  its  number.  Information, 

too^  was  there  received,  from  one  of  the  cot- 

tagers, of  a  large  body  of  men  (magnified  in  his 

account  into  three  or  four  hundred)  having 

gone  down  into  the  marshes  about  half  an  hour 

before;  but  the  commanding  officer  made  no 

observation  in  reply,  and  having  given  the 

orders  he  thought  necessary,  rode  on  towards 

Aldington.  The  fog  was  thick  in  all  the  low 

ground,  but  cleared  away  a  good  deal  upon  the 

more  elevated  spots ;  and  as  they  were  rising  one 

of  the  hills,  the  serjeant  who  was  with  the  party 

exclaimed,  "There  is  something  very  red  up 
there,  sir !  It  looks  as  if  there  were  a  beacon 

lighted  up,  if  we  could  see  it  for  the  fog.'' 
The  young  officer  halted  for  a  moment,  looked 

round,  and  then  rode  on  till  he  reached  the  sum- 

mit of  the  hill,  whence  a  great  light,  clearly  pro- 
ceeding from  a  beacon,  was  discovered  to  the 

north-east. 

"That  must  be  near  PostUng,"  he  said.  "We 
have  no  party  there.  It  must  be  some  signal 

of  their  own."    And  as  he  rode  on,  he  thought. 
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*'  It  is  not  impossible  that  poor  Howie's  rashness 
may  have  put  these  men  on  their  guard,  and 
thus  thwarted  the  whole  scheme.  That  is 

clearly  some  warning  to  their  boats." 
But  ere  a  quarter  of  an  hour  more  had  passed^ 

he  saw  the  probabiUty  of  still  more  disastrous 

effects,  resulting  from  the  lighting  of  the 

beacon  on  Tolsford  Hill ;  for  another  flame  shot 

up>  casting  a  red  glare  through  the  haze  from  the 

side  of  Burmarsh,  and  then  another  and  another, 

till  the  dim  air  seemed  all  tinged  with  flame. 

**  An  unlucky  error,"  he  said  to  himself. 

*'  Serjeant  Jackson  should  have  known  that  we 
have  no  party  in  that  quarter ;  and  the  beacons 

were  only  to  be  lighted,  from  the  first  towards 

Hythe.  It  is  very  strange  how  the  clearest 

orders  are  sometimes  misunderstood." 
He  rode  on,  however,  at  a  quick  pace,  till 

he  reached  Aldington  Knowle,  and  had  found 

the  highest  ground  in  the  neighbourhood, 

whence,  after  pausing  for  a  minute  or  two  to 

examine  the  country,  as  marked  out  by  the  va- 

rious fires,  he  dispatched  three  of  the  dra- 

goons in  different  directions,  with  orders  to  the 
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parties  in  the  villages  round  to  disregard  the 

lights  they  saw,  and  not  to  act  upon  the  orders 

previously  given,  till  they  received  intimation 

that  the  smugglers  were  on  the  march. 

It  was  now  about  midnight,  and  during  nearly 

two  hours  the  young  officer  remained  stationed 

upon  the  hill  without  any  one  approaching,  or  any 

sound  breaking  the  stillness  of  the  nig^t  but  the 

stamping  of  the  horses  of  his  little  force  and 

the  occasional  claug  of  the  soldiers'  arms.  At 
the  end  of  that  period,  the  tramp  of  horse 

coming  along  the  road  at  a  quick  pace  from  the 

side  of  Hythe,  was  heard  by  the  party  on  the 

more  elevated  ground  at  a  little  distance  from  the 

highway.  There  was  a  tightening  of  the  bridle  and 

a  movement  of  the  heel  amongst  the  men,  to  bring 

their  chargers  into  more  regular  line ;  but  not  a 
word  was  said,  and  the  colonel  remained  in  front, 

with  Ins  arms  crossed  upon  his  chest  and  his 

rein  thrown  down,  while  what  appeared  from 

the  sound  to  be  a  considerable  body  of  cavalry, 

passed  before  him.  He  could  not  see  them,  it 

is  true,  from  the  darkness  of  the  night ;  but  his 

ear  recognised  in  a  moment  the  jingling  of  the 
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dragoons*  aIm^,  and  he  concluded  lightly^  that 
the  party  consisted  of  the  company  which  he 

had  ordered  from  Folkestone  down  to  Bilsing- 

ton.  As  soon  as  they  had  gone  on,  he  de- 
tached a  man  to  the  next  cross  road  on  the 

same  side,  with  orders,  if  he  perceived  any  body 

of  men  coming  across  from  the  side  of  the  Marsh, 
to  ride  forward  at  once  to  the  officer  in  command 

at  Bilsington,  and  direct  him  to  move  to  the 

north,  keeping  the  Priory  wood  on  the  right,  till 

he  reached  the  cross-roads  at  the  corner,  and  wait 

there  for  further  orders.  The  beacons  had  by 
this  time  burnt  out;  and  all  remained  dark  and 

still  &r  about  half  an  hour  more,  when  the 

quick  galloping  of  a  horse  was  heard  coming 

from  the  side  of  the  Marsh.  A  pause  took 

place  as  soon  as  the  animal  reached  the  high 
road,  as  if  the  rider  had  halted  to  look  for  some 

one  he  had  expected ;  and-— dashing  down  in- 

stantly through  the  gate  of  the  field,  which  had 

been  opened  by  the  dragoons  to  gain  the 

highest  point  of  ground — the  young  officer  ex- 

claimed, "  Who  goes  there  ?" 

**  Ah,  colonel,  is  that  you  ?"  cried  the  voice 
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of  Birchett.  *'  They  are  coming  up  as  fast  as 

they  can  come^  and  mU  pass  either  by  Bilsing- 

ton  or  Bonning^on.  There's  a  precious  lot  of 
them — I  never  saw  such  a  number  gathered 

before.  Howie's  gone,  poor  fellow,  to  a  cer- 

tainty; for  we've  seen  nothing  of  him  down 

there.** "  Nor  I  either,"  answered  the  young  officer, 
with  a  sigh.  "  I  hope  you  have  left  men  to 

watch  them,  Mr.  Birchett." 

"  Oh  yes,  sir,"  repHed  the  officer.  "  I  thought 
it  better  to  come  up  myself,  than  trust  to  any 
other.  But  I  left  Clinch  and  the  rest  there, 

and  sent  off,  as  you  told  me,  to  all  your 

posts." "  You  are  sure  they  will  come  by  Bilsington 
or  Bonnington,  and  not  strike  off  by  Eitsbridge, 

towards  Ham  Street  or  Warehom  ?"  demanded 
the  young  officer. 

"  If  they  do,  they'll  have  to  turn  all  the  way 
back,"  answered  Birchett ;  "  for  I  saw  them  to 
the  crossing  of  the  roads,  and  then  came  across 

by  Sherlock's  Bridges  and  the  horse-road  to 

Hurst." 
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"  And  are  you  quite  sure,"  continued  the 
colonel,  "  that  your  messengers  will  reach  the 

parties  at  Brenzet  or  Snave  ?" 

"  Quite^  sir,"  answered  the  Custom-House 
officer ;  "  for  I  did  not  send  them  off  till  the 

blackguards  had  passed,  and  the  country  behind 

was  clear." 

"That  was  judicious;  and  we  have  them/' 
rejoined  the  young  officer.  "  I  trust  they  may 
take  by  Bonnington ;  but  it  will  be  necessary 

to  ascertain  the  fact.  You  shall  go  down,  Mr. 

Birchett,  yourself,  with  some  of  the  troopers,  and 

reconnoitre.  Go  as  cautiously  as  possible ;  and  if 

you  see  or  hear  them  passing,  fall  back  quietly. 

If  they  do  not  appear  in  reasonable  time,  send 

me  intelligence.  You  can  calculate  the  distances 

better  than  I  can." 

"  I  believe  they  will  go  by  Bonnington,"  said 

the  Customs  officer ;  "  for  it's  much  shorter,  and 

I  think  they  must  know  of  your  party  at  Bil- 

sington ;  though,  to  be  sure,  they  could  easily 

force  that,  for  it  is  but  a  sergeant's  guard." 

"  You  are  mistaken,"  answered  the  colonel. 
VOL.  11.  L 



146  THE   SMUGGLER. 

"  Captain  Irby  is  there  with  his  troop ;  and, 
together  with  the  parties  moving  up,  on  a  line 

with  the  smugglers  from  the  Marsh,  he  will 

have  a  hundred  and  fifty  men,  either  in  Bil- 

sington,  or  three  miles  in  his  rear.  Never- 
theless, we  must  give  him  help,  in  case  they 

take  that  road ;  so  you  had  better  ride  down  at 

once,  Mr.  Birchett," 
And,  ordering  three  of  the  privates  to  ac- 

company the  Custom-House  officer,  with  renewed 
injunctions  to  caution  and  silence,  he  resumed 

his  position  on  the  hiU,  and  waited  in  expecta- 
tion of  the  result 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  cottages  round  Dymcburoh^  and  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  Gat,  as  it  is  called,  showed 

many  a  cheerful  light  about  eleven  o'clock,  on 
the  night  of  which  we  have  just  been  speaking; 

and,  as  the  eyening  had  been  cold  and  damp, 

it  seemed  natural  enough  to  the  two  officers 

of  Customs  stationed  in  the  place— or  at  least 

they  chose  to  think  so — that  the  poor  people 
should  have  a  fire  to  keep  them  warm.  If  they 

had  judged  it  expedient  to  go  forth,  instead  of 

remaining  in  the  house  appropriated  to  them, 

hey  might  indeed  have  discovered  a  fragrant 

odour  of  good  Hollands,  and  every  now  and  then 

a  strong  smell  of  brandy,  issuing  from  any  hovel 
L  2 
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door  that  happened  to  open  as  they  passed.  But 

the  two  officers  did  not  judge  it  expedient  to  go 

forth ;  for  it  was  late,  they  were  warm  and  com- 
fortable where  they  were,  a  good  bowl  of  punch 

stood  before  them,  and  one  of  them,  as  he 

ladled  out  the  exhilarating  liquor  to  the  other, 

remarked,  witli  philosophical  sagacity,  "  It's 
such  a  foggy  night,  who  the  deuce  could  see 

anything  on  the  water  even  if  they  went  to  look 
for  it  r 

The  other  laughed,  with  a  meaning  wink  of  his 

eye,  and  perfectly  agreed  in  the  justice  of  his 

companion's  observation.  "  Well,  we  must  go 

out,  Jim,  about  twelve,"  he  said,  "just  to  let 
old  Mowle  see  that  we  are  looking  about ;  but 

you  can  go  down  to  High  Nook,  and  I  can 

pretend  I  heard  something  suspicious  in  the 

Marsh,  farther  up.  Otherwise,  we  shall  be 

broke,  to  a  certainty." 
"  I  don't  care,  if  I  am  broke,"  answered  the 

other.  "  I've  got  all  that  I  want  now,  and  can 

set  up  a  shop." 
"  Well,  I  should  like  to  hold  on  a  little 

longer,"  replied  his  more  prudent  companion ; 
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**  and  besides^  if  they  found  us  out,  they  might  do 

T7orse  than  discharge  us/' 
"  But  how  the  deuce  should  they  find  us 

out?"  asked  the  other.  "Nobody  saw  me 
speak  to  the  old  gentleman ;  and  nobody  saw 

you.  I  didn't :  nor  did  you  see  me.  So  we  can 
say  nothing,  and  nobody  else  can  say  anything — 

I  shan't  budge." 
"  Well,  I  shall !"  said  the  other.  "  Tis  but 

a  walk ;  and  you  know  quite  well,  Jim,  that 

if  we  keep  to  the  westward,  it's  all  safe." 
It  was  evident  to  the  last  speaker  that  his  com- 

rade had  drunk  quite  enough  punch ;  but  still 

they  went  on  till  the  bowl  was  finished ;  and  then, 

the  one  going  out,  the  other  did  not  choose  to 

remain,  but  issued  forth  also,  cursing  and  growl- 
ing as  he  went.  The  murmur  of  a  good  many 

voices  to  the  eastward  of  Dymchurch  saluted 

their  ears  the  moment  they  quitted  the  house ;  but 

that  sound  only  induced  them  to  hasten  their 

steps  in  the  opposite  direction. 

The  noise  which  produced  this  efiect  upon  the 

officers,  had  also  been  heard  by  another  person, 

who  was  keeping  his  solitary  watch   on   the 
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low  shore,  three  or  four  hundred  yards  from 

the  village ;  and  to  him  it  was  a  pleasant  sound. 

He  had  heen  on  the  look-out  there  for  nearly 
two  hours ;  and  no  sight  had  he  seen,  nor  sound 

had  he  heard,  but  the  water  coming  up  as  the 

tide  made,  and  every  now  and  then  driving 

him  further  back  to  avoid  the  ripple  of  the  wave. 

Two  or  three  minutes  after,  a  step  could  be 

distinguished ;  and  some  one  gave  a  whistle. 
The  watcher  whistled  in  return ;  and  the  next 

instant  he  was  joined  by  another  person,  some- 

what  taller  than  himself,  who  inquired,  **  Hav 

you  heard  anything  of  them  yet  ?" 
"  No,  sir,"  answered  the  man,  in  a  respectful 

tone.  "  Everything  has  been  as  still  and  as 

sleepy  as  an  old  woman's  cat" 
*<  Then  what  the  devil's  the  meaning  of  these 

fires  all  over  the  country  ?"  asked  young  Rad- 
ford ;  for  he  it  was  who  had  come  down. 

"Fires,  sir?"  said  the  man.  "Why  they 
were  to  light  oofe  upon  Tolsford  Hill,  when 

Harding  sent  up  the  rockets ;  but  I  have  heard 

of  none  but  that,  and  have  seen  none  at  all." 

"  Why,  they  are  blazing  all  over  the  country," 
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cried  young  Badford,  from  Tolsford  to  Duoge- 

ness.  If  it's  any  of  our  people  that  haye  done 

it,  they  must  be  mad/* 
"  Well,  if  they  have  lighted  the  one  at  Tols- 

ford," answered  the  man,  '*  we  shall  soon  have 
Tom  Hazlewood  down  to  tell  us  more ;  for  he 

was  to.  set  off  and  gallop  as  fast  as  possible, 

whenever  he  saw  anything." 
Young  Badford  made  no  reply,  but  stood 

musing  in  silence  for  two  or  three  minutes; 

and  then  starting,  he  exclaimed,  "  Hark  I 

wasn't  that  a  cheer  from  the  sea  ?" 

'*  I  didn't  hear  it,"  answered  the  man ;  "  but 

I  thought  I  heard  some  one  riding." 
Young  Badford  listened ;  but  all  seemed  still 

for  a  moment,  till,  coming  upon  harder  ground, 

a  horse's  feet  sounded  distinctly. 
**  Tom  Hazlewood,  I  think,"  cried  Badford. 

*'  Bun  up,  and  see.  Bill !" 

"  He'll  come  straight  down  here,  sir,"  replied 

the  man ;  "  he  knows  where  to  find  me."  And 

almost  as  he  spoke,  a  man  on  horseback  gal- 

loped up,  saying,  *'  They  must  be  well  in  shore 

now." 
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''Who  the  deyil  lighted  all  those  fires?" 

exclaimed  young  Badford.  "  Why  they  "will 

alarm  the  "whole  country !" 
''  I  don't  knowi  sir/'  answered  the  man  on 

horseback ;  "  I  lighted  the  one  at  Tolsford^ 
but  IVe  nothing  to  do  with  the  others^  and 

don't  know  who  lighted  them." 

*'  Then  you  saw  the  rockets  ?"  demanded  the 

young  gentleman. 

*'  Quite  clear,  sir,"  replied  Hazlewood ;  "  I  got 
upon  the  highest  point  that  I  could  find,  and 

kept  looking  out  over  the  sea,  thinking  I  should 

see  nothing ;  for  though  it  was  quite  clear  up  so 

high,  and  the  stars  shining  as  bright  as  pos- 
sible, yet  all  underneath  was  like  a  great  white 

cloud  rolled  about;  but  suddenly,  as  I  was 

looking  over  this  way,  I  saw  something  like  a 

star  shoot  up  from  the  cloud  and  burst  into  a 

thousand  bright  sparks,  making  quite  a  blaze 
all  round  it ;  and  then  came  another,  and  then 

another.  So,  being  quite  sure  that  it  was  Jack 

Harding  at  sea,  I  ran  down  as  hard  as  I  could 

to  where  I  had  left  Peter  by  the  pile  of  wood 

and  the  two  old  barrels,  and  taking  the  candle 
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out  of  his  lantern,  thrust  it  in.  As  soon  as  it 

i?as  in  a  blaze,  I  got  outside  my  horse  and  gal- 
loped down;  for  he  could  not  be  more  than 

two  or  three  miles  out  when  I  saw  the  rockets." 

*'  Then  he  must  be  close  in  now,"  answered 

Bichard  Badford ;  "  and  we  had  better  get  all  the 

men  down,  and  spread  out." 
"  There  will  be  time  enough,  sir,  I  should 

think,"  observed  the  man  on  foot,  "  for  he'll  get 
the  big  boats  in,  as  near  as  he  can,  before  he 

loads  the  little  ones." 

''  I  will  fire  a  pistol,  to  let  him  know  where 

we  are,"  answered  yoimg  Radford ;  and  drawing 
one  from  his  belt,  he  had  cocked  it,  when  the 

man  on  foot  stopped  him,  saying,  "  There  are 
two  officers  in  Dymchurch,  you  know,  sir,  and 

they  may  send  off  for  troops." 

"Pooh — nonsense !"  replied  Bichard  Badford, 

firing  the  pistol  in  the  air;  ''do  you  think  we 
would  have  left  them  there,  if  we  were  not  sure 

of  them  ?" 
In  somewhat  less  than  aminute,  a  distinct  cheer 

was  heard  from  the  sea ;  and  at  the  sound  of  the 

pistol,  a  crowd  of  men  and  horses,  which  in  the 
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mist  and  darkness  seemed  innumerable,  began 

to  gather  down  upon  the  shore,  as  near  to  the 

water's  edge  as  they  could  come.  A  great 
many  lanterns  were  produced,  and  a  strange 

and  curious  sight  it  was  to  see  the  number  of 

wild-looking  faces  which  appeared  by  that  dim, 
imcertain  light. 

''  Ned  Ramley !"  cried  yoimg  Badford. 

"  Here  I  am,  sir,"  answered  a  voice  close  at 
hand. 

"  Where's  the  Major  ?" 

Major  !  Major !"  shouted  Bamley. 

Coming,"   answered  a  voice  at  some  dis- 

tance.    "  Stand  by  him,  and  do  as  I  told  you !" 
''What's  the  matter?"  demanded  Bichard 

Badford,  as  the  Major  came  up. 

"  Oh,  nothing,  sir !"  replied  the  other;  "  only 

a  man  I  found  lurking  about.  He  says  he's 
willing  to  help ;  but  I  thought  it  best  to  set  a 

watch  upon  him,  as  I  don't  know  him." 

*'  That  was  right,"  said  the  young  gentle- 
man. ''  But,  hark ! — there  are  the  oars !"  And 

the  sound  of  the  regular  sweep,  and  the 

shifting  beat  of  the  oar  against  the  rowlocks. 

<i 

a 
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was  distmotly  heard  by  all  present.  Some  of 
the  men  waded  down  into  the  water,  there 

being  very  little  sea  running,  and  soon,  through 
the  mist,  six  boats  of  a  tolerable  size  could  be 

seen  pulling  hard  towards  the  land.  In  an- 
other moment,  amidst  various  cries  and  direo* 

tions,  they  touched  the  shore.  Several  men 

jumped  out  of  each  into  the  water,  and  a 

number  of  the  party  which  had  come  down  to 

meet  them,  running  in,  caught  hold  of  the  ropes 
that  were  thrown  out  of  the  boats,  and  with 

marvellous  rapidity  they  were  drawn  up  till  they 

were  high  and  dry. 

''Ah,  Harding,  is  that  you?"  said  young 
Badford,  addressing  the  smuggler,  who  had  been 

steering  the  largest  boat.  **  This  is  capitally 

managed.  You  are  even  earlier  than  I  ex- 
pected ;  and  we  shall  get  far  into  the  country 

before  daylight." 
"  We  were  obliged  to  use  the  sweeps,  sir," 

said  Harding,  bluntly;  ''but  don't  let's  talk» 
Get  the  things  out,  and  load  the  horses;  for  we 

shall  have  to  make  two  more  trips  back  to  the 

luggers  before  they  are  all  cleared." 
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Everything  was  now  bustle  and  activity;  a 

number  of  bales  and  packages  were  taken  out  of 

the  boats  and  placed  upon  the  horses  in  one  way 

or  another^  not  always  the  most  convenient  to 

the  poor  animals ;  and  as  soon  as  Harding  had 

made  Mr.  Bedford  count  the  number  of  the  ar- 

ticles landed^  the  boats  were  launched  off  again 

to  some  larger  vessels,  which  it  seems  were  lying 

out  at  a  little  distance^  though  indiscernible  in 
the  fog. 

Harding  himself  remained  ashore ;  and  turn- 

ing to  one  or  two 'of  those  about  him,  he 
asked,  ''  What  was  all  that  red  blaze  I  saw  half 

over  the  country  ?" 

"  None  of  us  can  tell,"  answered  young  Rad- 
ford. **  The  moment  the  fire  at  Tolsford  was 

lighted,  a  dozen  more  were  flaming  up,  all 

along  to  Dungeness." 
''  That's  devilish  strange !"  said  Harding. 

"  It  does  not  look  well. — ^How  many  men  have 

you  got  with  you,  Mr.  Radford  ?" 

"  Why,  well  nigh  upon  two  hundred,"  an- 
swered Ned  Ramley,  for  his  comrade. 
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"  Ah,  then  youll  do,"  answered  Harding, 

with  a  laugh ;  '*  but  still  you  won't  be  the  worse 
for  some  more.  So  I  and  some  of  the  lads  will 

see  you  safe  across  the  Marsh.  The  Customs 

have  got  nothing  at  sea  about  here;  so  the 

boats  will  be  safe  enough." 

'*  Thank  you,  Harding — thank  you,  Jack ;  "said 
several  of  the  voices.     ''  Once  out  of  the  Marsh, 
with  all  these  ditches  and  things,  and  we  shall 

» 

do  very  well.    How  far  are  the  luggers  off  ?" 

"  Not  a  hundred  fathom,"  answered  Harding. 
''  I  would  have  run  them  ashore  if  there  had 

been  any  capstan  here  to  have  drawn  them  up. 

But  they  wont  be  a  minute,  so  have  everything 

ready.  Move  off  those  horses  that  are  loaded, 

a  bit,  my  lads,  and  bring  up  the  others." 

Harding's  minute,  .however,  extended  to 
nearly  ten,  and  then  the  boats  were  again  per- 

ceived approaching,  and  the  same  process  was 

followed  as  before.  The  third  trip  was  then 

made  with  equal  success  and  ease.  Not  the 

slightest  difficulty  occurred,  not  the  slightest 

obstruction  was  offered ;  the  number  of  packages 
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was  declared  to  be  complete,  the  horses  were  all 

loaded,  and  the  party  began  to  move  off  in  a 

long  hne,  across  the  Marsh,  like  a  caravan 

threading  the  mazes  of  the  desert. 

Leaving  a  few  men  with  the  boats  that  were 

ashore,  Harding  and  the  rest  of  the  seamen,  with 

Mr.  Badford,  and  several  of  his  party,  brought 

up  the  rear  of  the  smugglers,  talking  over  the 

events  which  had  taken  place,  and  the  course  of 

their  fsurther  proceedings.  All  seemed  friendly 

and  good-humoured ;  but  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  seeming,  even  amongst  smugglers,  and  if 

Harding  could  have  seen  the  real  feelings  of 

some  of  his  companions  towards  him,  it  is  very 

probable  that  he  would  not  have  given  himself 

the  trouble  to  accompany  them  on  the  way. 

"  I  will  pay  you  the  money  when  I  get  to 

Bonnington,"  said  young  Badford,  addressing 

his  companion.  ̂ *  I  can't  very  well  get  at  it  till 

I  dismount." 

"  Oh,  there's  no  matter  for  that,  sir,"  repUed 
the  smuggler.  ''  Your  father  can  pay  me  some 
other  time. — But  what  are  you  going  to  Bon- 

nington for?     I  should  have  thought  your  best 
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way  would  have  been  by  Bilsington^  and  so 

straight  into  the  Weald.  Then  you  would  have 

had  the  woods  round  about  you  the  greater 

part  of  the  way ;  or  I  don't  know  that  I  might 
not  have  gone  farther  down  still,  and  so  by 

Orleston." 
"  There's  a  party  of  dragoons  at  Bilsington," 

said  young  Badford,  ''and  another  at  Ham 

Street." 
''  Ay,  that  alters  the  case/'  answered  the 

smuggler ;  "  but  they  are  all  so  scattered  about 
and  so  few,  I  should  think  they  could  do  you 

no  great  harm.  However,  it  will  be  best  for 

you  to  go  by  Bonnington,  if  you  are  sure  there 

are  no  troops  there." 

"  If  there  are,  we  must  fight :  that's  all," 
answered  young  Badford;  and  so  ended  the 

conversation  for  the  time.  One  of  those  pauses 

of  deep  silence  succeeded,  which — ^by  the  acci- 
dental exhaustion  of  topics  and  the  recurrence 

of  the  mind  to  the  thoughts  suggested  by  what 

has  just  passed — so  frequently  intervene  in  the 

conversation  even  of  great  numbers,  whether 

occupied  with  light  or  serious  subjects.    How 
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often  do  we  find,  amidst  the  gayest  or  the 

busiest  assembly,  a  sudden  stillness  pervade  the 

-whole,  and  the  ear  may  detect  a  pin  fall. 
In  the  midst  of  the  silence,  however,  Harding 

laid  his  hand  upon  young  Radford's  bridle,  say- 
ing, in  a  low  voice,  "  Hark  I  do  you  not  hear 

the  galloping  of  horses  to  the  east  there  ?*' 
The  young  man,  on  the  first  impulse,  put  his 

hand  to  his  holster ;  but  then  withdrew  it,  and 

listened.  "  I  think  I  do,"  he  answered ;  "  but 

now  it  has  stopped." 
'*  You  are  watched,  I  suspect,"  said  Harding ; 

*'  they  did  not  seem  many,  however,  and  may 
be  afraid  to  attack  you.  If  I  were  you,  I  would 

put  the  men  into  a  quicker  pace ;  for  these  fel- 

lows may  gather  as  they  go. — If  you  had  got 
such  things  with  you  as  you  could  throw  into 

the  cuts,  it  would  not  much  matter ;  for  you 

could  fight  it  out  here,  as  well  as  elsewhere ; 

but,  if  I  understood  your  father  rightly,  these 

goods  would  all  be  spoiled,  and  so  the  sooner 

you  are  out  of  the  Marsh  the  better.  Then  you 

will  be  safe  enough,  if  you  are  prudent.    You 
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may  have  to  risk  a  shot  or  two ;  but  that  does 

not  much  matter." 

"  And  what  do  you  call  prudent,  Harding  ?" 
asked  young  Radford,  in  a  wonderfully  calm 

tone,  considering  his  vehement  temperament, 
and  the  excitement  of  the  adventure  in  which 

he  was  engaged ;  "  how  would  you  have  me  act, 

when  I  do  get  out  of  the  Marsh  T* 

"  Why,  that  seems  clear  enough,"  replied  the 
smuggler.  ''  I  would  send  all  the  goods  and  the 
men  on  foot,  first,  keeping  along  the  straight  road 

between  the  woods;  and  then,  with  all  those 

who  have  got  horses,  I  would  hang  behind  a 

quarter  of  a  mile  or  so,  till  the  others  had  time  to 

get  on  and  disperse  to  the  different  hides,  which 

ought  to  be  done  as  soon  as  possible.  Let  a 

number  drop  oflF  here,  and  a  number  there — one 

set  to  the  willow  cave,  close  by  Woodchurch 

hill,  another  to  the  old  Priory  in  the  wood,  and 

60  on:  you  still  keeping  behind,  and  facing 

about  upon  the  road,  if  you  are  pursued.  If 

you  do  that,  you  are  sure  to  secure  the  goods, 

or  by  far  the  greater  part  of  them." 
VOL.  II.  M 
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The  adyice  was  so  good — as  far  as  young  Rad- 
ford knew  of  the  condition  of  the  country,  and 

the  usual  plan  of  operations  which  had  hitherto 

been  pursued  by  the  Customs  in  their  pursuit  of 

smugglers — that  he  could  offer  no  reasonable 
argument  against  it;  but  when  prejudice  has 

taken  possession  of  a  man's  mind,  it  is  a  busy 
and  skilful  framer  of  suspicions ;  and  he  thought 

within  his  own  breast,  though  he  did  not  speak 

his  intentions  aloud,  ''No!  Hang  me  if  I 
leave  the  goods  till  I  see  them  safe  housed. 

This  fellow  may  want  to  ruin  us,  by  separating 

us  into  small  parties." 
The  rest  of  the  party  had,  by  this  time,  resumed 

their  conversation ;  and  both  Badford  and  Hard- 

ing well  knew  that  it  would  be  vain  to  attempt  to 

keep  them  quiet ;  for  they  were  a  rash  and  care- 
less set,  incUned  to  do  everything  with  dash  and 

swagger ;  and  although,  in  the  presence  of  actual 

and  apparent  danger,  they  could  be  induced  to 

preserve  some  degree  of  order  and  discipline,, 

and  to  show  some  obedience  to  thdr  leaders,  yet 

as  soon  as  the  peril  had  passed  away,  or  was  no 

longer  immediately  before  their  eyes,  they  were 
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like  schoolboys  in  the  master  s  absence,  and 

careless  of  the  consequences  which  they  did  not 

see.  Twice  Harding  said,  in  a  low  voice,  *'  I 

hear  them  again  to  the  east,  there ! "  and  twice 
yonng  Badford  urged  his  men  to  a  quicker  pace ; 

but  many  of  them  had  come  far;  horses  and 

men  were  tired;  every  one  considered  that,  as 

the  goods  were  safely  landed,  and  no  opposition 

shown,  the  battle  was  more  than  half  won ;  and 

all  forgot  the  warning  of  the  day  before,  as  man 

ever  forgets  the  chastisements  which  are  inflicted 

by  Heaven  for  his  good,  and  falls  the  next  day 

into  the  very  same  errors,  for  the  reproof  of 

which  they  were  sent. 

*'  Now,"  said  Harding,  as  they  approached  the 
spot  where  the  Marsh  road  opened  upon  the 

highway  to  Bonnington,  "  spread  some  of  your 
men  out  on  the  right  and  left,  Mr.  Badford,  to 

keep  you  clear  in  case  the  enemy  wish  to  make  an 

attack.  Tour  people  can  easily  close  in,  and  fol- 

low quickly,  as  soon  as  the  rest  have  passed." 

*'If  they  do  make  an  attack,"  thought  young 
Badford,  '*  your  head  shall  be  the  first  I  send  a 

ball  through ;"  but  the  advice  was  too  judicious M  2 
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to  be  neglected ;  and  he  accordingly  gave  orders 

to  Ned  Bamley  and  the  Major,  vith  ten  men 

each,  to  go  one  or  two  hundred  yards  on  the  road 

towards  Bilsington  on  the  one  hand,  and  Hurst 

on  the  other,  and  see  that  all  was  safe.  A  little 

confusion  ensued,  as  was  but  natural  in  so  badly 

disciplined  a  body ;  and  in  the  meanwhile  the 

laden  horses  advanced  along  the  road  straight 

into  the  heart  of  the  country,  while  Richard 

Badford,  with  the  greater  part  of  his  mounted 

men,  paused  to  support  either  of  his  parties  in 

case  of  attack.  He  said  something  in  a  low  voice 

regarding  the  money,  to  Harding,  who  rephed 

abruptly,  "  There — never  mind  about  that ;  only 
look  out,  and  get  off  as  quickly  as  you  can. 

You  are  safe  enough  now,  I  think;  so  good 

night." Thus  saying,  he  turned^  and  with  the  six  or 

eight  stout  fellows  who  accompanied  him,  trod 

his  way  back  into  the  Marsh.  What  passed 

through  young  Badford's  brain  at  that  moment 
it  may  be  needless  to  dwell  upon  ;  but  Harding 

escaped  a  peril  that  he  little  dreamed  of,  solely 

by  the  risk  of  ruin  to  the  whole  scheme  which  a 
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bra^l  at  that  spot  and  moment  must  have  en- 
tailed. 

The  men  who  had  been  detached  to  the  right, 

advanced  along  the  road  to  the  distance  specified, 

proceeding  slowly  in  the  fog,  and  looking  eagerly 

out  before.  "  Look  out,"  said  Ned  Bamley,  at 
length;  to  one  of  his  companions,  taking  a  pistol 

from  his  belt  at  the  same  time,  ''  I  see  men  on 

horseback  there,  I  think." 

"  Only  trees  in  the  fog,"  answered  the 
other. 

"  Hush ! "  cried  Bamley,  sharply ;  but  the  other 
men  were  talking  carelessly,  and  whether  it  was 

the  sound  of  retreating  horses  or  not,  that  he 

heard,  he  could  not  discover.  After  going  on  about 

three  hundred  yards,  Ned  Bamley  turned,  saying, 

*'  We  had  better  go  back  now,  and  give  warning ; 

for  I  am  very  sure  those  were  men  I  saw." 
The  other  difiered  with  him  on  that  point ; 

and,  on  rejoining  Bichard  Badford,  they  found 

the  Major  and  his  party  just  come  back  from  the 

Bilsington  road,  but  with  one  man  short.  "That 

fellow,"  said  the  Major,  "  has  taken  himself  off. 
I  was  sure  he  was  a  spy,  so  we  had  better  go  on 
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as  fast  as  possible.  We  shall  have  plenty  of 

time  before  he  can  raise  men  enough  to  follow." 
''There  are  others  to  the  east»  there/'  re- 

plied Ned  Bamley.  "  I  saw  two  or  three,  and 
there  is  no  time  to  be  lost,  I  say,  or  we  shall 

have  the  whole  country  upon  us.  If  I  were  you, 

Mr.  Badford,  I'd  disperse  in  as  small  numbers 
as  possible  whenever  we  get  to  the  Chequer- 
tree  ;  and  then  if  we  lose  a  few  of  the  things,  we 

shall  keep  the  greater  part — unless,  indeed,  you 
are  minded  to  stand  it  out,  and  have  a  fight 

upon  the  Green.  We  are  enough  to  beat  them 

all,  I  should  think." 

"Ay,  Ned,  that  is  the  gallant  way,"  answered 
Bichard  Badford ;  "  but  we  must  first  see  what  la 
on  befi)re.  We  must  not  lose  the  goods,  or  risk 

them ;  otherwise  nothing  would  please  me  better 

than  to  drab  these  dragoons ;  but  in  case  it  should 

be  dark  still  when  they  come  near  us — ii  they  do 

at  all — ^we'U  have  a  blow  or  two  before  we  have 
done,  I  trust.  However,  let  us  forward  now, 

for  we  must  keep  up  well  with  the  rest." 
The  party  moved  on  at  a  quick  pace,  and 

aeon  overtook  the  train  of  loaded  horses,  and 
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men  on  foot,  which  had  gone  on  before.  Majay 

a  time  a  glance  was  given  along  the  road  be- 
hind, and  many  a  time  an  attentive  ear  was 

turned  listening  for  the  sound  of  coming  horse; 

but  all  was  still  and  silent;  and  winding  on 

through  the  thick  woods,  which  at  that  time 

overspread  all  the  country  in  the  vicinity  of  their 

course,  and  covered  their  line  of  advance  right  and 

lefty  they  began  to  lose  the  sense  of  danger^  and 

to  suppose  that  the  sounds  which  had  been 

heard,  and  the  forms  which  had  been  seen, 

were  but  mere  creations  of  the  feincy. 

About  two  miles  £rom  the  border  of  Bomney 

Marsh,  the  mist  grew  lighter,  &ding  gradually 

away  as  the  sea  air  mingled  with  the  clearer 

atmosphere  of  the  country.  At  times  a  star  or 

two  might  be  seen  above ;  and  thoughat  that  hour 

the  moon  gave  no  light,  yet  there  was  a  certain 

degree  of  brightening  in  the  sky  which  made 

some  tbink  they  had  miscalculated  the  hour, 

imd  that  it  was  nearer  the  dawn  than  they 

imagined,  while  others  contended  that  it  was 

produced  merely  by  the  clearing  away  of  the 

fog.    At  length,  however,  they  heard  a  distant 
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clock  Strike  four.  They  were  now  at  a  spot 
where  three  or  four  roads  branch  off  in  different 

directions^  at  a  distance  of  not  more  than  half- 

a-mile  from  Chequer-tree,  having  a  wide  extent 

of  rough,  uncultivated  land,  called  Aldington 

Freight,  on  their  right,  and  partof  the  Priory  wood 

on  their  left;  and  it  yet  wanted  somewhat  more 

than  an  hour  to  the  actual  rising  of  the  sun. 

A  consultation  was  then  held;  and,  notwithstand- 

ing some  differences  of  opinion,  it  was  resolved 

to  take  the  road  by  Stonecross  Green,  where  they 

thought  they  could  get  information  from  some 

friendly  cottagers,  and  thence  through  Gilbert's 
Wood  towards  Shaddoxhurst.  At  that  point, 

they  calculated  that  they  could  safely  separate  in 

order  to  convey  the  goods  to  the  several  hides, 

or  places  of  concealment,  which  had  been  chosen 
beforehand. 

At  Stonecross  Green,  they  paused  again,  and 

knocked  hard  at  a  cottage  door,  till  they  brought 

forth  the  sleepy  tenant  from  his  bed.  But  the 

intelligence  gained  from  him  was  by  no  means 

satisfactory;  he  spoke  of  a  large  party  of  dragoons 

at  Eingsnorth,  and  mentioned  reports  which 
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had  reached  him  of  a  small  body  having  shown 

itself,  at  Bromley  Green,  late  on  the  preceding 

night ;  and  it  was  consequently  resolved,  after 

much  debate,  to  turn  off  before  entering  Gil- 

bert's Wood,  and,  in  some  degree  retreading 
their  steps  towards  the  Marsh,  to  make  for  Wood- 
church  beacon  and  thence  to  Bedbrook  Street. 

The  distance  was  thus  rendered  greater,  and  both 

men  and  horses  were  weary ;  but  the  line  of 

road  proposed  lay  amidst  a  wild  and  thinly 

inhabited  part  of  the  country,  where  few  hamlets 

or  villages  offered  any  quarters  for  the  dragoons. 

They  calculated,  too,  that  having  turned  the  dra- 
goons who  were  quartered  at  Bilsington,  they 

should  thus  pass  between  them  and  those  at 

Kingsnorth  and  Bromley  Green :  and  Bichard 

Badford,  himself,  was  well  aware  that  there  were 

no  soldiers,  when  he  left  that  part  of  the  countr}% 

in  the  neighbourhood  of  HighHaldenor  Bethers- 
den.  This  seemed,  therefore,  the  only  road  that 

was  actually  open  before  them ;  and  it  was  ac- 

cordingly taken,  after  a  general  distribution  of 

spirits  amongst  the  men,  and  of  hay  and  water 

to  the  horses.     Still  their  progress  was  slow. 
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for  the  ground  became  hilly  in  that  neighboin> 

hood,  and  b  j  the  time  they  amved  at  an  eleyated 

spoty  near  Woodchmch  Beacon^  whence  they 

could  see  over  a  vide  extent  of  country  round, 

the  grey  light  of  the  dawn  was  spreading  rapidly 

through  the  sky,  showing  all  the  varied  objects 

of  the  fur  and  beautiful  land  through  which 

they  wandei^d. 

But  it  is  now  necessary  to  torn  to  another  per- 
sonage in  our  history,  of  whose  &te,  for  some 

time,  we  hare  had  no  account 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

We  left  our  fnend,  Mr.  Mowle,  in  no  very  plea- 
sant situation ;  for  although  the  generosity  of  the 

Major,  in  neither  divulging  the  discovery  he  had 

made,  to  the  rest  of  the  smugglers,  nor  blowing 

the  brains  of  the  intruder  out  upon  the  spot, 

was,  perhaps,  much  more  than  could  be  ex- 
pected from  a  man  in  his  situation  and  of  his 

habits,  yet  it  afforded  no  guarantee  whatsoever 

to  the  unfortunate  Custom-House  officer, ,  that 

his  life  would  not  be  sacrificed  on  the  very  first 

danger  or  alcum.  He  also  knew,  that  if  such  an 

accident  were  to  happen  again,  as  that  which 

had  at  first  displayed  his  features  to  one  of 

those  into  whose  nocturnal  councils  he  had  in- 
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truded,  nothing  on  earth  could  save  him ;  for 

amongst  the  gang  by  whom  he  was  surrounded, 
were  a  number  of  men  who  had  sworn  to  shed 

his  blood  on  the  very  first  opportunity. 

He  walked  along,  therefore,  as  the  reader 

may  well  conceive,  with  the  feeling  of  a  knife 

continually  at  his  throat ;  and  a  long  and  weary 

march  it  seemed  to  him,  as,  proceeding  by  tor- 

tuous ways  and  zig-zag  paths,  the  smugglers 
descended  into  Bomney  Marsh,  and  advanced 

rapidly  towards  Dymchurch.  Mowle  was,  per- 
haps, as  brave  and  daring  a  man  as  any  that 

ever  existed ;  but  still  the  sensation  of  impending 

death  can  never  be  very  pleasant  to  a  person  in 

strong  health,  and  well-contented  with  the  earth 
on  which  he  is  placed ;  and  Mowle  felt  all  the 

disagreeable  points  in  his  situation,  exactly  as 

any  other  man  would  do.  It  would  not  be  just  to 

him,  however,  were  we  not  to  state,  that  many 
other  considerations  crossed  his  mind,  besides 

that  of  his  own  personal  safety.  The  first  of 

these  was  his  duty  to  the  department  of  govern- 

ment which  he  served ;  and  many  a  plan  sug- 

gested  itself  for  making  his  escape  here   or 
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there^  in  \vbich  he  regarded  the  apprehension 

of  the  smugglers,  and  the  seizure  of  the  goods 

that  they  were  going  to  escort  into  the  country, 

fully  as  much  as  his  own  life. 

His  friend  the  Major,  however,  took  means 

to  frustrate  all  such  plans,  and  seemed  equally 

careful  to  prevent  Mr.  Mowle  from  effecting  his 

object,  and  to  guard  against  his  being  discovered 

by  the  other  smugglers.  At  every  turn  and 

corner,  at  the  crossing  of  every  stream  or  cut, 

the  Major  was  by  his  side ;  and  yet  once  or 

twice  he  whispered  a  caution  to  him  to  keep  out 

of  the  way  of  the  lights,  more  especially  as  they 

approached  Dymchurch.  When  they  came  near 

the  shore,  and  a  number  of  men  with  lanterns  is- 

sued forth  to  aid  them  from  the  various  cottages  in 

the  vicinity,  he  told  Mowle  to  keep  back  with  one 

party,  consisting  of  hands  brought  out  of  Sussex, 

who  were  stationed  in  the  rear  with  a  troop  of 
the  horses.  Sut  at  the  same  time  Mowle  heard 

his  compassionate  friend  direct  two  of  the  men 

to  keep  a  sharp  eye  upon  him,  as  he  was  a 

stranger,  of  whom  the  leaders  were  not  quite 

sure,  adding  an  injunction  to  blow  his  brains 
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out  at  once>  if  he  made  the  slightest  movement 
irithout  orders. 

In  the  bustle  and  confusion  which  ensued, 

during  the  landing  of  the  smuggled  goods  and 

the  loading  of  the  horses^  Mowle  once  or  twice 

encouraged  a  hope  that  something  would  fiEtvour 

his  escape.  But  the  two  men  strictly  obeyed 

the  orders  they  had  received,  remained  close  to 

his  side  during  more  than  an  hour  and  a  half, 

which  was  consumed  upon  the  beach,  and  never 

left  him  till  he  was  rejoined  by  the  Major,  who 
told  him  to  march  on  with  the  rest 

What's  to  come  of  this  ?"  thought  Mowle,  as 
he  proceeded,  **  and  what  can  the  fellow  intend  to 
do  with  me  ? — ^If  he  drags  me  along  with  them 

till  dayUght,  one  half  of  them  will  know  me ; 

and  then  the  game  s  up — ^and  yet  he  can't 
mean  me  harm,  either.  Well,  I  may  have  an 

opportunity  of  repaying  him  some  day." 
When  the  party  arrived  at  Bonnington,  how- 

ever, and,  as  we  have  already  stated,  two  small 

bodies  were  sent  off  to  the  right  and  left,  to  re- 
connoitre the  ground  on  either  side,  Mowle 

was  one  of  those  selected  by  the  Major  to 
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accompany  him  on  the  side  of  Bilsington.  But 

after  having  gone  to  the  prescribed  dis- 
tance, mthont  discoyering  anything  to  create 

suspicion,  the  worthy  field-officer  gave  the 
order  to  return  ;  and  contriying  to  disentangle 

Mowle  from  the  rest,  he  whispered  in  his  ear, 

^'  Off  with  yon  as  fast  as  you  can,  and  take  heck 

by  the  Marsh,  for  if  you  give  the  least  informa- 
tion, or  bring  the  soldiers  upon  us,  be  you  sure 

that  some  of  us  will  find  means  to  cut  your 

throat. — Get  on,  get  on  fast!"  he  continued 
aloud,  to  the  other  men.  "  We've  no  time  to 

lose;"  and  Mowle,  taking  advantage  of  the 
hurry  and  confusion  of  the  moment,  ran  off 

towards  Bilsington  as  fast  as  his  legs  could 

carry  him. 

'«  He's  off!"  cried  one  of  the  men.  ''  Shall  I 

give  him  a  shot?" 
**  No — no,"  answered  the  Major,  "  it  will 

only  make  more  row.  He's  more  frightened 

than  treacherous,  I  believe.  I  don't  think  he'll 

peach." Thus  saying,  he  rejoined  the  main  body  of 

the  smugglers,  as  we  have  seen  ;  and  Mowle 
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hurried  on  his  \iray  without  pause,  running  till 

he  "was  quite  out  of  breath.  Now,  the  Major, 
in  his  parting  speech  to  Mowle,  though  a  shrewd 

man,  had  miscalculated  his  course,  and  mis- 

taken the  person  with  whom  he  had  to  deal. 

Had  he  put  it  to  the  Custom-House  officer,  as 

a  matter  of  honour  and  generosity,  not  to  in- 

form against  the  person  who  had  saved  his  life, 

poor  Mowle  would  have  been  in  a  situation  of 

great  perplexity;  but  the  threat  which  had 

been  used,  relieved  him  of  half  the  difficulty. 

Not  that  he  did  not  feel  a  repugnance  to  the 

task  which  duty  pointed  out — not  that  he  did 
not  ask  himself,  as  soon  as  he  had  a  moment 

to  think  of  anything,  "  What  ought  I  to  do  ? 

How  ought  I  to  act?"  But  still  the  answer 
was,  that  his  duty  and  his  oath  required  him 

immediately  to  take  steps  for  the  pursuit  and 

capture  of  the  smugglers ;  and  when  he  thought 

of  the  menace  he  said  to  himself,  ''  No,  no  ; 

if  I  don't  do  what  I  ought,  these  fellows  will  only 

say  that  I  was  afraid." 
Having  settled  the  matter  in  his  own  mind, 

he  proceeded  to  execute  his  purpose  with  all 
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speeds  and  hurried  on  towards  Bilsington, 

where  he  knew  therq  was  a  small  party  of 

dragoons,  proposing  to  send  off  messengers 

immediately  to  the  colonel  of  the  regiment  and  to 

all  the  different  posts  around.  It  was  pitch  dark, 

so  that  he  did  not  perceive  the  first  houses  of  the 

hamlet,  till  he  was  within  a  few  yards  of  them ; 

and  all  seemed  still  and  quiet  in  the  place.  But 

after  having  passed  the  lane  leading  to  the 

church,  Mowle  heard  the  stamping  of  some 

horses'  feet,  and  the  next  instant  a  voice  ex- 

claimed, "  Stand !  who  goes  there  ?" 
"A  friend!"  answered  Mowle.  "Where's 

the  sergeant?" 
"  Here  am  I,"  replied  another  voice.  "  Who 

are  you  ?" 
"  My  name  is  Mowle,"  rejoined  our  friend^ 

"  the  chief  ofiBcer  of  Customs  at  Hythe." 
"  Oh,  come  along,  Mr.  Mowle ;  you  are  just 

the  man  we  want,"  said  the  sergeant,  advancing 
a  step  or  two.  "  Captain  Irby  is  up  here,  and 

would  be  glad  to  speak  with  you." 
Mowle  followed  in  silence,  having,  indeed, 

some  occasion  to  set  his  thoughts  in  order^ 
VOL.  II.  N 
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and  to  recover  his  breath.  Aboat  sixty  or 

seventy  yards  farther  on^  a  scene  broke  upon 

him,  which  somewhat  surprised  him ;  for,  in- 

stead of  a  dozen  dragoons  at  the  most,  he  per- 

ceived, on  turning  the  comer  of  the  next  cottage, 

a  body  of  at  least  seventy  or  eighty  men,  as  well 

as  he  could  calculate,  standing  each  beside  his 

horse,  whose  breath  was  seen  mingling  with  the 

thick  fog,  by  the  light  of  a  single  lantern  held 
close  to  the  wall  of  the  house  which  concealed 

the  party  from  the  Bonnington  Boad.  Bound 

that  lantern  were  congregated  three  or  four 

figures,  besides  that  of  the  man  who  held  it ; 

and,  fronting  the  approach,  was  a  young  gen- 

tleman,^ dressed  in  the  usual  costume  of  a 

dragoon  officer  of  that  period.  Before  him 

stood  another,  apparently  a  private  of  the  regi- 

*  It  will  be  seen  that  I  have  represented  all  mj  oflleen 

as  yoong  men,  even  up  to  the  very  colonel  of  the  regi- 
ment; bat  it  most  be  remembered,  that^  in  those  dayiy 

promotion  in  the  service  was  regulated  in  a  very  different 
manner  ftom  the  present  system.  I  remember  a  droll 

story,  of  a  visitor  at  a  nobleman's  house,  inqoiring  of  the 
bntler  what  was  the  canse  of  an  obstreperous  roaring  he 

heaid  np  stairs,  when  the  servant  replied,  "  Oh,  sir,  it 

is  nothing  bat  the  little  general  crying  for  his  pap.** 
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ment ;  and  the  light  shone  full  iqK>n  the  hcen 

of  both,  showing  a  cold,  thoughtful,  and  in- 
quiring look  upon  the  countenance  of  the  young 

officer,  and  anxious  haste  upon  that  of  the  in- 
ferior soldier. 

"  Here  is  Mr.  Mowle,  the  chief  officer,  cap- 

tain,"  said  the  sergeant,  as  they  advanced. 

"  H!a,  that  is  fortunate !"  replied  Captain  Irby. 
**  Now  we  shall  get  at  the  facts,  I  suppose.  Well, 

Mr.  Mowle,  what  news  ?" 

"  Why,  sir,  the  cargo  is  landed,"  exclaimed 
Mowle,  eagerly;  ''and  the  smugglers  passed 

by  Bonnington,  up  towards  Chequer-tree,  not 

twenty  minutes  ago.'' 
*'  So  this  man  says,"  rejoined  Captain  Irby, 

not  the  least  in  the  world  in  haste.  ''Have 

you  any  fresh  orders  from  the  colonel  ?" 
"  No,  sir ;  he  said  all  his  orders  were  given 

when  last  I  saw  him,"  replied  the  officer  of 
Customs ;  "  but  if  you  move  up  quick  towards 

Chequer-tree,  you  are  sure  to  overtake  them." 

"  How  long  is  it  since  you  saw  Sir  Henry  ?" 
demanded  Captain  Irby,  without  appearing  to 

notice  Mowle's  suggestion. 
N2 
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**  Ob,  several  hours  ago/'  answered  the 
Custom-House  agent,  somewhat  provoked  at 

the  young  officer's  coohiess.  *^  I  have  been  kept 

prisoner  by  the  smugglers  since  ten  o'clock — 
but  that  is  nothing  to  the  purpose,  sir.  Kyou 

would  catch  the  smugglers,  you  have  nothing 

for  it  but  to  move  up  to  Chequer-tree  after 

them ;  and  that  is  what  I  require  you  to  do." 

*'  I  have  my  orders,"  answered  the  captain 
of  the  troop,  with  a  smile  at  the  impetuous 

tone  of  the  Gustom-House  officer,  '^  and  if  you 
bring  me  none  later,  those  I  shall  obey,  Mr. 

Mowle." 
*'  Well,  sir,  you  take  the  responsibiUty  upon 

yourself,  then,"  said  Mowle ;  "  I  have  expressed 

my  opinion,  and  what  I  require  at  your  hands." 
"  The  responsibility  will  rest  where  it  ought," 

replied  Captain  Irby,  *'  on  the  shoulders  of  him 
whom  I  am  bound  to  obey.  For  your  opinion  I 

am  obliged  to  you,  but  it  cannot  be  followed ; 

and  as  to  what  you  require,  I  am  imder  superior 

authority,  which  supersedes  your  requisition." 
He  then  said  a  word  or  two  to  one  of  the  men 

beside  him,  who  immediately  proceeded  to  the 
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body  of  men  behind ;  but  all  that  Mowle  could 

heax  was  "  Snave"  and  "  Brenzet,"  repeated  once 
or  tmce,  mth  some  mention  of  Woodchurch  and 

the  road  by  Bed  Brooke  Street.  The  order  was 

then  given  to  mount,  and  march;  and  Mowle 

remarked  that  four  troopers  rode  off  at  a  quick 

pace  before  the  rest. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Mowle,  we  shall  want  you  withus 

if  you  please,"  said  Captain  Irby,  in  a  civil  tone. 

'*  Where  is  your  horse  ?" 

"Horse! — I  have  got  none;"  answered  the 
officer  of  Customs,  a  good  deal  piqued ;  "  did 
I  not  say  that  I  have  been  a  prisoner  with  the 

smugglers  for  the  last  five  hours  ?  and  as  to  my 

going  with  you,  sir,  I  see  no  use  I  can  be  of,  if 

you  do  not  choose  to  do  what  I  require,  or 

follow  my  advice." 

"  Oh,  the  greatest — the  greatest !"  replied 
the  young  officer,  without  losing  his  temper  for 

an  instant,  "  and  as  to  a  horse,  we  will  soon 

supply  you." An  order  was  immediately  given ;  and  in  three 

minutes  the  horse  of  a  dragoon  officer,  fully 

caparisoned,  was  led  up  to  Mowle's  side,  who. 
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after  a  moment's  hesitation,  mounted,  and  rode 
on  with  the  troop.  It  most  not  be  denied  that 

he  was  anything  but  satisfied,  not  alone  because 

he  thought  that  he  was  not  treated  with  sufficient 

deference — although,  having  for  years  been 
accustomed  to  be  obeyed  implicitly  by  the  small 

parties  of  dragoons  which  had  been  previously 
Bent  down  to  aid  the  Customs,  it  did  seem  to  him 

very  strange  that  his  opinions  should  go  for 

nought — ^but  also  because  he  feared  that  the 

pubUc  service  would  8u£fer,  and  that  the  obsti- 
nacy, as  he  called  it,  of  the  young  officer,  would 

enable  the  smugglers  to  escape.  Still  more  was 

his  anxiety  and  indignation  raised,  when  he 

perceived  the  slow  pace  at  which  the  young  officer 

proceeded,  and  that  instead  of  taking  the  road 

which  he  had  pointed  out,  the  party  kept  the 

Priory  Wood  on  the  right  hand,  bearing  away 

from  Chequer-tree,  to  which  he  had  assured 
himself  that  Bichard  Badford  and  his  party  were 
tending. 

He  saw  that  many  precautions  were  taken,  how- 
ever, which,  attributing  them  at  first  to  a  design 

of  guarding  against  surprise,  he  thought  quite  un- 
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necessary.  Two  dragoons  were  thrown  forward  at 
a  considerable  distance  before  the  head  of  the 

troop ;  a  single  private  followed  about  twenty 

yards  behind  them;  two  more  succeeded,  and  then 

another,  and  last  came  Captain  Irby  himself, 

keeping  Mr.  Mowle  by  his  side.  From  time  to 

time  a  word  was  passed  down  from  those  who 

led  the  advance,  not  shouted — ^but  spoken  in  a 

tone  only  loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  the  trooper 

immediately  behind ;  and  this  word,  for  a  con- 

siderable way,  was  merely  "  All  clear !" 
At  length,  just  at  the  end  of  the  Pripry  Wood, 

where  a  path,  coming  from  the  east,  branched 

ofif  towards  Aldington  Freight,  and  two  roads 

went  away  to  the  north  and  west,  the  order  to 

halt  was  given,  to  the  surprise  and  consternation 

of  Mr.  Mowle,  who  conceived  that  the  escape  of 

the  smugglers  must  be  an  inevitable  result.  At 

length  a  new  word  was  passed  from  the  head  of 

the  line,  which  was,  "  On  before."  But  still  the 
captain  of  the  troop  gave  no  command  to  march, 
and  the  soldiers  sat  idle  on  their  horses  for  a 

quarter  of  an  hour  longer.  Mowle  calculated 

that  it  must  now  be  at  least  half  past  four  or 
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five  o^clock.  He  thought  he  perceived  the  ap- 
proach of  day;  and  though^  in  discontented 

silence^  he  ventured  to  say  no  more,  he  would 

have  given  all  he  had  in  the  world  to  have  had 

the  command  of  the  troop  for  a  couple  of  hours. 

His  suspense  and  anxiety  were  brought  to  an 

end  at  length ;  for  just  as  he  was  assured,  by  the 

greyness  of  the  sky,  that  the  sun  would  soon  rise, 

a  trooper  came  dashing  down  the  right-hand  path 
at  full  speed,  and  Captain  Irby  spurred  on  to 

meet  him.  What  passed  between  them  Mowle 

could  not  hear ;  but  the  message  was  soon  deli- 

vered, the  soldier  rode  back  to  the  east,  by  the  way 

he  came,  and  the  order  to  march  was  immediately 

given.  Instead,  however,  of  taking  the  road  to 

Stonecross,  the  troop  directed  its  course  to  the 

west,  but  at  a  somewhat  quicker  pace  than  before. 

StUl  a  word  was  passed  back  from  the  head  of 

the  line ;  and,  after  a  short  time,  the  troop  was 

put  into  a  quick  trot.  Captain  Irby  sometimes 

endeavouring  to  lead  his  companion  into  general 

conversation  upon  any  indifferent  subject,  but 

not  once  alluding  to  the  expedition  on  which 

they  were  engaged.    Poor  Mowle  was  too  anxious 
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to  talk  much.  He  did  not  at  all  comprehend 

the  plan  upon  which  the  young  officer  was 

acting ;  but  yet  he  began  to  see  that  there  was 

some  plan  in  operation,  and  he  repeated  to 

himself  more  than  once,  ''  There  must  be  some- 

thing in  it,  that's  clear ;  but  he  might  as  well 

tell  me  what  it  is,  I  think." 
At  length  he  turned  frankly  round  to  his 

companion,  and  said,  "  I  see  you  are  going 
upon  some  scheme,  Captain.  I  wish  to  Heaven 

you  would  tell  me  what  it  is;  for  you  can't 

imagine  how  anxious  lam  about  this  afiSsur." 

"  My  good  friend,"  replied  Captain  Irby, 
"  I  know  no  more  of  the  matter  than  you  do ; 
60  I  can  tell  you  nothing  about  it.  I  am  acting 

under  orders ;  and  the  only  difference  between 

you  and  I  is,  that  you,  not  being  accustomed 

to  do  so,  are  always  puzzling  yourself  to  know 

what  it  all  means,  while  I,  being  well  drilled 

to  such  things,  do  not  trouble  my  head  about 

it ;  but  do  as  I  am  told,  quite  sure  that  it  will 

all  go  right." 
*'  Heaven  send  it ! "  answered  Mowle ;  "  but 

here  it  is  broad  day-light,  and  we  seem  to  be 



186  THE   SMUGGLER. 

going  &rfher  and  farther  from  our  object  every 

minute." As  if  in  answer  to  his  last  observation,  the  word 

was  again  passed  down  from  the  front,  "  On,  be- 

fore I"  and  Captain  Irby  immediately  halted  his 
troop  for  about  five  minutes.  At  the  end  of  that 

time,  the  march  was  resumed,  and  shortly  after  the 

whole  body  issued  out  upon  the  side  of  one  of 
the  hills,  a  few  miles  from  Woodchurch. 

The  sun  was  now  just  risen — the  east  was  glow- 

ing with  all  the  hues  of  early  day — the  mist  was 
dispersed  or  left  behind  in  the  neighbourhood  of 

the  Marsh ;  and  a  magnificent  scene,  all  filled 

with  golden  light,  spread  out  beneath  the  eyes 

of  the  Gustom-Hbuse  officer.  But  he  had  other 

objects  to  contemplate  much  more  interesting  to 

him  than  the  beauties  of  the  landscape.  About 

three-quarters  of  a  mile  in  advance,  and  in  the 

low  ground  to  the  north-west  of  the  hill  on  which 
he  stood,  appeared  a  dark,  confused  mass  of  men 

and  horses,  apparently  directing  their  course 

towards  Tifienden ;  and  Mowle's  practised  eye 
instantly  perceived  that  they  were  the  smug- 

glers.   At  first  sight  he  thought,  *'  They  may 
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escape  us  yet :"  but  following  the  direction  in 

which  Captain  Irby's  glance  was  turned^  he  saw, 
further  on,  in  the  open  fields  towards  High 

Halden,  a  considerable  body  of  horse,  whose 

regular  line  at  once  showed  them  to  be  a  party 

of  the  military.  Then  turning  towards  the  little 

place  on  his  left,  called  Cuckoo  Point,  he  per- 
ceived, at  the  distance  of  about  a  mile,  another 

troop  of  dragoons,  who  must  have  marched, 

he  thought,  firom  Brenzet  and  Appledore. 

The  smugglers  seemed  to  become  aware,  nearly 

at  the  same  moment,  of  the  presence  of  the 

troops  on  the  side  of  High  Halden ;  for  they 

were  observed  to  halt,  to  pause  for  a  minute  or 

two,  then  re-tread  their  steps  for  a  short  dis- 
tance, and  take  their  way  over  the  side  of  the 

hill,  as  if  tending  towards  Plurenden  or  Little 

Ingham. 

"  You  should  cut  them  oflF,  sir — ^you  should 

out  them  off!"  cried  Mowle,  addressing  Captain 

Irby,  "  or,  by  Jove,  they'll  be  over  the  hill  above 
Brook  Street ;  and  then  we  shall  never  catch 

ihem,  amongst  all  the  woods  and  copses  up  there. 

They'll  escape,  to  a  certainty  !" 
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**  I  think  not,  if  I  know  my  man/'  answered 
Captain  Irby,  coolly ;  '*  and,  at  all  events,  Mr. 
Mowle,  I  must  obey  my  orders. — ^But  there  he 

comes  over  the  hill ;  so  that  matter's  settled. 
Now  let  them  get  out  if  they  can. — Tou  have 

heard  of  a  rat-trap,  Mr.  Mowle  ?" 
Mowle  turned  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  an  op- 

posite hill,  about  three-quarters  of  a  mile  distant 
from  the  spot  where  he  himself  stood,  and  there^ 

coming  up  at  a  rapid  pace,  appeared  an  officer 

in  a  plain  grey  cloak,  with  two  or  three  others 

in  full  regimentals,  round  him,  while  a  larger 

body  of  cavalry  than  any  he  had  yet  seen,  met 

his  eyes,  following  their  commander  about  fifty 

yards  behind,  and  gradually  crowning  the  sum- 

mit of  the  rise,  where  they  halted.  The  smug- 

glers could  not  be  at  more  than  half  a  mile's  dis- 
tance from  this  party,,  and  the  moment  that  it 

appeared,  the  troops  from  the  side  of  High 

Halden  and  from  Cuckoo  Point  began  to  ad- 
vance at  a  quick  trot,  while  Captain  Irby 

descended  into  the  lower  ground  more  slowly, 

watching,  with  a  small  glass  that  he  carried  in 

his  hand,  the  motions  of  all  the  other  bodies^ 
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when  the  "view  was  not  cut  off  by  the  hedge^rows 
and  copses,  as  his  position  altered.  Mowle  kept 

his  eyes  upon  the  body  of  smugglers,  and  upon 

the  dragoons  on  the  opposite  hill,  and  he  soon 

perceived  a  trooper  ride  down  from  the  latter 

group  to  the  former,  as  if  bearing  them  some 
message. 

The  next  instant,  there  was  a  flash  or  two,  as 

if  the  smugglers  had  fired  upon  the  soldier  sent 

to  them ;  and  then,  retreating  slowly  towards  a 

large  white  house,  with  some  gardens  and  shrub- 
beries and  yarious  outbuildings  around  it,  they 

manifested  a  design  of  occupying  the  groimds 

with  the  intention  of  there  resisting  the  attack 

of  the  cavalry.  A  trooper  instantly  galloped 

down,  at  fiill  speed,  towards  Captain  Irby, 

making  him  a  sign  with  his  hand  as  he  came 

near;  and  the  troop  with  whom  Mowle  had 

advanced  instantly  received  the  command  to 

charge,  while  the  other,  from  the  hill,  came 

dashing  down  with  headlong  speed  towards  the 
confused  multitude  below. 

The  smugglers  were  too  late  in  their  manceuvre. 

Embarrassed  with  a  large   quantity  of  goods 
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and  a  number  of  men  on  foot ;  they  had  not 

time  to  reach  the  shelter  of  the  garden  walls, 

before  the  party  of  dragoons  £rom  the  hill  Tvas 

amongst  them.  But  still  they  resisted  with  fierce 

determination,  formed  with  some  degree  of 

order,  gave  the  troopers  a  sharp  discharge  of  fire- 

arms as  they  came  near,  and  fought  hand  to 

hand  with  them,  even  after  being  broken  by  their 

charge. 

The  greater  distance  which  Captain  Irby  had 

to  advance,  prevented  his  troop  firom  reaching 
the  scene  of  strife  for  a  minute  or  two  after  the 

others ;  but  their  arrival  spread  panic  and  con- 

fusion amongst  the  adverse  party ;  and  after  a 

brief  and  unsuccessftd  struggle,  in  the  course  of 

which,  one  of  the  dragoons  was  killed,  and  a 

considerable  number  wounded,  nothing  was 

thought  of  amongst  young  Badford's  band,  but 
how  to  escape  in  the  presence  of  such  a  force. 

The  goods  were  abandoned — all  those  men  who 

had  horses  were  seen  galloping  over  the  coun- 
try in  different  directions ;  and  if  any  ftigitive 

paused,  it  was  but  to  turn  and  fire  a  shot  at 

one  of  the  dragoons  in  pursuit    Almost  every 
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one  of  the  men  on  foot  was  taken  ere  half  an 

hour  was  over;  and  a  number  of  those  on 

horseback  were  caught  and  brought  back^  some 

desperately  wounded.  Several  were  left  dead^ 

or  dyings  on  the  spot  where  the  first  encoimter 

had  taken  place;  and  amongst  the  former^ 

Mowle,  with  feeUngs  of  deep  regret^  almost 

approaching  remorse^  beheld^  as  he  rode  up 

towards  the  colonel  of  the  regiment,  the  body 

of  his  friend,  the  Major,  shot  through  the 

head  by  a  pistol-ball.  Men  of  the  Custom* 
House  officer  s  character,  however,  soon  console 

themselves  for  such  things ;  and  Mowle,  as  he 

rode  on,  thought  to  himself,  "  After  all,  it's  just 
as  well !  He  would  only  have  been  hanged — so 

he*s  had  an  easier  death." 
The  young  officer  in  the  command  of  the  re* 

giment  of  dragoons  was  seated  on  horseback^ 

upon  the  top  of  a  little  knoll,  with  some  six  or 

seven  persons  immediately  around  him,  while 

two  groups  of  soldiers,  dismounted,  and  guarding 

a  number  of  prisoners,  appeared  a  little  in  ad* 
vance.  Amongst  those  nearest  to  the  Colonel^ 

Mowle  remarked  his  companion,  Birchett,  who 
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was  pointmg^  mih  a  discharged  pistol,  across  the 

country,  and  saying,  "  There  he  goes,  sir,  there 

he  goes  !  I'll  swear  that  is  he,  on  the  strong 

grey  horse.  I  fired  at  him — ^I'm  sure  I  must 

have  hit  him/' 

"  No,  you  didn't,  sir,"  answered  a  sergeant  of 
dragoons,  who  was  busily  tying  a  handker* 

chief  round  his  own  wounded  arm.  ''Your  shot 

went  through  his  hat" 
The  young  officer  fixed  his  eyes  keenly  upon 

the  road  leading  toHarboume,whereaman,  on 

horseback,  was  seen  galloping  away,  at  fiill 

speed,  with  four  or  five  of  the  soldiers  in  pur* 
suit. 

''  Away  after  him.  Sergeant  Miles,"  he  said ; 
*'  take  straight  across  the  country,  with  six  men 

of  Captain  Irby's  troop.  They  are  firesher.  If 
you  make  haste  you  will  cut  him  oS  at  the  cor* 
ner  of  the  wood ;  or  if  he  takes  the  road  through 

it,  in  order  to  avoid  you,  leave  a  couple  of  men 

at  Tiffenden  corner,  and  round  by  the  path  to 

the  left.  The  distance  will  be  shorter  for  you^ 

and  you  will  stop  him  at  Mrs.  Glare's  cottage — 
a  hundred  guineas  to  any  one  who  brings 

him  in." 
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His  orders  were  mmediately  obeyed;  and,  mth- 
out  noticing  Mowle,  or  any  one  else,  the  colonel 

continued  to  gaze  after  the  little  party  of  dra- 
goons, as,  dashing  on  at  the  utmost  speed  of 

their  horses,  they  crossed  an  open  part  of  the 

ground  in  front,  keeping  to  the  right  hand  of 

the  fugitive,  and  threatening  to  cut  him  off  from 

the  north  side  of  the  country,  towards  which  he 

was  decidedly  tending.  Whether,  if  he  had  been 

able  to  proceed  at  the  same  rate  at  which  he 

was  then  going,  they  would  have  been  successful 

in  their  efforts  or  not,  is  difficult  to  say ;  for  his 

horse,  though  tired,  was  very  powerful^  and 

chosen  expressly  for  its  fleetness.  But  in  a 

flight  and  purstiit  like  that,  the  slightest  acci- 
dent will  throw  the  advantage  on  the  one  side 

or  the  other ;  and  unfortunately  for  the  fugitive, 

his  horse  stumbled,  and  came  upon  its  knees. 

It  was  up  again  in  a  moment,  and  went  on, 

though  somewhat  more  slowly ;  and  the  young 

officer  observed,  in  a  low  tone,  "  They  will  have 
him. — ^It  is  of  the  utmost  importance  that  he 

should  be  taken. — ^Ah !  Mr.  Mowle,  is  that  you? 
Why,  we  have  given  you  up  for  these  many 

VOL.  11.  o 
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hours.  We  have  been  saccessfiily  you  see;  and  yet, 
but  half  suocessiul  either,  if  their  leader  gets  away. 

— ^You  are  sure  of  the  person,  Mr.  Birchett  ?" 

*^  Perfectly,  sir/'  answered  the  ofScer  of  Cna- 
toms.  **  I  was  as  near  to  him,  at  one  time,  as 
I  am  now  to  you;  and  Mr.  Mowle  here,  too,  will 

tell  you  I  know  him  well." 

"  Who,— young  Badford  ?"  asked  Mowle.  "  Oh 
yes,  that  we  all  do ;  and  besides,  I  can  tell  you, 

that  is  he  on  the  grey  horse,  for  I  was  along 

with  him  the  greater  part  of  last  night"  And 
Mowle  proceeded  to  relate  succinctly  all  that  had 

occurred  to  him  from  ten  o'clock  on  the  pre- 
ceding  evening. 

The  young  officer,  in  the  meanwhile,  continued 

to  follow  the  soldiers  with  lus  eyes,  commenting, 

by  a  brief  word  or  two,  on  the  various  turns 

taken  by  the  pursuit 

*'  He  is  cut  off,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  satis- 

£su3tion;  *^the  troops,  from  Halden,  will  stop 
him  there. — He  is  turning  to  the  left,  as  if  he 

would  make  for  Tenterden. — Captain  Irby,  be 

so  good  as  to  detach  a  corporal,  with  as  many 

men  as  you  can  spare,  to  cut  him  off  by  Gallows 

Green— on  the  left-hand  road,  there.    Bid  them 
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use  all  speed.  Now  he's  for  Harboume  again ! 

He'll  try  to  get  through  the  wood ;  but  Miles 

will  be  before  him." 
He  then  apphed  himself  to  examine  the  state 

of  his  own  men  and  the  prisoners,  and  paid 

eyery  humane  attention  to  both,  doing  the  best 

that  he  conld  for  their  wounds,  in  the  absence 

of  surgical  assistance,  and  ordering  carts  to  be 

procared  from  the  neighbouring  farms,  to  carry 

those  most  severely  injured  into  the  village  of 

Woodchurch.  The  smuggled  goods  he  con- 

signed to  the  charge  of  the  Custom-House 

officers,  giving  them,  however,  a  strong  escort^ 

at  their  express  desire;  although,  he  justly 

observed,  that  there  was  but  little  chance  of  any 

attempt  being  made  by  the  smugglers  to  recover 

what  they  had  lost. 

"I  shall  now,  Mr.  Mowle,"  he  continued, 

"proceed  to  Woodchurch,  and  remain  there  for 

a  time,  to  see  what  other  prisoners  are  brought 

in,  and  make  any  ferther  arrangements  that 

may  be  necessary ;  but  I  shall  be  in  Hythe,  in 

all  probability,  before  night.  The  custody  of 

the  prisoners  I  shall  take  upon  myself  for  the 0  S 
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present,  as  the  civil  power  is  evidently  not 

capable  of  guarding  tbem." 

"  Well,  sir,  you  have  made  a  glorious  day's 

work  of  it,"  answered  Mowle,  "  that  I  must  say ; 

and  I'm  sure  if  you  like  to  establish  your  quar- 
ters, for  the  morning,  at  Mr.  Groyland  s  there, 

on  just  before,  he  will  make  you  heartily  wel- 
come ;  for  he  hates  smugglers  as  much  as  any 

one." The  young  officer  shook  his  head,  saying, ''  No, 

I  will  go  to  Woodchurch." 
But  he  gazed  earnestly  at  the  house  for  several 

minutes,  before  he  turned  his  horse  towards  the 

village ;  and  then,  leaving  the  minor  arrange- 
ments to  be  made  by  the  inferior  officers,  he 

rode  slowly  and  silently  away. 



THE   SMUaGLER.  197 

CHAPTER  IX. 

We  must  torn,  dear  reader,  to  other  persons  and 

to  other  scenes,  but  still  keep  to  that  eventful 

day  when  the  smugglers,  who  had  almost  fiancied 

themselves  lords  of  Kent,  first  met  severe  dis- 

comfiture at  the  hands  of  those  sent  to  suppress 

their  illicit  traffic.  Many  small  parties  had 

before  been  defeated,  it  is  true ;  many  a  cargo 

of  great  value,  insufficiently  protected,  had  been 

seized.  Such,  indeed,  had  been  the  case  with  the 

preceding  venture  of  Richard  Radford ;  and  such 

had  been,  several  times,  the  result  of  overween- 

ing confidence ;  but  the  free-traders  of  Kent 

had  still,  more  frequently,  been  successful  in  their 

resistance  of  the  law  ;  and  they  had  never 

dreamed  that  in  great  numbers,  and  with  every 
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precaution  and  care  to  boot,  they  could  be 

hemmed  in  and  overpowered,  in  a  country 

■with  every  step  of  which  they  were  well  ac- 

quainted. They  had  now,  however,  been  de- 
feated, as  I  have  said,  for  the  first  time,  in  a 

complete  and  conclusive  manner,  after  every  pre- 

caution had  been  taken,  and  when  every  oppor- 
tunity had  been  afforded  them  of  trying  their 

strength  with  the  dragoons,  as  they  had  often 

boastfully  expressed  a  wish  to  do. 

But  we  must  now  leave  them^  and  turn  to 

the  interior  of  the  house  near  which  the 

strife  took  place.  Nay,  more,  we  must  enter  a 

£Gdr  lady's  chamber,  and  watch  her  as  she  lies, 
during  the  night  of  which  we  have  already  given 

so  many  scenes,  looking  for  awhile  into  her 

waking  thoughts  and  slumbering  dreams;  for 

that  night  passed  in  a  strange  mingling  of 

sleepless  fancies  and  of  drowsy  visions. 

Far  from  me  to  encourage  weak  and  morbid 

sensibilities,  or  to  represent  life  as  a  dream  of 

sickly  feelings,  or  a  stage  for  the  action  of  ill- 

regulated  passions ; — ^it  is  a  place  of  duty  and  of 
action,  of  obedience  to  the  rule  of  the  one  great 
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guide,  of  endeavour,  and,  alas,  of  trial ! — ^But 
still  human  beings  are  not  mere  machines: 

there  is  still  something  within  this  frame- work 
of  dust  and  ashes,  besides,  and  very  different 
from,  the  bones  and  muscles,  the  veins  and 

nervesy  of  which  it  is  composed ;  and  Heaven 
forbid  that  it  should  not  be  so !    There  are  still 

loves  and  affections,  sympathies  and  regards, 
associations  and  memories,  and  all  the  linked 

sweetness  of  that  strange  harmonious  whole, 

where   the  spirit  and   the    matter,   the  soul 

and  the  body,  blended  in  mysterious  union, 

act  on  each  other,  and  reciprocate,  by  every 

sense  and  every  perception,  new  sources  of  pain 

or  of  delight    The  forms  and  conventionalities 

of  society,  the  habits  of  the  age  in  which  we 

live,  the  force   of  education,  habit,  example, 

may,  in  very  many  cases,  check  the  outward 

show  of  feeling,  and  in  some,  perhaps,  wear 

down  to  nothing  the  reaUty.     But  still  how 

many  a  bitter  heart-ache  Ues  concealed  beneath 
the  polished  brow  and  smiling  Up ;  how  many 
a  bright  aspiration,  how  many  a  tender  hope, 

l^ow  many  a  passionate  throb,  hides  itself  from 
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the  eyes  of  others — from  the  foreigners  of  the 

heart — under  an  aspect  of  gay  merrunent  or  of 
cold  indifference.  The  silyer  services  of  the 

world  are  all,  believe  me»  bat  of  plated  goods, 

and  the  brightest  ornaments  that  deck  the  table 

or  adorn  the  saloon  but  of  silver-gilt. 

Gould  we— as  angels  may  be  supposed  to  do- 

stand  by  the  bed-side  of  many  a  &ir  girl  who 

has  been  laughing  through  an  evening  of  appa- 
rent meirimenty  and  look  through  the  fair  bosom 

into  the  heart  beneath,  see  all  the  feelings  that 

thrill  therein,  or  trace  even  the  visions  that 

chequer  slumber,  what  should  we  behold? 

Alas !  how  strange  a  contrast  to  the  beaming 

looks  and  gladsome  smiles  which  have  marked 

the  course  of  the  day.  How  often  would  be 

seen  the  bitter  repining ;  the  weary  sickness  of 

the  heart;  the  calm,  stem  grief;  the  desolation ; 

the  despair— forming  a  black  and  gloomy  back- 
ground to  the  bright  seemingof  the  hours  of  light. 

How  often,  in  the  dream,  should  we  behold  "  the 
lost,  the  loved,  the  dead,  too  many,  yet  how 

few,"  rise  up  before  memory  in  those  moments, 
when  not  only  the  shackles  and  the  handcu&  of 
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the  mind,  imposed  by  the  tyrant  uses  of  society^ 
are  cast  off,  but  also  when  the  softer  bands  are 

loosened,  which  the  waking  spirit  places  upon 

unavailing  regrets  and  aspirations  all  in  vain — 
in  those  hours,  when  memory,  and  imagmation, 

and  feeling  are  awake,  and  when  judgment,  and 
reason,  and  resolution  are  all  buried  in  slumber. 

Can  it  be  well  for  us  thus  to  check  the  expres- 

sion of  all  the  deeper  feeUngs  of  the  heart — to 

shut  out  all  external  sympathies — to  lock  within 

the  prison  of  the  heart  its  brightest  treasures 

like  the  miser's  gold,  and  only  to  give  up  to 
them  the  hours  of  solitude  and  of  slumber  ? — ^I 

know  not ;  and  the  question,  perhaps,  is  a  diffi* 
cult  one  to  solve :  but  such,  however,  are  the 

general  rules  of  society ;  and  to  its  rules  we  are 
slaves  and  bondsmen. 

It  was  to  her  own  chamber  that  Edith  Groy- 
land  usuaUy  carried  her  griefs  and  memories  ; 

and  even  in  the  house  of  her  uncle,  though  she 

was  aware  how  deeply  he  loved  her,  she  could 

not,  or  she  would  not,  venture  to  speak  of 

her  sensations  as  they  really  arose. 

On  the  eventful  day  of  young   Badford's 
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quarrel  with  Sir  Edward  Digby,  Edith  retired  at 

the  sober  hour  at  which  the  whole  house- 

hold of  Mr.  Groyland  usually  sought  repose; 
but  there,  for  a  considerable  time,  she  meditated 

as  she  had  often  meditated  before,  on  the  brief 

intelligence  she  had  received  on  the  preceding 

day.  '^  He  is  living/'  she  said  to  herself:  "  he 
is  in  England,  and  yet  he  seeks  me  not !  But 

my  sister  says  he  loves  me  still ! — ^It  is  strange, 
it  is  very  strange.  He  must  have  greatly 

changed.  So  eager,  so  impetuous  as  he  used 

to  be,  to  become  timid,  cautious,  reserved, — 

never  to  write,  never  to  send. — ^And  yet  why 
should  I  blame  him  ?  What  has  he  not  met 

with  from  mine,  if  not  from  me  ?  What  has  his 

love  brought  upon  himself  and  his  ?  The  ruin 

of  his  father — a  parent's  suffering  and  death — 
the  destruction  of  his  own  best  prospects — 
a  life  of  toil  and  danger,  and  expulsion  from  the 

scenes  in  which  his  bright  and  early  days  were 

spent ! — ^Why  should  I  wonder  that  he  does  not 
come  back  to  a  spot  where  every  object  must  be 

hateful  to  him  ? — ^why  should  I  wonder  that  he 
does  not  seek  me,  whose  image  can  never  be 
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separated  from  all  that  is  painful  and  distressing 

to  him  in  memory  ?  Poor  Henry !  Oh,  that  I 

could  cheer  him,  and  wipe  away  the  dark  and 

gloomy  recollections  of  the  past." 
Such  were  some  of  her  thoughts  ere  she  lay 

down  to  rest;  and  they  pursued  her  still,  long 

after  she  had  sought  her  pillow,  keeping  her 

waking  for  some  hours.  At  length,  not  long 

before  daybreak,  sleep  took  possession  of  her 

brain ;  but  it  was  not  untroubled  sleep.  Wild 

and  whirling  images  for  some  time  supplied  the 

place  of  thought ;  but  they  were  all  vague,  and 

confused,  and  undefined  for  a  considerable  length 

of  time  after  sleep  had  closed  her  eyes,  and  she 

forgot  them  as  soon  as  she  awoke.  But  at  length 

a  vision  of  more  tangible  form  presented  itself, 

which  remained  impressed  upon  her  memory. 

In  it,  the  events  of  the  day  mingled  with  those 

both  of  the  former  and  the  latter  years,  undoubt- 
edly in  strange  and  disorderly  shape,  but  still 

bearing  a  sufficient  resemblance  to  reality  to  show 

whence  they  were  derived.  The  form  of  young 

Badford,  bleeding  and  wounded,  seemed  before 

her  eyes ;  and  with  one  hand  clasped  tightly 
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round  her  wrist,  he  seemed  to  drag  her  down 

into  a  graye  prepared  for  himself.  Then  she 

saw  Sir  Edward  Digby  with  a  naked  sword  in 

his  hand,  striving  in  vain  to  cat  off  the  arm 

that  held  her,  the  keen  blade  passing  through 

and  through  the  limb  of  the  phantom  without 

dissevering  it  from  the  body,  or  relaxing  its 

hold  upon  herself.  Then  the  figure  of  her 

father  stood  before  her,  clad  in  along  mourning 

cloak,  and  she  heard  his  voice  crying,  in  a  dark 

and  solemn  tone,  "  Down,  down,  both  of  you, 

to  the  grave  that  you  have  dug  for  me  !*'  The 
next  instant  the  scene  was  crowded  with  figures, 

both  on  horseback  and  on  foot.  Many  a  coun- 
tenance which  she  had  seen  and  known  at  dif- 

ferent times  was  amongst  them ;  and  all  seemed 

urging  her  on  down  into  the  gulf  before  her ; 

till  suddenly  appeared,  at  the  head  of  a  bright 

and  gUttering  troop,  he  whom  she  had  so  long 

and  deeply  loved,  as  if  advancing  at  full  speed 

to  her  rescue.  She  called  loudly  to  him ;  she 

stretched  out  her  hand  towards  him,  and  on- 

ward he  came  through  the  throng  till  he  nearly 
reached  her.  Then  in  an  instant  her  &ther 

interposed  again  and  pushed  him  back.     All 
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became  a  scene  of  disarray  and  confusion^  as  if  a 

general  battle  had  been  taking  place  around  her. 

Swords  were  drawn^  shots  were  fired^  wounds 

were  given  and  received;  there  were  cries  of 

agony  and  loud  words  of  command,  till  at 

length,  in  the  mids^t,  her  lover  reached  her ;  his 

arms  were  oast  round  her ;  she  was  pressed  to  his 

bosom ;  and  with  a  start,  and  mingled  feeUngs 

of  joy  and  terror,  Ediths  dream  came  to  an 
end. 

Daylight  was  pouring  into  her  room  through 

the  tall  window ;  but  yet  she  could  hardly  per- 
suade herself  that  she  was  not  dreaming  still; 

for  many  of  the  sounds  which  had  transmitted 

such  strange  impressions  to  her  mind,  still  rang 

in  her  ears.  She  heard  shots  and  galloping 
horse,  and  the  loud  word  of  command;  and 

after  pausing  for  an  instant  or  two,  she  sprang 

up,  cast  something  over  her,  and  ran  to  the 
window. 

It  was  a  bright  and  beautiful  morning; 

and  the  room  which  she  occupied  looked  over 

Mr.  Croyland's  garden  wall  to  the  country 
beyond.  But  underneath  that  garden  wall  was 

presented  a  scene,  such  as  Edith  had  never 
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before  witnessed.  Before  her  eyes,  mingled  in 

strange  confusion  -with  a  group  of  men  vrho,  fix}m 
their  appearance,  she  judged  to  be  smugglers, 

were  a  number  of  the  royal  dragoons;  and, 

though  pistols  were  discharged  on  both  sides, 

and  even  long  guns  on  the  part  of  the  smug- 

glers, the  vse  of  fire-arms  was  too  limited  to 
produce  sufficient  smoke  to  obscure  the  view. 

Swords  were  out,  and  used  vehemently;  and 

on  running  her  eye  over  the  mass  before 

her,  she  saw  a  figure  that  strongly  brought 

back  her  thoughts  to  former  days.  Direct- 
ing the  operations  of  the  troops,  seldom 

using  the  sword  which  he  carried  in  his  own 

hand,  yet  mingling  in  the  thickest  of  the  firay, 

appeared  a  tall  and  powerful  young  man, 

mounted  on  a  splendid  charger,  but  only  covered 

with  a  plain  grey  cloak. 

The  features  she  could  scarcely  discern ;  but 

there  was  something  in  the  form  and  in  the 

bearing,  that  made  Edith's  heart  beat  vehe- 
mently, and  caused  her  to  raise  her  voice  to 

Heaven  in  murmured  prayer.  The  shots  were 

flying  thick :  one  of  them  struck  the  sun-dial  in 



THE  8MUG0LSB.  207 

the  garden,  and  knocked  a  fragment  off;  but 
still  she  could  not  withdiav  heiself  from  the 

"window ;  and  with  eager  and  anxious  eyes  she 
continued  to  watch  the  fight,  till  another  body 

of  dragoons  swept  up,  and  the  smugglers,  appa- 
rently struck  with  panic,  abandoned  resistance, 

and  were  soon  seen  flying  in  eyery  direction 

over  the  ground. 

One  man,  mounted  on  a  strong  grey  horse, 

passed  close  beneath  the  garden  wall ;  and  in 

him  Edith  instantly  recognised  young  Bichard 

Badford.  That  sight  made  her  draw  back  again 
for  a  moment  from  the  window,  lest  he  should 

recognise  her ;  but  the  next  instant  she  looked 

out  again,  and  then  beheld  the  officer  whom  she 

had  seen  commanding  the  dragoons,  stretching 
out  his  hand  and  arm  in  the  direction  which  the 

fugitive  had  taken,  as  if  giving  orders  for  his 

pursuit.  She  watched  him  with  feelings  inde- 
scribable, and  saw  him  more  than  once  turn  his 

eyes  towards  the  house  where  she  was,  and  gaze 

on  it  long  and  thoughtfully. 

"  Can  he  know  whose  dwelling  this  is  ?"  she 
asked  herself;  "  can  he  know  who  is  in  it,  and 
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yet  ride  away  ?"  But  so  it  was.  After  he  had 
remained  on  the  ground  for  about  half  an  hour, 

she  saw  him  depart,  turning  his  horse's  head 
slowly  towards  Woodchiurch;  and  Edith  with- 

drew from  the  window,  and  wept. 

Her  eyes  were  dry,  however,  and  her  man- 
ner calm,  when  she  went  down  to  breakfast ; 

and  she  heard  unmoved,  from  her  uncle,  the 

details  of  the  skirmish  which  had  taken  place 

between  the  smugglers  and  the  miUtary. 

**  This  must  be  a  tremendous  blow  to  them/' 

said  Mr.  Croyland ;  *'  the  goods  are  reported  to 
be  of  immense  value,  and  the  whole  of  them  are 

stated  to  have  been  run  by  that  old  infernal  villain, 

Badford.  I  am  glad  that  this  has  happened, 

trebly — felix  ter  et  amjplius,  my  dear  Edith; 
first,  that  a  trade  which  enriches  scoundrels  to 

the  detriment  of  the  fair  and  lawful  merchant^ 

has  received  nearly  its  death-blow;  secondly, 
that  these  audacious  vagabonds,  who  fEincied 

they  had  all  the  world  at  their  command,  and 

that  they  could  do  as  they  pleased  in  Kent, 

have  been  taught  how  impotent  they  are  against 

a  powerful  hand  and  a  clear  head ;  and,  thirdly. 
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that  the  most  audacious  vagabond  of  them  all) 

who  has  amassed  a  large  fortune  by  defiance  of 

the  law^  and  by  a  system  which  embodies  cheatery 

with  robbery — ^I  mean  robbery  of  the  revenue 

with  cheatery  of  the  lawful  merchant — has  been 

the  person  to  suffer.  I  have  heard  a  great  deal  of 

forcing  nations  to  abate  their  Customs  dues,  by 

smuggling  in  despite  of  them ;  but  depend  upon 

it,  whoever  advocates  such  a  system  is — ^I  will  not 
say^  either  a  rogue  or  a  fool^  as  some  rash  and 

intemperate  persons  might  say — ^but  a  man  with 
very  queer  notions  of  morals,  my  dear.  I  dgxe 

say,  the  fellows'  firing  awoke  you,  my  love.  You 

look  pale,  as  if  you  had  been  disturbed." 
Edith  repUed,  simply,  that  she  had  been 

xoused  by  the  noise,  but  did  not  enter  into  any 

particulars,  though  she  saw,  or  fancied  she  saw, 

an  inquiring  look  upon  her  uncle  s  face  as  he 

spoke. 
During  the  morning  many  were  the  reports 

and  anecdotes  brought  in  by  the  servants,  re- 

garding the  encounter,  which  had  taken  place  so 

close  to  the  house ;  and  all  agreed  that  never  had 
VOL.   II.  P 
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60  terrible  a  disaster  befallen  the  smaggleiB. 

Their  bands  were  quite  broken  up,  it  was  said^ 

their  principal  leaders  taken  or  killed,  and  the 

mnount  of  the  smuggled  goods  which — ^with  the 

usual  exaggeration  of  rumour — ^was  raised  to 
three  or  four  hundred  thousand  pounds,  was 

universally  reported  to  be  the  loss  of  Mr.  Bad- 

ford.  His  son  had  been  seen  by  many  in  com- 
mand  of  the  party  of  contraband  traders ;  and  it 
was  clear  that  he  had  fled  to  conceal  himself, 

in  fear  of  the  very  serious  consequences  which 

were  likely  to  ensue. 

Mr.  Groyland  rubbed  his  hands :  '^  I  will 
mark  this  day  in  the  calendar  with  a  white 

stone !"  he  said.  "  Seldom,  my  dear  Edith, 
Tery  seldom,  do  so  many  fortunate  circumstances 

happen  together;  a  party  of  atrocious  vaga- 
bonds discomfited  and  punished  as  they  deserve; 

the  most  audacious  rogue  of  the  whole  stripped 

of  his  ill-gotten  wealth ;  and  a  young  rufBan, 
who  has  long  buUied  and  abused  the  whole 

county,  driven  from  that  society  in  which  he 

never  had  any  business.    This  young  officer^ 
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this  Captain  Osbom,  must  be  a  very  cleTOr^  as 

^ell  as  a  very  gallant  fellow." 

''  Captain  Osbom !"  munnnred  Edith ;  ''  were 

they  commanded  by  Captain  Osbom  ?" 

"  Yes^  my  dear/'  answered  the  old  gentleman ; 
"  I  saw  him  myself  over  the  garden  wall.    I 
know  him,  my  love;  I  have  been  introduced 

to  him.    Didn't  you  hear  me  say,  he  is  coming 

to  spend  a  few  days  with  me  ?" 
Edith  made  no  reply;  but  somewhat  to  her 

surprise^  she  heard  her  uncle,  shortly  after^  order 

his  carriage   to  be  at  the   door  at  half-past 
twelve.    He  gave  his  fair  niece  no  invitation  to 

accompany  him  ;  and  Edith  prepared  to  amuse 

herself  during  his  absence  as  best  she  might. 

She  calculated,  indeed,  upon  that  which,  to  a 

well-regulated  mind,  is  almost  always  either  a 
relief  or  a  pleasure,  though  too  often  a  sad  one : 

the  spending  of  an  hour  or  two  in  solitary 

thought    But  all  hiunan  calculations  are  vain ; 

and  so  were  those  of  poor  Edith  Croyland.    For 

the  present,  however,  we  must  leave  her  to  her 

fate,  and  follow  her  good  uncle,  Zachary,  on 
p2 



212  THE   SSnTGOLER. 

bis  expedition  to  Woodohuioh^  whither^  as 

doubtless  the  reader  has  anticipated^  his  steps, 

or  rather  those  of  his  coach  horses,  were  turned, 

just  as  the  hands  of  the  clock  in  the  vestibule 

pointed  to  a  quarter  to  one. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

DuBiNG  the  whole  forenoon  of  the  3rd  of 

September^  the  little  Tillage  of  Woodchurch 

presented  a  busy  and  basiling^  though^  in  truth, 

it  could  not  be  called  a  gay  scene.  The  smart 

dresses  of  the  dragoons,  the  number  of  men 

and  horses,  the  soldiers  riding  quickly  along 

the  road  from  time  to  time,  the  occasional  sound 

of  the  trumpet,  the  groups  of  villagers  and 

gaping  children,  all  had  an  animating  effect; 

but  there  was,  mingled  with  the  other  sights 

which  the  place  presented,  quite  a  sufficient 

portion  of  human  misery,  in  various  forms,  to 

sadden  any  but  a  very  unfeeling  heart.  For 

some  time  after  the  afiGray  was  over,  every  ten 
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xninutes/was  seen  to  roll  in  one  of  the  small, 

narrow  carts  of  the  country,  half  filled  with 

straw^  and  bearing  a  wounded  man,  or  at  most, 

two.  In  the  same  manner,  several  corpses, 

also,  were  carried  in ;  and  the  number  of  at  least 

fifty  prisoners,  in  separate  detachments,  with 

hanging  hands  and  pinioned  arms,  were  marched 

slowly  through  the  street  to  the  houses  which 

had  been  marked  out  as  affording  the  greatest 

security. 

The  good  people  ofWoodchurch  laughed  and 

talked  freely  with  the  dragoons,  made  many  in- 

quiries concerning  the  events  of  the  skiimish,  and 

gave  every  asdstance  to  the  wounded  soldiers ; 

but  it  was  remarked  with  surprise,  by  several  of 

the  officers,  that  they  showed  no  great  sympathy 

with  the  smugglers,  either  prisoners  or  wounded 

— gazed  upon  the  parties  who  were  brought  in 

ith  an  unfriendly  air,  and  turning  round  to 

each  other,  commented,  in  low  tones,  with  very 

little  appearance  of  compassion. 

"  Ay,  that's  one  of  the  Ramleys  gang,"  said 
the  stout  blacksmith  of  the  place,  to  his  friend 

and  neighbour,  the  wheelwright,  as  some  ten  or 
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twelve  men  passed  before  them  with  their  wrists 
tied. 

*^  And  that  fellow  in  the  smart  green  coat  is 

another/'  rejoined  the  wheelwright ;  "  he's  the 
man  who,  I  dare  say,  ham-stringed  my  mare,  be- 

cause  I  wouldn't  let  them  have  her  for  the  last 

run/' "  That's  Tom  Angel,"  observed  the  black- 

smith ;  '^  he's  to  be  married  to  Jinny  Bamley, 

they  say." 
*'  He'll  be  married  to  a  halter  first,  I've  a 

notion,"  answered  the  wheelwright,  '*  and  then 

instead  of  an  angel  he'll  make  a  devil !  He's 
one  of  the  worst  of  them,  bad  as  they  all  are. 

A  pretty  gaol  delivery  we  shall  have  at  the  next 

'Sizes  !" 

**  A  good  county  delivery,  too,"  replied  the 

blacksmith ;  "  as  men  have  been  killed,  it's 

felony,  that's  clear :  so  hemp  will  be  dear,  Mr. 

Slatterly." 
By  the  above  conversation  the  feelings  of  the 

people  of  Woodchurch  towards  the  smugglers, 

at  that  particular  time,  may  be  easily  divined ; 

but  the  reader  must  not  suppose  that  they  were 
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influenced  alone  by  the  very  common  tendency 

of  men's  nature  to  side  with  the  winning  party ; 
for  such  was  not  altogether  the  case,  though, 

perhaps,  they  would  not  have  ventured  to  show 

their  dislike  to  the  smugglers  so  strongly,  had 

they  been  more  successful.  As  long  as  the 

worthy  gentlemen,  who  had  now  met  with  so 
severe  a  reverse,  had  contented  themselves  with 

merely  running  contraband  articles — even  as  long 

as  they  had  done  nothing  more  than  take  a  man's 
horse  for  their  own  purposes,  without  his  leave, 

or  use  his  premises,  whether  he  liked  it  or  not, 

as  a  place  of  concealment  for  their  smuggled 

goods,  they  were  not  only  indifferent,  but  even 

friendly ;  for  man  has  always  a  sufficient  portion 
of  the  adventurer  at  his  heart  to  have  a  fellow 

feeling  for  all  his  brethren  engaged  in  rash  and 

perilous  enterprises.  But  the  smugglers  had 

grown  insolent  and  domineering  from  long  suc- 
cess ;  they  had  not  only  felt  themselves  lords  of 

the  county,  but  had  made  others  feel  it  often  in 

an  insulting,  and  often  in  a  cruel  and  brutal 

manner.  Crimes  of  a  very  serious  character  had 

been  lately  committed  by  the  Bamleys  and  others. 
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"which^  thoagh  not  txaced  home  by  sufficient 
evidence  to  satisfy  the  law,  were  fixed  upon 

them  by  the  general  voice  of  the  people ;  and  the 

threats  of  terrible  vengeance  which  they  some- 
times uttered  against  all  who  opposed  them, 

and  the  boastful  tone  in  which  they  indulged, 

when  speaking  of  their  most  criminal  exploits, 

probably  gained  them  credit  for  much  more 

wickedness  than  they  really  committed. 

Thus  their  credit  with  the  coimtry  people  was 

certainly  on  the  decline  when  they  met  with 

the  disaster  which  has  been  lately  recorded ;  and 

their  defeat  and  dispersion  was  held  by  the  inha- 
bitants of  Woodchurch  as  an  augury  of  better 

times,  when  their  women  would  be  able  to  pass 

from  village  to  village,  even  after  dusk,  in  safety 

and  £ree  firom  insult,  and  their  cattle  might  be 

left  out  in  the  fields  all  night,  without  being 

injured,  either  by  wantonness^  or  in  lawless  uses. 

It  will  be  understood,  that  in  thus  speaking,  I 

allude  alone  to  the  land  smugglers,  a  race  alto-^ 
gether  different  firom  their  fellow  labourers  of 

the  sea,  whom  the  people  looked  upon  with  a 

much  more  favourable  eye,  and  who,  though  rash 



218  THE  SMUGGLER. 

and  daring  men  enough^  were  generally  a  good 

humoured  free-hearted  body^  spending  the  money 
that  they  had  gained  at  the  peril  of  their  lives 

or  their  freedom,  -with  a  hberal  hand  and  in  a 
kindly  spirit. 

Ahnost  every  inhabitant  of  Woodchurch  had 

some  cause  of  complaint  against  the  Bamleys' 
gang ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  Mr.  Badford  him- 

self was  by  no  means  popular  in  the  county.  A 

aelfish  and  a  cunning  man  is  ahnost  always 

speedily  found  out  by  the  lower  classes,  even 
when  he  makes  an  effort  to  conceal  it.  But 

Mr.  Badford  took  no  such  trouble;  for  he 

gloried  in  his  acuteness ;  and  if  he  had  chosen 

a  motto,  it  probably  would  have  been  "  Every 

man  for  himself."  His  selfishness,  too,  took 
several  of  the  most  offensive  forms.  He  was 

ostentatious;  he  was  haughty;  and,  on  the 

strength  of  riches  acquired,  every  one  knew  how, 

he  looked  upon  himself  as  a  very  great  man,  and 

treated  all  the  inferior  classes,  except  those  of 

whom  he  had  need,  to  use  their  own  expression, 

''  as  dirt  under  his  feet."  All  the  villagers,  there- 
fore, were  well  satisfied  to  think  that  he  had  met 



THE   SMUGGLER.  219 

-with  a  check  at  last ;  and  many  of  the  good  folks 
of  Woodchurch  speculated  upon  the  probability 

of  two  or  three,  out  of  so  great  a  number  of  pri- 

soners, giying  such  evidence  as  would  bring  that 

worthy  gentleman  within  the  gripe  of  the  law. 

Such  were  the  feelings  of  the  people  of  that 

place,  as  weU  as  those  of  many  a  neighbouring 

Tillage ;  and  the  scene  presented  by  the  captLve 

and  wounded  smugglers,  as  they  were  led  along, 

WIS  viewed  with  indifference  by  some,  and  with 

pleasure  by  others.  Two  or  three  of  the  women> 

indeed,  bestowed  kindly  attention  upon  the 

wounded  men,  moved  by  that  beautiful  com- 

passion which  is  rarely  if  ever  wanting,  in  a 

female  heart;  but  the  male  part  of  the  population 

took  little  share,  if  any,  in  such  things,  and  were 

quite  willing  to  aid  the  soldiers  in  securing  the 

prisoners,  till  they  could  be  marched  off  to  prison. 

The  first  excitement  had  subsided  before  noon^ 

but  still,  from  time  to  time,  some  Uttle  bustle 

took  place-— a  prisoner  was  caught  and  brought 

in,  and  carried  to  the  public  house  where  the 

colonel  had  established  himself — an  orderly 

galloped  through  the  street — ^messengers  came 
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and  went ;  and  four  or  five  soldiers^  with  their 

horses  ready  saddled^  remained  before  the  door 

of  the  inn^  ready^  at  a  moment's  notice,  for  any 
event.  The  commanding  officer  did  not  appear 

at  all  beyond  the  doors  of  his  temporary  abode ; 

but  continued  writing,  giving  orders,  examining 

the  prisoners,  and  those  who  brought  them,  in 
the  same  room  which  he  had  entered  when  first 

he  arrived.  As  few  of  the  people  of  the  place 

had  seen  him,  a  good  deal  of  curiosity  was  ex* 
cited  by  his  quietness  and  reserve.  It  was 

whispered  amongst  the  women,  that  he  was  the 
handsomest  man  ever  seen ;  and  the  men  said 

he  was  a  very  fine  fellow,  and  ought  to  be  made 

a  general  of.  The  barmaid  communicated  to 

her  intimate  Mends,  that  when  he  took  off  his 

cloak,  she  had  seen  a  star  upon  the  breast  of  his 
coat ;  and  that  her  master  seemed  to  know  more 

of  him,  if  he  liked  to  tell ;  but  the  landlord  was 

as  silent  as  a  mouse. 

These  circumstances,  however,  kept  up  a  little 

crowd  before  the  entrance  of  the  inn,  consisting 

of  persons  anxious  to  behold  the  hero  of  the 

day ;  and  just  at  the  hour  of  two,  the  carriage 
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of  Mr.  Croyland  rolled  in,  through  the  people, 

at  the  usual  slow  and  deliberate  pace  to 

whioh  that  gentleman  accustomed  his  carriage 
horses. 

The  large  heavy  door  of  the  large  heavy  ve- 

hicle«  was  opened  by  the  two  servants  who  accom- 
panied it ;  and  out  stepped  Mr.  Croyland,  with 

his  back  as  straight  and  stiff  as  a  poker,  and 

his  gold-headed  cane  in  his  hand.    The  land- 
lord, at  the  sight  of  an  equipage,  which  he 

well  knew,   came   out  in  haste,  bowing  low, 

and  welcoming  Mr.    Croyland  in  the  hearty 

good  old  style.    The  nabob  himself  imbent  a 

little  to  his  Mend  of  the  inn,  and  after  asking 

him  how  he  did,  and  bestowing  a  word  or  two 

on  the  state  of  the  weather,  proceeded  to  say, 

''And  now.  Miles,  I  wish  to  speak  a  word  or 
two  with  Captain  Osborn,  who  is  in  your  house, 

I  believe." 
"No,  Mr.  Croyland,"   repUed  the  landlord, 

looking  at  the  visitor  with  some  surprise,  "  the 

captain  is  not  here.   He  is  down  at  Nelly  South's, 

and  his  name's  not  Osborn,  either,  but  Irby." 
**  Then,  who  the  deuce  have  you  got  here,  with 
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all  theee  soldiers  about  the  door  ?"  demanded 
Mr.  Croyland. 

*^  The  colonel  of  the  regiment^  sir/'  answered 
Miles ;  ''  there  has  only  been  one  captain  here  all 

day ;  and  that's  Captain  Irby." 

"  Not  right  of  the  lad— not  right  of  the  lad !" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Croyland,  rather  testily;  ''no 
one  should  keep  a  man  waiting,  especially  an 

old  man,  and  more  especially  still,  a  cross  old 

man.  But  I'll  come  in  and  stop  a  bit ;  for  I 
want  to  see  the  young  gentleman.  Where  the 

devil  did  he  go  to,  I  wonder,  after  the  skirmish  ? 

— ^Halloo,  you  sir,  corporal !  Pray,  sir,  what's 

your  officer's  name  ?" 
The  man  put  up  his  hand  in  military  fashion, 

and,  with  a  strong  Hibernian  accent,  demanded, 

^*  Is  it  the  colonel  you're  inquiring  about,  sir  ? 

Why,  then,  his  name  is  lieutenant-Colonel  Sir 

Henry  Leyton,  Knight  of  the  Bath — and  mighty 
cold  weatlier  it  was,  too,  when  he  got  the  Bath ; 

60  I  didn't  envy  him  his  ducking." 
''  Oh  ho !"  said  Mr.  Croyland,  putting  his 

finger  sagaciously  to  the  side  of  his  nose ;  **  be  so 

good  as  to  send  up  that  card  to  Lieutenant- 
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Colonel  Sir  Henry  Leyton,  Sjiight  of  the  Bath, 

and  tell  him  that  the  gentleman  whose  appel* 

lation  it  heais  is  here,  inquiring  for  one  Cap- 

tain Osbom  whom  he  once  saw." 
The  corporal  took  the  card  himself  to  the 

top  of  the  stairs,  and  delivered  the  message, 

with  as  much  precision  as  his  intellect  could 

muster,  to  some  person  who  seemed  to  be  wait- 

ing on  the  outside  of  a  door  above.  *^  Why, 

you  fool  1"  cried  a  voice,  immediately,  ̂ '  I  told 
you,  if  Mr.  Croyland  came,  to  show  him  up, 

Sr  Henry  wiU  see  him. '  And  immediately  a 
servant,  in  plain  clothes,  descended  to  perform 
his  function  himself. 

*'  Very  grand !"  murmured  Mr.  Croyland,  as 
he  followed. 

The  door  above  was  immediately  thrown 

open,  and  his  name  announced ;  but,  walking 

dowly,  he  had  not  entered  the  room  before 

the  young  officer,  who  has  more  than  once 

been  before  the  reader  s  eyes,  was  half  across 
the  floor  to  meet  him.  He  was  now  dressed  in 

full  uniform;  and  certainly  a  finer  or  more 

oommaading*looking  man  had  seldom,  if  ever. 
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met  Mr.  Croyland's  yiew.  Advanoing  with  a 
firank  and  pleasant  smile,  he  led  him  to  the 

arm-chair  -which  he  had  just  occupied — ^it  was 
the  only  one  in  the  room— and,  after  thanking 
h\m  for  his  visit,  turned  to  the  servant,  and  bade 
him  shut  the  door. 

'<  I  am  in  some  surprise,  and  in  some  doubt, 

Sir  Henry,"  said  Mr.  Groyland,  with  his  sharp 

eyes  twinkling  a  little.  "  I  came  here  to  see 
one  Captain  Osbom ;  and  I  find  a  gentleman 

very  like  him,  in  truth,  but  certainly  a  much 

smarter  looking  person,  whom  I  am  told  is 

lieutenant-Colonel  Sir  Henry  Leyton,  Knight 
of  the  Bath,  &c.  &c.  &c. ;  and  yet  he  seems  to 

look  upon  old  Zachary  Groyland  as  a  friend^ 

too." *'  He  does,  from  his  heart,  I  can  assure  you, 

Mr.  Croyland,"  repUed  the  young  officer;  ''and 
I  trust  you  will  ever  permit  him  to  do  so.  But 
if  it  becomes  us  to  deceive  no  man,  it  becomes 
us  still  more  not  to  deceive  a  friend :  and  on 

that  account  it  was  I  asked  your  presence  here, 

to  explain  to  you  one  or  two  circumstances 

which  I  thought  it  but  just  you  should  know. 
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i>efore  I  ventured  to  present  myself  at  your 

bouse. " 
"  Pray  speak.  Sir  Henry,"  replied  Mr.  Croy- 

land — "  I  am  all  ears." 
The  young  officer  paused  for  a  moment,  and 

a  shadow  came  over  his  brow,  as  if  something 

painful  passed  through  his  mind;  but  then^ 

with  a  slight  motion  of  his  hand,  as  if  he  would 

have  waved  away  unpleasant  thoughts,  he  said, 

''  I  must  first  tell  you,  my  dear  sir,  that  I  am 
the  son  of  the  Beverend  Henry  Leyton,  whom 

you  once  knew,  and  the  nqihew  of  that  Charles 

Osbom,  with  whom  you  were  also  intimately 

acquainted." 
*'  The  dearest  friend  I  ever  had  in  the  world," 

replied  Mr.  Groyland,  blowing  his  nose  vio- 
lently. 

"  Then  I  trust  you  will  extend  the  same 

friendship  to  his  nephew,"  said  the  colonel. 
"  I  don't  know — I  don  t  know,"  answered 

Mr.  Groyland ;  "  that  must  depend  upon  cir- 

cumstances. I'm  a  very  crabbed,  tiresome  old 
fellow,  Sir  Henry ;  and  my  friendships  are  not 

VOL.  n.  Q 
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very  sudden  ones.  But  I  have  patted  your 

head  many  a  time  when  you  were  a  child,  and 

that's  something.  Then  you  are  very  Hke 
your  £Gither,  and  a  little  like  your  undo, 

that's  something  more:  so  we  may  get  on,  I 
think.  But  what  have  you  got  to  say  more  ? 

and  what  in  the  name  of  fortune  made  you  call 

yourself  Captain  Osbom,  to  an  old  fiiend  of 

your  fiBunily  like  myself?" 
*'  I  did  not  do  so,  if  you  recollect*"  rephed 

the  young  officer.  "It  was  my  friend  Digby 
who  gave  me  that  name ;  and  you  must  pardon 

me,  if,  on  many  accounts,  I  yielded  to  the  tnck ; 

for  I  was  coming  down  here  on  a  difficult  ser- 
vices-one that  I  am  not  accustomed  to,  and  do 

not  like;  and  I  was  very  desirous  of  seeing  a 

little  of  the  country,  and  of  learning  something 

of  the  habits  of  the  persons  with  whom  I  had  to 

deal,  before  I  was  called  upon  to  act." 
"And  devilish  well  you  did  act  when  you  set 

about  it,"  died  Mr.  Groyland.  "  I  watched  you 
this  morning  over  the  wall,  and  wondered  a 

little  that  you  did  not  come  on  to  my  house  at 

once." 
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''It  is  upon  that  subject  that  I  must  now 

speak,"  said  Sir  Henry  Leyton,  taking  a  grave 
tone,  "and  I  must  touch  upon  many  painful 
subjects  in  the  past.  Just  when  I  was  about  to 

write  to  you^  Mr.  Croyland,  to  say  that  I  would 

come,  in  accordance  with  your*  kind  invitation, 
I  learned  that  your  niece,  Miss  Croyland,  is 

staying  at  your  house.  Now,  I  know  not 

whether  you  have  been  informed,  that  long 

ago   
**  Oh,  yes,  I  know  all  about  that,"  answered 

Mr.  Croyland,  quickly.  *'  There  was  a  great 
deal  of  love  and  courting,  and  all  that  sort  of 

boy  and  girl's  stuff." 
''  It  must  be  man  and  woman's  stuff  now,  Mr. 

Croyland,"  replied  the  young  officer,  '<  for  I  must 
tell  you  fiurly  and  at  once,  I  love  her  as  deeply, 

as  truly  as  ever.  Years  have  made  no  dif- 
ference; other  scenes  have  made  no  change. 

The  same  as  I  went,  in  every  thought  and  feel- 

ing, I  have  returned ;  and  I  can  never  think  of 

her  without  emotion,  which  I  can  never  speak 

to  her  without  expressing." 
''  Indeed— indeed !"  said  Mr.  Croyland,  appa- 

q2 
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rently  in  some  surprise.   "  That  does  make  some 

difference." 
'^  That  is  what  I  feared/'  continued  Sir  Henry 

Leyton.  ''Your  brother  disapproved  of  oar 
engagement  In  consequence  of  it,  he  behaved 

to  my  father  in  aVay — on  which  I  will  not  dwell. 
You  would  not  have  behaved  in  such  a  way,  I 

know ;  and  although  I  should  think  any  means 

justifiable,  to  see  your  niece  when  in  her  &ther*s 
mansion,  to  tell  her  how  deeply  I  love  her  still, 

and  to  ask  her  to  sacrifice  fortune  and  everything 

to  share  a  soldier's  fiite,  yet  I  did  not  think  it 
would  be  right  or  honourable,  to  come  into  the 

house  of  a  Mend  under  a  feigned  name,  and  seek 

his  niece — for  seek  her  I  should  wherever  I  found 

lier — whan  he  might  share  the  same  views  as  his 
brother,  or  at  all  events  think  himself  bound  to 

support  them.  In  short,  Mr.  Croyland,  I  knew 

that  when  you  were  aware  of  my  real  name  and 

of  my  real  feelings,  it  would  make  a  difference, 

and  a  great  one." 
"  Not  the  difference  you  think,  Harry,"  re- 

plied the  old  gentleman,  holding  out  his  hand 

to  him ;  "  but  quite  the  reverse. — ^I'U  tell  you 
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irhat,  young  man,  I  think  you  a  devilish  fine, 

high-spirited,  honourable  fellow,  and  the  only 
one  I  ever  saw  whom  I  should  like  to  marry  my 

Edith.  So  don't  say  a  word  more  about  iU 
Come  and  dine  with  me  to-day,  as  soon  as 

you've  got  all  this  job  over.  You  shall  see  her; 
you  shall  talk  to  her;  you  shall  make  all  your 

arrangements  together;  and  if  there's  a  post* 
chaise  in  the  country.  111  put  you  in  and  shut 

the  door  with  my  own  hands.  My  brother  is  an 

oldfool,  and  worse  than  an  old  fool,  too — some-' 

thing  very  like  an  old  rogue — at  least,  so  he 
behaved  to  your  father,  and  not  much  better  to 

his  own  child ;  but  I  don't  care  a  straw  about 
him,  and  never  did ;  and  I  never  intend  to 

humour  one  of  his  whims.'" 

Sir  Henry  Leyton  pressed  the  old  gentle* 

man's  hand  in  his,  with  much  emotion  ;  for  the 
prospect  seemed  brightening  to  him,  and  the 

dark  clouds  which  had  so  long  overshadowed 

his  course  appeared  to  be  breaking  away.  He 

had  been  hitherto  like  a  traveller  on  a  strong 

and  spirited  horse,  steadfastly  pursuing  his 

course,  and  making  his  way  onward,  with  vigour 
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and  determination,  but  mUi  a  dark  and  threat- 

ening sky  over  head,  and  not  even  a  gleam  of 

hope  to  lead  him  on.  Distinction,  honours, 

competence,  conmiand,  he  had  obtained  by  his 

own  talents  and  his  own  energies;  he  was 

looked  up  to  by  those  below  him,  by  his  equals, 

even  by  many  of  his  superiors.  The  eyes  of  all 
who  knew  him  turned  towards  him  as  to  one 

who  was  destined  to  be  a  leading  man  in  his 

day.  Everything  seemed  fiedr  and  smiling 

around  him,  and  no  eye  could  see  the  cloud 
that  overshadowed  him  but  his  own.  But  what 

to  him  were  honours,  or  wealth,  or  the  world  s 

applause,  if  the  love  of  his  early  years  were  to 

remain  blighted  for  ever?  and  in  the  tented 

field,  the  city,  or  the  court,  the  shadow  had  still 

remained  upon  his  heart's  best  feelings,  not 
checking  his  energies,  but  saddening  all  his 

enjoyments.  How  often  is  it  in  the  world,  that 

we  thus  see  the  bright,  the  admired,  the  power- 
ful, the  prosperous,  with  the  grave  hue  of 

painful  thoughts  upon  the  brow,  the  never  un- 
mingled  smile,  the  lapses  of  gloomy  meditation, 

and  ask  ourselves, "  What  is  the  secret  sorrow  in 
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the  midst  of  all  this  sttccess  ?  what  is  the  foun- 

tain  of  darkness  that  turns  the  stream  of  sun* 

shine  grey  ?  ivhat  the  canker-worm  that  preys 

upon  so  bright  a  flower  ?"  Deep,  deep  in  the 
recesses  of  the  heart,  it  lies  gnawing  in  silence ; 

but  never  ceasing,  and  never  satisfied.  Now» 

however,  there  was  a  light  in  the  heavens  for 

him ;  and  whether  it  was  as  one  of  those  rays 

that  sometimes  break  through  a  storm,  and 

then  pass  away,  no  more  to  be  seen  till  the  day 
dies  in  darkness;  or  whether  it  was  the  first 

glad  harbinger  of  a  serene  evening  after  a 

stormy  morning,  the  conclusion  of  this  tale 
must  show. 

"  I'll  tell  you  something,  my  dear  boy,"  con* 
tinned  Mr.  Croyland,  forgetting  that  he  was 

speaking  to  the  colonel  of  a  dragoon  regiment^ 

and  going  back  at  a  leap  to  early  days.  "  Your 
father  was  my  old  school-fellow  and  dear  com- 

panion ;  your  uncle  was  the  best  fiiend  I  ever 

had,  and  the  founder  of  my  fortune ;  for  to  his 

interest  I  owe  my  first  appointment  to  India — 

ay,  and  to  his  generosity  the  greater  part  of  my 

outfit  and  my  passage.     To  them  I  am  indebted 
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for  everything,  to  my  brother  for  nothing ;  and  X 

look  upon  you  as  a  relation  much  more  than  upon 

liim ;  80  I  have  no  very  affectionate  motives  for 

countenancing  or  assisting  him  in  doing  what  is 

not  right  I'll  tell  you  something  more,  too, 
Hany ;  I  was  sure  that  you  would  do  what  is 

honourable  and  right — ^not  because  you  have 

got  a  good  name  in  the  world;  for  I  am  always 

doubtful  of  the  world's  good  names,  and,  be* 
sides,  I  never  heard  the  name  of  Sir  Hairy 

Leyton  till  this  blessed  day — ^but  because  you 
were  the  son  of  one  honest  man  and  the  nephew 

of  another,  and  a  good  wild  frank  boy  too. 

So  I  was  quite  sure  you  would  not  come  to 

my  house  under  a  Mse  name,  when  my  niece 

was  in  it,  without,  at  all  events,  letting  me  into 

the  secret;  and  you  have  justified  my  confi* 

dence,  young  man." 
*^  I  would  not  have  done  such  a  thing  for  the 

world/'  replied  the  young  officer;  ''but  may  I 
ask,  then,  my  dear  Mr.  Groyland,  if  you  re* 
cognised  me  in  the  stage  coach  ?  for  it  must  be 

eighteen  or  nineteen  years  since  you  saw  me." 
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"  Don't  call  me  Mr.  Croyland/'  said  the  old 

gentleman5  abruptly;  ''call  me  Zachary,  or 
Nabob,  or  Misanthrope,  or  Bear,  or  anything 

but  that  As  to  your  question,  I  say,  no.  I 

did  not  recognise  you  the  least  in  the  world.  I 

saw  in  your  face  something  like  the  faces  of  old 
firiends,  and  I  liked  it  on  that  account.  But  as 

for  the  rest  of  the  matter,  there's  a  little  secret, 
my  boy — ^a  little  bit  of  a  puzzle.  By  one  way  or 
another — it  matters  not  what— I  had  found  out 

that  Captain  Osbom  was  my  old  friend  Leyton's 
son ;  but  till  I  came  here  to-day,  I  had  no  notion 
that  he  was  colonel  of  the  regiment,  and  a  Knight 

of  the  Bath,  to  boot,  as  your  corporal  fellow  took 

care  to  inform  me.  I  thought  you  had  been 

going  under  a  false  name,  perhaps,  aU  this  time, 
and  fancied  I  should  find  Captain  Osbom  quite 

well  known  in  the  regiment.  I  had  a  shrewd 

notion,  too,  that  you  had  sent  for  me  to  tell  the 

secret ;  but  I  was  determined  to  let  you  explain 

yourself  without  helping  you  at  all ;  for  I'm  a 

great  deal  fonder  of  men's  actions  than  their 

words,  Harry." 
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*'  Is  it  fair  to  ask,  who  told  you  who  I  was  ?" 

asked  Sir  Henry  Leyton.  '*  My  Mend  Digby 
has  some 

"  No,  no/*  cried  Mr.  Croyland ;  "  it  wasn't 
that  good,  rash,  rattle-pate,  ooxcomb  of  a  fellow, 
who  is  only  fit  to  be  caged  with  little  Zara;  and 

then  they  may  live  together  very  well,  like  two 

monkeys  in  a  show-box.  No,  he  had  nothing 
to  do  with  it,  though  he  has  been  busy  enough 

since  he  came  here,  shooting  partridges,  and 

fighting  young  Badfords,  and  all  that  sort  of 

thing." 
*'  Fighting  young  Badfords !"  exclaimed  Sir 

Henry  Leyton,  suddenly  grasping  the  sheath  of 

his  sword  with  his  right  hand.  *^  He  should 

not  have  done  that — at  least,  without  letting  me 

know." 
"  Why,  he  knew  nothing  about  it  himself," 

replied  Mr.  Croyland, ''  till  the  minute  it  took 
place.  The  young  vagabond  followed  him  to 

my  house ;  so  I  civilly  told  my  brother's  pet  that 

I  didn't  want  to  see  him  ;  and  he  walked  away 
with  your  friend  Digby  just  across  the  lawn  in 
front  of  the  house,  when,  after  a  few  minutes  of 
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pleasant  conversation,  the  baronet  applies  me 

a  horsewhip,  with  considerable  unction  and  per* 
severance,  to  the  shoulders  of  Bichard  Badford^ 

Esquire,  junior;  upon  which  out  come  the  pink- 

ing-irons,  and  in  the  course  of  the  scuffle.  Sir 
Edward  receives  a  Uttle  hole  in  the  shoulder, 

and  Mr.  Badford  is  disarmed  and  brought  upon 

his  knee,  with  a  very  unpleasant'and  ungentle- 
man-like  bump  upon  his  forehead,  bestowed, 

wiUi  hearty  good-will,  by  the  hilt  of  Master 

Digby's  sword.  Well,  when  he  had  got  him 
there,  instead  of  quietly  poking  a  hole  through 

him,  as  any  man  of  common  sense  would  have 

done,  your  friend  lets  him  get  up  again^  and 

ride  away,  just  as  a  man  might  be  supposed  to 

pinch  a  Cobra  that  had  bit  him,  by  the  tail,  and 

then  say,  '  Walk  oflF,  my  friend.'  However,  so 
stands  the  matter;  and  young  Badford  rode 

away,  vowing  all  sorts  of  vengeance.  He'll 

have  it,  too,  if  he  can  get  it ;  for  he's  as  spiteful 

as  a  baboon ;  so  I  hope  you've  caught  him,  as 

he  was  with  these  smuggling  vagabonds,  that's 

certain.*' 
Sir  Henry  Leyton  shook  his  head.     '*  He  has 
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escaped,  I  am  sorry  to  say/'  he  replied.  ''  How» 
I  caanot  diyine ;  for  I  took  means  to  catch  him 

that  I  thought  were  inJGgdlible.  All  the  roads 

through  Hiirboume  Wood  were  guarded,  but  yet 

in  that  wood,  all  trace  of  him  was  lost.  He 

left  his  horse  in  the  midst  of  it,  and  must  have 

escaped  by  some  of  the  by-paths." 
"  He's  concealed  in  my  brother's  house» 

for  a  hundred  guineas!"  cried  Mr.  Groyland. 
'<  Bobert's  bewitched,  to  a  certainty ;  for  nothing 
else  but  witchcraft  could  make  a  man  take  an  owl 

for  a  cock  pheasant.  Oh  yes !  there  he  is,  snug 

in  Harboume  House,  depend  upon  it,  feeding 

upon  venison  and  turbot,  and  with  a  magnum 

of  claret  and  two  bottles  of  port  to  keep  him 

comfortable — a  drunken,  beastly,  yicious  brute ! 
A  cross  between  a  wolf  and  a  swine,  and  not 

without  a  touch  of  the  fox  either — though  the 
first  figure  is  the  best ;  for  his  £GLther  was  the 

wolf,  and  his  mother  the  sow,  if  all  tales  be 

true." .  *'  He  cannot  be  in  Harboume  House,  I  should 

think,"  repHed  the  colonel,  *'  for  my  dragoons 
searched  it,  it  seems,  violating  the  laws  a  little. 



THE  SMUOOLEB*  237 

for  they  had  no  competent  aathoiity  with  them ; 

and  besides  he  would  not  haye  put  himself  within 

Digby's  reach,  I  imagine." 
"  Then  he's  up  in  a  tree,  roosting  in  the  day, 

like  a  bird  of  prey/'  rejoined  Mr.  Groyland,  in 

his  quick  way.  "It's  very  unlucky  he  has 

escaped — ^very  unlucky  indeed." 
"  At  all  events/'  answered  the  young  officer, 

"  thus  much  have  we  gained,  my  dear  Mend : 
he  dare  not  shew  himself  in  this  county  for 

years.  He  was  seen,  by  competent  witnesses,  at 

the  head  of  these  smugglers,  taking  an  active 

part  with  them  in  resistance  to  lawful  authority. 

Blood  has  been  shed,  lives  have  been  sacrificed, 

and  a  felony  has  been  committed ;  so  that  if  he 

is  wise,  and  can  manage  it,  he  will  get  out  of 

England.  If  he  fail  of  escaping,  or  venture 

to  show  himself,  he  will  grace  the  gallows,  de- 

pend upon  it." 
"  Heaven  be  praised  I"  cried  Mr.  Croyland. 

*'  Give  me  the  first  tidings,  when  it  is  to 
happen,  Harry,  that  I  may  order  four  horses, 
and  hire  a  window.  I  would  not  have  him 

hanged  without  my  seeing  it  for  a  hundred 

pounds." 
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Sir  Henry  Leyton  smiled  fednUy^  sayings 

"  Those  are  sad  sights,  my  dear  sir,  and  we 
have  too  many  of  them  in  this  county;  but 

you  have  not  told  me,  from  whom  you  received 

intimation  that  Captain  Osbom  and  Henry 

Osbom  Leyton  were  the  same  person." 
"  That's  a  secret — ^that's  a  secret,  Hal,"  an- 

swered Mr.  Oroyland.  "  So  now  tell  me  when 

you'll  come. — ^Youll  be  over  to-night,  I  suppose, 
or  have  time  and  wisdom  tamed  the  eagerness 

of  love  ?" 
**  Oh  no,  my  dear  sir,"  answered  Leyton ; 

*'  but  I  have  still  some  business  to  settle  here, 

and  Jiave  promised  to  be  in  Hythe  to-night 
Before  I  go,  however,  I  will  ride  over  for  an 

hour  or  two ;  for,  till  I  have  seen  that  dear  girl 

again,  and  have  heard  her  feeUngs  and  her 

wishes  from  her  own  lips,  my  thoughts  will 
be  all  in  confusion.  I  shall  be  calmer  and  more 

reasonable  afterwards." 

"  Much  need !"  answered  Mr.  Groyland.  "  But 

now  I  must  leave  you.  I  shan't  say  a  word 
about  it  all,  till  you  come;  for  preparing 

people's  minds  is  all  nonsense.     It  is  only 
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drawing  them  out  upon  the  rack  of  expectation^ 

which  leaves  them  bruised  and  crushed,  with  no 

power  to  resist  whatever  is  to  come  afterwards. 

— ^But  don't  be  long,  Harry,  for  remember  that 

delays  are  dangerous." 
Leyton  promised  to  set  out  as  soon  as  one 

of  his  messengers,  whom  he  expected  every 

instant,  had  returned;  and  going  down  with 

Mr.  Groyland,  to  the  door  of  his  carriage,  he 
bade  him  adieu,  and  watched  him  as  he  drove 

away,  gratifying  the  eyes  of  the  people  of  Wood- 
church  with  a  view  of  his  fine  person,  as  he 

stood  uncovered  at  the  door.  In  the  meantime, 

Idr.  Groyland  took  his  way  slowly  back  towards 

his  own  dwelling. 

What  had  happened  there  during  his  absence, 

we  shall  see  presently. 



-240  THB  SMUGGLER. 

CHAPTER  XI. 

All  diings  have  their  several  stages ;  and,  mth- 

out  a  knowledge  of  the  preceding  one  it  is  im- 

possible to  judge  accurately  of  any  event  which  is 

the  immediate  subject  of  our  contemplation. 

The  life  of  every  one,  the  history  of  the  whole 

^orld  that  we  inhabit,  is  but  a  regular  drama 

with  its  scenes  and  acts,  each  depending  for  its 

interest  upon  that  which  preceded.  I  therefore 

judge  it  necessary,  before  going  on  to  detail 

the  events  which  took  place  in  Mr.  Groyland's 
house  during  his  absence  to  visit  the  dwelling 

of  his  brother,  and  give  some  account  of  that 

which  produced  them.  On  the  same  eventful 

morning,  then,  of  which  we  have  spoken  so 
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much  already,  the  inhabitants  of  Harboume 

House  slept  quietly  during  the  little  engage- 
ment between  the  smugglers  and  the  dragoons, 

imaware  that  things  of  great  importance  to  their 

little  circle  were  passing  at  no  great  distance. 
I  have  mentioned  the  inhabitants  of  Harboume 

House ;  but  perhaps  it  would  hare  been  more 

proper  to  have  said  the  master,  his  family,  and 

his  guest ;  for  a  number  of  the  servants  were  up ; 

the  windows  were  opened ;  and  the  wind,  setting 

from  Woodchurch,  brought  the  sound  of  fire- 

arms thence.  The  movement  of  the  troops 

from  the  side  of  High  Halden  was  also  remarked 

by  one  of  the  housemaids  and  a  footman,  as 

the  young  lady  was  leaning  out  of  one  of  the 

windows  with  the  young  gentleman  by  her  side. 

In  a  minute  or  two  after  they  perceived,  gallop- 

ing across  the  country,  two  or  three  parties  of 

men  on  horseback,  as  if  in  flight  and  pursuit. 

Most  of  these  took  to  the  right  or  left,  and  were 

soon  lost  to  the  sight ;  but  at  length  one  solitary 

horseman  came  on  at  a  furious  speed  towards 

Harboume  House,  with  a  small  party  of  dra-? 

goons  following  him  direct  at  a  couple  of  hun-; 
VOL.  II.  R 
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dred  yards'  distance^  irhile  two  or  three  of  the 
soldiery  were  seen  scattered  away  to  the  righ^ 

and  a  somewhat  larger  body  appeared  movmg 

down  at  a  quick  pace  to  the  left,  as  if  to  cat 

the  fugitive  off  at  Gallows  Green. 

The  horse  of  the  single  rider  seemed  tired 

and  dirty;  and  he  was  himself  without  a  hat; 

but  nevertheless,  they  pushed  on  with  such 

rapidity,  that  a  few  seconds,  from  the  time  when 

they  were  first  seen,  brought  steed  and  horse* 
man  into  the  httle  parish  road  which  I  have 

mentioned  as  running  in  front  of  the  houses 

and  passing  round  the  grounds  into  the  wood. 

As  the  frigitive  drew  near,  the  maid  exclaimed, 

with  a  sort  of  a  half  scream,  "  Why,  Lord  ha* 

mercy,  Matthew,  it's  young  Mr.  Badford  1" 
*'  To  be  sure  it  is,"  answered  the  footman ; 

*'  didn't  you  see  that  before,  Betsy  ?  There's  a 
number  of  the  dragoons  after  him,  too.  He  a 

been  up  to  some  of  his  tricks,  I'll  warrant." 
**  Well,  I  hope  he  wont  come  in  here,  at  all 

events,"  rejoined  the  maid,  *'  for  I  shouldn't 
like  it,  if  we  were  to  have  any  fighting  in  the 

house." 
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'<  I  shall  go  and  shut  the  hall  door/'  said  the 
footman,  drily — ^Richard  Badford  not  haying  in- 

gratiated himself  as  much  with  the  servants  as 

he  had  done  with  their  master.  But  this  pre- 
caution was  rendered  unnecessary ;  for  the  young 

man  showed  no  inclination  to  enter  the  house, 

but  passing  along  the  road  with  the  rapidity  of 
an  arrow,  was  soon  lost  in  the  wood,  without 

even  looking  up  towards  the  house  of  Sir  Robert 

Groyland.  Several  of  the  dragoons  followed 

him  quickly;  but  two  of  them  planted  them* 
selves  at  the  comer  of  the  road,  and  remained 

there  immovable. 

The  maid  then  observed,  that  she  thought  it 

high  time  the  gentlefolks  should  be  called ;  and 

she  proceeded  to  execute  her  laudable  purpose, 

taking  care  that  tidings  of  what  she  had  seen 

concerning  Mr.  Badford  should  be  communi- 
cated to  Sir  Bobert  Groyland,  to  Zara,  and  to 

the  servant  of  Sir  Edward  Digby,  who  again 

carried  the  intelligence  to  his  master.  The 

whole  house  was  soon  afoot ;  and  Sir  Bobert 

was  just  out  of  his  room  in  his  dressing-gown, 
when  three  of  the  soldiers  entered  the  mansion, 

r2 
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expressing  their  detennination  to  search  it,  and 

declaring  their  conviction  that  the  smuggler 

i^hom  they  had  been  pursuing  had  taken  refuge 
there. 

In  Tain  Sir  Bobert  Groyland  remonstrated^ 

and  inquired  if  they  had  a  "waiTant ;  in  vain  the 
servants  assured  the  dragoons  that  no  person 

had  entered  during  the  morning.     The  Serjeant 

-who  was  at  their  head,  persisted  in  asserting 
that  the  fugitive  must  have  come  in  there,  just 

when  he  was  hid  from  his  pursuers  by  the  trees; 

assigning  as  a  reason  for  this  belief,  that  they 
had  found  his  horse  turned  loose  not  a  hundred 

yards  from  the  house.    They  accordingly  pro- 
ceeded to  execute  their  intention,  meeting  with 

no  farther  impediment  till  they  reached  the  room 

of  Sir  Edward  Digby,  who,  though  he  did  not 

choose  to  interfere,  not  being  on  duty  himself^ 

warned  the  Serjeant  that  he  must  be  careful  of 

what  he  was  doing,  as  it  appeared  that  he  had 

neither  magistrate,  warrant,  nor  Custom-House 
officer  with  him. 

The  Serjeant,  however,  who  was  a  bold  and 
resolute  fellow,  and  moreover  a  little  heated 

and  excited  by  the  pursuit,  took  the  responsi- 
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bility  upon  himself,  saying  that  he  was  folly 

authorized  by  Mr.  Birchett  to  follow,  search  for, 

and  apprehend  one  Bichard  Badford,  and  that 

he  had  the  coloneFs  orders,  too.  Certainly, 
not  a  nook  or  comer  of  Harboume  House  did 

he  leave  unexamined  before  he  retired,  grum- 
bling and  wondering  at  his  want  of  success. 

Previous  to  his  going,  Sir  Edward  Digby 

charged  him  with  a  message  to  the  colonel, 

which  proved  as  great  an  enigma  to  the  soldier 

as  the  escape  of  Bichard  Badford.  "  Tell  him/' 

said  the  young  baronet,  ''that  I  am  ready  to 
come  down  if  he  wants  me ;  but  that  if  he  does 

not,  I  think  I  am  quite  as  well  where  I  am." 
The  breakfast  passed  in  that  sort  of  hurried 

and  desultory  conversation  which  such  a  dish 

of  gossip  as  now  poured  in  from  all  quarters 

usually  produces,  when  served  up  at  the  morn- 
ing meal.  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  indeed,  looked 

ill  at  ease,  laughed  and  jested  in  an  unnatural 

and  strained  tone  upon  smugglers  and  smug- 
gling, and  questioned  every  servant  that  came 

in  for  further  tidings.  The  reports  that  he  thus 

received  were  as  full  of  falsehood  and  exagger- 
ation as  all  such  reports  generally  are.    The 
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property  captured  was  said  to  be  iBmiense. 

Two  or  three  hundred  smagglers  were  men- 

tioned as  having  been  taken,  and  a  whole  legion 
of  them  killed.  Some  had  made  oonfession,  and 

clearly  proved  that  the  whole  property  was  Mr. 

Badford's ;  and  some  had  fought  to  the  last,  and 
killed  an  incredible  number  of  the  soldiers.  To 

believe  the  butler,  who  received  his  information 

firom  the  hind,  who  had  his  firom  the  shepherd, 

the  man  called  the  Major,  before  he  died,  had 

absolutely  breakGeisted  on  dragoons,  as  if  they 

had  been  prawns ;  but  all  agreed  that  never  had 

such  a  large  body  of  contraband  traders  been 

assembled  before,  or  suffered  such  a  disastrous 

defeat,  in  any  of  their  expeditions. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  gathered  from  the  whole 

account,  that  his  Mend  had  been  fully  suc- 
cessful, that  the  smugglers  had  fought  fiercely, 

that  blood  had  been  shed,  and  that  Bichard 

Badford,  after  having  taken  an  active  part  in 

the  affiray,  was  now  a  fugitive,  and,  as  the  young 

baronet  fimcied,  never  to  appear  upon  the  stage 

again.  But  still  Sir  Bobert  Groyland  did  not 

seem  by  any  means  so  well  pleased  as  might 
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haye  been  unshed ;  and  a  dark  and  thoughtfal 

oload  "would  frequently  come  over  his  heavy 
brow,  while  a  slight  twitching  of  his  Hp  seemed 
to  indicate  that  anxiety  had  as  great  a  share 

in  his  feeUngs  as  mortification. 

Mrs.  Barbara  Groyland  amused  herself,  as 

usual,  by  doing  her  best  to  tease'  every  one 
around  her,  and  by  saying  the  most  malapropos 

things  in  the  world.  She  spoke  with  great 

commiseration  of  "  the  poor  smugglers :"  every 
particle  of  her  pity  was  bestowed  upon  them. 

She  talked  of  the  soldiers  as  if  they  had  been 

the  most  fierce  and  sanguinary  monsters  in 

Europe,  who  had  attacked,  unprovoked,  a  party 

of  poor  men  that  were  doing  them  no  harm ; 

tQl  Zara's  glowing  cheek  recaUed  to  her  mind, 
that  these  very  blood-thirsty  dragoons  were  Sir 

Edward  Digby's  companions  and  friends ;  and 
then  she  made  the  compliment  more  pointed 

by  apologizing  to  the  young  baronet,  and 

assuring  him  that  she  did  not  think  for  a  mo- 
ment he  would  commit  such  acts.  Her  artillery 

was  next  turned  against  her  brother ;  and,  in  a 

pleasant  tone  of  raillery,  she  joked  him  upon 
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the  subject  of  young  Mr.  Radford,  and  of  the 

search  the  soldiers  had  made,  looking  vith  a 

meaning  smile  atZara,  and  saying,  *'  She  dared 
say.  Sir  Bobert  could  tell  where  he  was,  if  he 

liked." The  baronet  declared,  sharply  and  truly,  that 

he  knew  nothing  about  the  young  man;  but 

Mrs.  Barbara  shook  her  head  and  nodded,  and 

looked  knowing,  adding  various  agreeable  in* 
sinuations  of  the  same  kind  as  before — ^all  in 

the  best  humour  possible — ^till  Sir  Bobert  Groy- 
land  was  put  quite  out  of  temper,  and  would  have 

retorted  violently,  had  he  not  known  that  to  do 

so  always  rendered  the  matter  ten  times  worse. 

Even  poor  Zara  did  not  altogether  escape ;  bu^ 

as  we  are  hurrying  on  to  important  events,  we 

must  pass  over  her  share  of  infliction. 

The  conclusion  of  Mrs.  Barbara's  field-day 
was  perhaps  the  most  signal  achievement  of  all. 

Breakfast  had  come  to  w  end,  though  the  meal 

had  been  somewhat  protracted ;  and  the  party 

were  just  lingering  out  a  few  minutes  before 

they  rose,  still  talking  on  the  subject  of  the 

skirmish  of  that  morning,  when  the  good  lady 
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thought  fit  to  remark — *'  Well,  we  may  guess  for 
ever ;  but  we  shall  soon  know  more  about  it, 

for  I  dare  say  we  shall  have  Mr.  Badford  over 

here  before  an  hour  is  gone,  and  he  must  know 

if  the  goods  were  his/' 
This  seemed  to  startle — ^nay,  to  alarm  Sir 

Robert  Groyland.  He  looked  round  with  a 

sharp,  quick  turn  of  his  head,  and  then  rose  at 

once,  saying,  ''  Well,  whether  he  comes  or  not, 
I  must  go  out  and  see  about  a  good  many  things. 

Would  you  like  to  take  a  ride.  Sir  Edward 

Digby,  or  what  will  you  do  V* 
"  Why,  I  think  I  must  stay  here  for  the  pre- 

sent," replied  the  young  baronet;  ''I  may  have 
a  summons  unexpectedly,  ai;id  ought  not  to  be 

absent." 
"Well,  you  will  excuse  me,  I  know,"  an- 

swered his  entertainer.  "  I  must  leave  my 
sister  and  Zara  to  amuse  you  for  an  hour  or 

two,  till  I  return." 
Thus  saying,  and  evidently  in  a  great  bustle. 

Sir  Bobert  Groyland  quitted  the  room  and 

ordered  his  horse.  But  just  as  the  three  whom 

he  had  left  in  the  breakfast-room  were  saunter- 
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ing  quietly  towards  the  library — Sir  Edward 
Digby  calculating  by  the  way  how  he  might  best 

get  rid  of  Mrs.  Barbara,  in  order  to  enjoy  the 

fiiir  Zara's  company  undisturbed — they  came 
upon  the  baronet  at  the  moment  when  he  was 

encountered  by  one  of  his  servants  bringing  him 

some  unpleasant  intelligence.  "Please,  Sir 

Bobert/'  said  the  man,  with  a  knowing  wink  of 

the  eye,  "  all  the  horses  are  out/' 
''Out!"  cried  the  baronet,  with  a  look  of 

fury  and  consternation.  ''  What  do  you  mean 

by  out,  fellow  ?" 
'*  Why,  they  were  taken  out  of  the  stable  last 

night,  sir,"  replied  the  man.  "  I  dare  say  you 
know  where  they  went;  and  they  have  not  come 

back  again  yet." 

"Pray,  have  nune  been  taken  also 7**  de- 
manded Sir  Edward  Digby,  very  well  under- 
standing what  sort  of  an  expedition  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland  s  horses  had  gone  upon. 

"Oh  dear,  no,  sir!"  answered  the  man; 

*'  your  servant  keeps  the  key  of  that  stable  him- 

self, sir." 
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The  young  baronet  instantly  offered  his  host 

the  use  of  one  of  his  steeds^  which  was  grate- 

fully accepted  by  Sir  Bobert  Groyland^  who,  how- 
ever, thought  fit  to  enter  into  an  exculpation  of 

himself,  somewhat  tedious  withal,  assuring  his 

guest  that  the  horses  had  been  taken  without 

his  approbation  or  consent,  and  that  he  had  no 

knowledge  whatsoever  of  the  transaction  in 

which  they  were  engaged. 

Sir  Edward  Bigby  professed  himself  quite 
convinced  that  such  was  the  case^  and  in  order 
to  relieve  his  host  &om  the  embarrassment 

which  he  seemed  to  feel,  explained  that  he  was 

already  aware  that  the  Kentish  smugglers  were 

in  the  habit  of  borrowing  horses  without  the 

owner's  consent. 
In  our  complicated  state  of  society,  however, 

everything  hinges  upon  trifles.  We  have  made 

the  watch  so  fine,  that  a  grain  of  dust  stops  the 

whole  movement ;  and  the  best  arranged  plans 

are  thrown  out  by  the  negligence,  the  absence^ 

or  the  folly  of  a  servant,  a  firiend,  or  a  messen- 

ger. Sir  Edward  Digby's  groom  could  not  be 
found  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour: 
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when  he  was,  at  length,  brought  to  light,  the 
horse  had  to  be  saddled.  An  hour  had  now 

nearly  elapsed  since  the  master  of  the  house 

had  given  orders  for  his  own  horse  to  be 

brought  round  immediately :  he  was  evidently 

uneasy  at  the  delay,  peevish,  restless,  uncom- 
fortable; and  in  the  end,  he  said  he  would 

moimt  at  the  back  door,  as  it  was  the  nearest 

and  the  most  convenient.  He  even  waited  in 

the  vestibule ;  but  suddenly  he  turned,  walked 

through  the  double  doors  leading  to  the  stable- 
yard,  and  said  he  heard  the  horse  coming  up. 

Mrs.  Barbara  Croyland  had,  in  the  mean- 
time, amused  herself  and  her  niece  in  the 

library,  with  the  door  open ;  and  sometimes 

she  worked  a  paroquet,  in  green,  red,  and  white 

silk  embroidery  —  a  favourite  occupation  for 

ladies  in  her  juvenile  days — and  sometimes  she 

gazed  out  of  the  window,  or  Ustened  to  the  con- 
versation of  her  brother  and  his  guest  in  the 

vestibule.  At  the  very  moment,  however,  when 

Sir  Bobert  was  making  his  exit  by  the  doors 

between  the  principal  part  of  the  house  and  the 

ofBces,  Mrs.  Barbara  called  loudly  after  him. 
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"  Brother  Eobert !— Brother  Bobert ! — ^Here  is 

Mr.  Badford  coming." 
The  baronet  turned  a  deaf  ear,  and  shut  the 

door.  He  would  have  locked  it,  too,  if  the 

evasion  would  not  have  then  been  too  palpable. 
But  Mrs.  Barbara  was  resolved  that  he  should 

know  that  Mr.  Badford  was  coming;  and  up  she 

started,  casting  down  half-a-dozen  cards  of 
silk.  Zara  tried  to  stop  her ;  for  she  kn^w  her 

father,  and  all  the  signs  and  indications  of  his 
humours;  but  her  efforts  were  in  vain.  Mrs. 

Barbara  dashed  past  her,  rushed  through  both 

doors,  leaving  them  open  behind  her,  and 

caught  her  brother's  arms  just  as  the  horse, 
which  he  had  thought  fit  to  hear  approach  a 

little  before  it  really  did  so,  was  led  up  slowly 

from  the  stables  to  the  back  door  of  the  man- 
sion. 

"Eobert,  here  is  Mr.  Badford!**  said  Mrs. 

Barbara,  aloud.  "  I  knew  you  would  like  to 

see  him." The  baronet  turned  his  head,  and  saw  his 

worthy  friend,  through  the  open  doors,  just  enter- 
ing the  vestibule.    To  the  horror  and  surprise  of 
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his  sister,  he  uttered  a  low  but  bitter  curse, 

adding,  in  tones  quite  distinct  enough  to  reach 

her  ear,  "  Wonum,  you  have  ruined  me  !*' 

''  Good  gracious  !"  cried  Mrs.  Barbara ; 

*'  why,  I  thought—" 
''  Hush !  silence  I"  said  Sir  Robert  Croyland, 

in  a  menacing  tone;  *'not  another  word,  on 

your  life;"  and  turning,  he  met  Mr.  Badford 
with  the  utmost  suavity,  but  with  a  certain 

degree  of  restraint  which  he  had  not  time  to 

banish  entirely  from  his  manner. 

''Ah,  Mr.  Badford!"  he  exclaimed,  shaking 
him,  too,  heartily  by  the  hand,  ''I  was  just 

going  out  to  inquire  about  some  things  of  im- 

portance ;"  and  he  gazed  at  him  with  a  look 
which  he  intended  to  be  very  significant  of  the 

inquiries  he  had  proposed  to  institute.  But  his 

glance  was  hesitating  and  ill-assured ;  and  Mr. 

Badford  replied,  with  the  coolest  and  most  self- 
possessed  air  possible,  and  with  a  firm,  fixed 

gaze  upon  the  baronet's  countenance. 
"  Indeed,  Sir  Bobert !"  he  said,  "  perhaps  I 

can  satisfy  you  upon  some  points ;  but,  at  all 

events,  I  must  speak  with  you  for  a  few  minutes 
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before  you  go.  Good  moming,  Sir  Edward 

Digby :  hare  you  had  any  sport  in  tihe  field  ? — I 

will  not  detain  you  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  my 

good  Mend.  We  had  better  go  into  your  little 

room." He  led  the  way  thither  as  he  spoke ;  and  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland  followed  with  a  slow  and  Mter- 

ing  step.  He  knew  Richard  Bedford ;  he  knew 

what  that  calm  and  self-possessed  manner  meant 
He  was  aware  of  the  significance  of  courteous 

expressions  and  amicable  terms  firom  the  man 

who  called  him  his  good  friend;  and  if  there  was 

a  being  upon  earth,  on  whose  head  Sir  Bobert 

Croyland  would  have  wished  to  stamp  as  on  a 

viper's,  it  was  the  placid  benign  personage  who 
preceded  him. 

They  entered  the  room  in  which  the  baronet 

usually  sat  in  a  morning  to  transact  his  business 

with  his  steward,  and  to  arrange  his  afiairs ;  and 

Sir  Bobert  carefully  shut  the  door  behind  him, 

trying,  during  the  one  moment  that  his  back 

was  tamed  upon  his  unwelcome  guest,  to 

oompose  his  agitated  features  into  the  expression 

of  haughty  and  self-sufficient  tranquillity  which 
they  usually  wore. 
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"  Sitdown^Badford/'hesaid — ''pray  sit  do^m, 

if  it  be  but  for  ten  minutes ;"  and  he  pointed  to 
the  arm-chair  on  the  other  side  of  the  table. 

Mr.  Badford  sat  down,  and  leaned  his  head 

upon  his  hand,  looking  in  the  baronet's  fisuse  irith 
a  scrutinizing  gaze.  If  Sir  Bobert  Croyland 
understood  him  well,  he  also  understood  Sir 

Bobert  Croyland,  heart  and  mind — every  cor* 

poreal  fibre — every  mental  peculiarity.  He  saw 
clearly  that  his  companion  was  terrified;  he 

divined  that  he  had  wished  to  avoid  him ;  and 

the  satisfaction  that  he  felt  at  having  caught 

him  just  as  he  was  going  out,  at  having  frustrated 

bis  hope  of  escape,  had  a  pleasant  malice  in  it, 

which  compensated  for  a  part  of  all  that  he  had 

suffered  during  that  morning,  as  report  after 

report  reached  him  of  the  utter  annihilation  of 

his  hopes  of  immense  gain,  the  loss  of  a  ruinous 

Bum  of  money,  and  the  danger  and  narrow  escape 

of  his  son.  He  had  not  slept  a  wink  during 

the  whole  of  the  preceding  night ;  and  he  had 

passed  the  hours  in  a  state  of  nervous  anxiety 

which  would  have  totally  unmanned  many  a 

strong-minded  man  when  his  first  fears  were 
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realized.  But  Mr.  Badford's  mind  was  of  a 
peculiar  construction :  apprehension  he  might 

feel,  but  never,  by  any  chance,  discouragement. 

All  his  pain  was  in  anticipation,  not  in  en- 
durance. The  moment  a  blow  was  struck,  it  was 

over :  his  thoughts  turned  to  new  resources ;  and, 

in  reconstructing  schemes  which  had  been  over- 
thrown, in  framing  new  ones,  or  pursuing  old 

ones  which  had  slumbered,  he  instantlv  found 

comfort  for  the  past.  Thus  he  seemed  as  fresh, 

as  resolute,  as  unabashed  by  fortune's  late 
frowns,  as  ever ;  but  there  was  a  rankling  bitter- 

ness,  an  eager,  wolf-like  energy  in  his  heart, 
which  sprung  both  from  angry  disappointment 

and  from  the  desperate  aspect  of  his  present 

fortune ;  and  such  feelings  naturally  communi- 

cated some  portion  of  their  acerbity  to  the  ex- 

pression of  his  countenance,  which  no  effort 

could  totally  banish. 

He  gazed  upon  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  then 

with  a  keen  and  inquiring  look,  not  altogether 

untinged  with  that  sort  of  pity  which  amounts 

to  scorn ;  and,  after  a  momentary  pause,  he  said, 

"  Well,  Croyland,  you  have  heard  all,  I  suppose !" 
VOL.   II.  s 
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"  "So,  not  all — ^not  all,  Badfoid/'  answered  the 
baronet^  heaitating ;  "  I  was  going  out  to  in- 

quire." "  I  can  save  you  the  trouble,  then/'  replied 
Mr.  Badford,  drily.  ''  I  am  ruined.  That  is  to 

say,  in  the  two  last  ventures  I  have  lost  consi- 

derably more  than  a  hundred  thousand  ponnds.** 
Sir  Bobert  Groyland  wayed  his  head  sadly, 

8&ying> ''  Terrible,  terrible !  but  what  can  be 

done  ?" 
"  Oh,  several  things,"  answered  Mr.  Bad- 

fordj  **  and  that  is  what  I  have  come  to  speak  to 
you  about,  because  the  first  must  rest  with  you, 

my  excellent  good  friend." 

"  But  where  is  your  son,  poor  fellow  ?"  asked 
the  baronet,  eager  to  avoid,  as  long  as  possible, 

the  point  to  which  their  conversation  was  tending. 

*'  They  tell  me  he  was  well  ni^  taken ;  and, 
ailer  there  has  been  blood  shed,  that  would  have 

been  destruction.  Do  you  know  they  came  and 

searched  this  house  for  him  ?" 

*'  No,  I  had  not  heard  of  that,  Croyland,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Badford ;  '^  but  he  is  near  enough,  well 
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enough,  and  safe  enough  to  marry  your  fair 

daaghter." 
"  Ay,  yes/'  answered  Sir  Robert;  "that  must 

be  thought  of,  and   ." 

''  Oh  dear,  no  */'  cried  the  other,  interrupting 
him ;  *'  it  has  been  thought  of  enough  already, 
Croyland — too  much,  perhaps;  now,  it  must 

be  done." 
"  Well,  I  will  go  over  to  Edith  at  once/'  said 

the  baronet,  **  and  I  will  urge  her,  by  every  in- 
ducement. I  will  tell  her,  that  it  is  her  duty, 

that  it  is  my  will,  and  that  she  must  and  shall 

obey/' Mr.  Radford  rose  slowly  off  his  seat,  crossed 

over  the  rug  to  the  place  where  Sir  Robert 

Croyland  was  placed ;  and,  leaiiing  his  hand  upon 

the  arm  of  the  other's  chair,  he  bent  down  his 
head,  saying  in  a  low  but  very  clear  voice  and 

perfectly  distinct  words, ''  Tell  her,  her  father's 

life  depends  upon  it !" 
Sir  Robert  Croyland  shrank  from  him,  as  if 

an  asp  had  approached  his  cheek ;  and  he  turned 

deadly  pale.    ̂ '  No,  Radford — no,"  he  replied,  in 
82 
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a  faltering  and  deprecatory  tone ;  "  you  cannot 
mean  such  a  horrible  thing.  I  Trill  do  all  that 

I  can  to  make  her  yield — ^I  will^  indeed — ^I  will 

insist — ^I  will   " 

"  Sir  Robert  Croyland,"  said  Mr.  Radford, 

sternly  and  slowly, "  I  will  have  no  more  trifling. 
I  have  indulged  you  too  long.  Your  daughter 

most  be  my  son's  wife  before  he  quits  this 

country — ^which  must  be  the  case  for  a  time,  till 

we  can  get  this  aflOsdr  wiped  out  by  our  parlia- 

mentary influence.  Her*  fortune  must  be  his, 

she  must  be  his  wife,  I  say,  before  four  days  are 

over. — ^Now,  my  good  friend,"  he  continued, 
felling  back,  in  a  degree,  into  his  usual  manner, 

which  had  generally  a  touch  of  sarcastic  bitter- 

ness in  it  when  addressing  his  present  com- 

panion, ''  what  means  you  may  please  to  adopt 
to  arrive  at  this  desirable  result  I  cannot  tell ; 

but  as  the  young  lady  has  shown  an  aversion  to 

the  match,  not  very  flattering  to  my  son   " 
"  Is  it  not  his  own  fault  ?"  cried  Sir  Robert 

Croyland,  roused  to  some  degree  of  indignation 

and  resistance-— ''  has  he  ever,  by  word  or  deed. 
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sought  to  remove  that  reluctance?  Has  he 

vooed  her  as  woman  always  requires  to  be  wooed  ? 

Has  he  not  rather  shown  a  preference  to  her 

sister,  paid  her  all  attention,  courted,  admired 
her  r 

"  Pity  you  suffered  it,  Sir  Eobert,"  answered 
Radford ;  "  but  permit  me,  in  your  courtesy,  to 
go  on  with  what  I  was  saying.  As  the  young 

lady  has  shown  this  unfortunate  reluctance,  I 

anticipate  no  effect  from  your  proposed  use  of 

parental  authority.  I  believe  your  requests  and 

your  commands  will  be  equally  unavailing ;  and/ 

therefore,  I  say,  tell  her,  her  father's  life  de- 
pends upon  it ;  for  I  will  have  no  more  triflings 

Sir  Bobert — no  more  delay — ^no  more  hesitation. 

It  must  be  settled  at  once — this  very  day.  Be- 

fore midnight,  I  must  hear  that  she  consents^ 

or   ^you  understand ! — and  consent  she  will^ 

if  you  but  employ  the  right  means.  She  may 

show  herself  obstinate,  undutiful,  careless  of 

your  wishes  and  commands ;  but  I  do  not  think 
that  she  would  like  to  be  the  one  to  tie  a  halter 

round  her  father's  neck,  or  to  bring  what  I 
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think  you  gentlemen  of  heraldry  and  coat- 

armour  call  a  cross-patonce  into  the  fiunily- 

bearing — ^ba,  ha,  ha ! — Do  you>  Sir  Bobert  ?" 
The  unhappy  gentleman  to  whom  he  spoke 

covered  his  eyes  with  his  hand ;  but,  from  be- 
neath, his  features  could  be  seen  working  with 

the  agitation  of  various  emotions,  in  which  rage, 

impotent  though  it  might  be,  was  not  without 

its  share.  Suddenly,  however,  a  gleam  of  hope 
seemed  to  shoot  across  his  mind ;  he  withdrew 

his  hand ;  he  looked  up  with  some  light  in  his 

eyes.  "  A  thought  has  struck  me,  Badford," 
he  said;  '*  Zara — we  have  talked  of  Zara — why 
not  substitute  her  for  Edith  ?  Listen  to  me — 

listen  to  me.    You  have  not  heard  all." 
Mr.  Badford  shook  his  head.  '^  It  cannot 

be  done,"  be  replied — ''  it  is  quite  out  of  the 

question.*' ''  Nay,  but  hear !"  exclaimed  the  baronet. 
'^  Not  so  much  out  of  the  question  as  you 
think.  Look  at  the  whole  circumstances,  Bad- 

ford. The  great  obstacle  with  Edith,  is  that  un« 

fortunate  engagement  with  young  Leyton.  She 

looks  upon  herself  as  his  wife ;  she  has  told 
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me  BO  a  thousand  times ;  and  I  donbt  even  the 

effect  of  the  terrible  course  which  you  urge  upon 

me  so  cruelly." 
Mr.  Badford's  brow  had  grown  exceedingly 

dark  at  the  very  mention  of  the  name  of  Leyton ; 

but  he  said  nothings  and^  as  if  to  keep  down  the 

feelings  that  were  swelling  in  his  heart,  set  his 

teeth  hard  in  his  under  lip.  Sir  Bobert  Croy- 

land  saw  all  these  marks  of  anger,  but  went  on — 

*'  Now,  the  case  is  different  with  Zara.  Tour  son 
has  sought  her,  and  evidently  admires  her ;  and 

she  has  shown  herself  by  no  means  unfaTOurable 
towards  him.  Besides,  I  can  do  with  her  what 

I  like.  There  is  no  such  obstacle  in  her  case ; 

and  I  could  bend  her  to  my  will  with  a  word — 
Yes,  but  hear  me  out.  I  know  what  you  would 

say :  she  has  no  fortune ;  all  the  land  that  I 

can  dispose  of  is  mortgaged  to  the  full — the  rest 

goes  to  my  brother,  if  he  survives  me. — ^True> 

all  very  true  I — ^But,  Badford,  listen — ^if  I  can  in- 
duce my  brother  to  give  Zara  the  same  fortune 

which  Edith  possesses — i£  this  night  I  can  bring 
it  you  under  his  own  hand,  that  she  shall  have 

fifty  thousand  pounds  ? — ^You  shake  your  head ; 
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you  doubt  that  he  will  do  it ;  but  I  can  tell  you 

that  he  would  willingly  give  it^  to  save  Edith 

from  your  son.  I  am  ready  to  pledge  you  my 

word,  that  you  shall  have  that  engagement, 

under  his  own  hand,  this  yery  night,  or  that 

Edith  shall  become  your  son's  wife  within  four 
days.  Let  us  cast  aside  all  idle  circumlocution. 

It  is  Edith's  fortune  for  your  son,  that  you  re- 
quire. You  can  care  nothing  personally  which 

of  the  two  he  marries.  As  for  him,  he  evidently 

prefers  Zara.  She  is  also  well  inclined  to  him. 

I  can — ^I  am  sure  I  can — offer  you  the  same  for- 

tune with  her.     Why  should  you  object  ?" 
Mr.  Badford  had  resumed  his  seat,  and  with 

his  arms  folded  on  his  chest,  and  his  head  bent, 

had  remained  in  a  listening  posture.  But  no- 
thing that  he  heard  seemed  to  produce  any 

change  in  his  countenance;  and  when  Sir 

Bobert  Croyland  had  concluded,  he  rose  again, 

took  a  step  towards  him,  and  replied,  through 

bis  shut  teeth,  **  You  are  mistaken.  Sir  Bobert 

Croyland — it  is  not  fortune  alone  I  seek. — ^It  is 

revenge  1 — ^There,  ask  me  no  questions,  I  have 

told  you  my  determination.     Your  daughter 
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Edith  shall  be  my  son's  wife  within  four  days, 
or  Maidstone  jail,  trial,  and  execution,  shall  be 

your  lot.  The  haughty  family  of  Croyldnd  shall 

bear  the  stain  of  felony  upon  them  to  the  last 

generation ;  and  your  daughter  shall  know — ^for 

if  you  do  not  tell  her,  I  will — that  it  is  her  ob- 
stinacy which  sends  her  father  to  the  gallows. 

No  more  trifling — ^no  more  nonsense !  Act,  sir, 

as  you  think  fit ;  but  remember,  that  the  words — 

once  passed  my  lips — can  never  be  recalled ;  that 
the  secret  I  have  kept  buried  for  so  many  years, 

shall  to-morrow  morning  be  published  to  the 

whole  world,  if  to-night  you  do  not  bring  mo 

your  daughter's  consent  to  what  I  demand. 
I  am  using  no  vain  threats.  Sir  Robert  Croy- 

land,"  he  continued,  resuming  a  somewhat 
softened  tone,  ''  and  I  do  not  urge  you  to  this 
without  some  degree  of  regret.  You  have  been 

very  kind  and  friendly  ;  you  have  done  me  good 
service  on  several  occasions  ;  and  it  will  be  with 

great  regret  that  I  become  the  instrument  of 

your  destruction.  But  still  every  man  has  a 

conscience  of  some  kind.  Even  I  am  occa- 

sionally troubled  with  qualms ;  and  I  frequently 
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reproach  myself  for  concealing  what  I  am  hound 

to  reveal.  It  is  a  pity  this  marriage  was  not 

concluded  long  ago,  for  then,  connected  with  you 

by  the  closest  ties ;  I  should  have  felt  myself 

more  justified  in  holding  my  tongue.  Now,  how- 
ever, it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  your  daughter 

Edith  should  become  my  son's  wife.  I  have 
pointed  out  the  means  which  I  think  will  soonest 

bring  it  to  bear ;  and  if  you  do  not  use  them, 

you  must  abide  the  consequences.  But  mark 

me — no  attempt  at  delay,  no  prevarication,  no 

hesitation !  A  clear,  positive,  distinct  answer 

this  night  by  twelve  o'clock,  or  you  are  lost !" 
Sir  Bobert  Croyland  had  leaned  his  arms 

upon  the  table,  and  pressed  his  eyes  upon  his 
arms.  His  whole  frame  shook  with  emotion, 

and  the  softer,  and  seemingly  more  kindly  words 
of  the  man  before  him,  were  even  bitterer  to  him 

than  the  harsher  and  the  fiercer.  Though  he 

did  not  see  his  face,  he  knew  that  there  was  fieur 

more  sarcasm  than  tenderness  in  them.  He 

had  been  his  slave — his  tool,  for  years — ^lus  tool 

through  the  basest  and  most  unmanly  of  human 

passions — fear;  and  he  felt,  not  only  that  he  was 
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despised,  but  that  at  that  moment  Badford  was 

reyelling  in  contempt.  He  could  have  got  up  and 

stabbed  him  where  he  stood ;  for  he  was  natu* 

rally  a  passionate  and  violent  man.  But  fear 
had  still  the  dominion;  and  after  a  bitter 

struggle  with  himself,  he  conquered  his  anger, 

and  gave  himself  up  to  the  thought  of  meeting 

the  circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed,  as  best 

he  might.  He  was  silent  for  several  moments, 

however,  after  Mr.  Badford  had  ceased  speak- 
ing ;  and  then,  looking  up  with  an  anxious  eye 

and  quivering  lip,  he  said,  "  But  how  is  it  pos- 
sible, Badford,  that  the  marriage  should  take 

place  in  four  days  ?  The  banns  could  not  be 

pubUshed ;  and  even  if  you  got  a  licence,  your 

son  could  not  appear  at  church  within  the  pre- 

scribed hours,  without  running  a  fatal  risk." 
''We  will  have  a  special  Ucence,  my^  good 

Mend,"  answered  Mr.  Badford,  with  a  con- 

temptuous smile.  ''Do  not  trouble  yourself 
about  that.  You  will  have  quite  enough  to  do 

with  your  daughter,  I  should  imagine,  without 

annoying  yourself  with  other  things.  As  to  my 

son,  I  will  manage  his  part  of  the  affair;  and  he 
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the  last  part  of  their  conversation.  *'  Beyenge !" 
he  said ;  ''  he  must  mean  my  brother ;  and  it 
jrin  be  bitter  enough,  to  him>  to  see  Edith  mar- 

ried to  this  youth.  Bitter  enough  to  me,  too ; 

but  it  must  be  done — ^it  must  be  done !" 
He  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and 

then  went  out  to  mount  his  horse;  but  pausing 

in  the  vestibule,  he  told  the  butler  to  bring  him 

a  glass  of  brandy.  The  man  hastened  to  obey ; 

for  his  master's  face  was  as  pale  as  death,  and 
he  thought  that  Sir  Robert  was  going  to  fiEiint. 
But  when  the  baronet  had  swallowed  the 

stimulating  liquor,  he  walked  to  the  back  door 

with  a  quick  and  tolerably  steady  step,  mounted, 

and  rode  away  alone. 

Before  I  follow  him,  though  anxious  to  do  so 

as  quickly  as  possible,  I  must  say  a  few  words  in 

regard  to  Mr.  Badford's  course.  After  he  had 
reached  the  parish  road  I  have  mentioned,— on 
which  one  or  two  dragoons  were  still  visible, 

slowly  patrolling  round  Harboume  Wood, — the 
man  who  had  exercised  so  terrible  an  influence 

upon  poor  Sir  Bobert  Groyland  turned  his 

horse's  head  upon  the  path  which  led  straight 
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tbroagh  the  trees  towards  the  cottage  of  Widow 

Clare.  His  face  was  still  dark  and  cloudy;  and» 

trusting  to  the  care  and  sure-footedness  of  his 
beasts  he  went  on  with  a  loose  rein  and  his  eyes 

bent  down  towards  his  saddle-bow,  evidently 
immersed  in  deep  thought.  When  he  had  got 

about  two-thirds  across  the  wood,  he  started 
and  turned  round  his  head;  for  there  was  the 

sound  of  a  horse's  feet  behind,  and  he  instantly 
perceived  a  dragoon  following  him,  and  ap- 

parently keeping  him  in  sight.  Mr.  Badford 
rode  on,  however,  till  he  came  out  not  &r  from 

the  gate  of  Mrs.  Glare  s  garden,  when  he 

saw  another  soldier  riding  slowly  round  the 

wood.  With  a  careless  air,  however,  and  as  if  he 

scarcely  perceived  these  circumstances,  he  dis- 
mounted, buckled  the  rein  of  his  bridle  slowly 

over  the  palings  of  the  garden,  and  went  into  the 

cottage,  closing  the  door  after  him.  He 

found  the  widow  and  her  daughter  busily 

employed  with  the  needle,  making  some- 
what smarter  clothes  than  those  they  wore  on 

ordinary  occasions.  It  was  poor  Kate's  bridal 
finery. 
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Mrs.  Clare  instantly  rose,  and  dropped  a  low^ 
curtsey  to  Mr.  Badford,  who  had  of  late  years 

frequently  visited  her  cottage,  and  occasionally 

contributed  a  little  to  her  comfort,  in  a  kindly 

and  judicious  manner.  Sometimes  he  had  sent 

her  down  a  load  of  wood,  to  keep  the  house 

warm;  sometimes  he  had  given  her  a  large  roll 

of  woollen  cloth,  a  new  gown  for  her  daughter  or 

herself,  or  a  little  present  of  money.  But  Mr. 

Badford  had  his  object :  he  always  had. 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Claxe!"  said  Mr.  Badford,  in  as 

easy  and  quiet  a  tone  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 

pened to  agitate  his  mind  or  derange  his  plans; 

*'  so,  my  pretty  little  friend,  Kate,  is  going  to  be 

married  to  worthy  Jack  Harding,  I  find." 
Kate  blushed  and  held  down  her  head,  and 

Mrs.  Clare  assented  with  a  faint  smile. 

''  There  has  been  a  bad  business  of  it  this 

morning,  though,"  said  Mr.  Badford,  looking  in 

Mrs.  Clare*s  face ;  "  I  dare  say  you've  heard  all 
about  it— over  there,  in  the  valley  by  Wood- 

church  and  Bedbrook  Street." 
Mrs.  Clare  looked  alarmed ;  and  Kate  forgot 

her  timidity,  and  exclaimed — "  Oh !  is  he  safe  ?" 



THE   SMUGGLER.  S7S 

'*  Oh,  yes,  my  dear,"  answered  Mr.  Radford, 

in  a  kindly  tone ;  "  you  need  not  alarm  your- 

self. He  was  not  in  it,  at  all.  I  don't  say  he 
had  no  share  in  running  the  goods ;  for  that  is 

pretty  well  known,  I  believe;  and  he  did  his 

part  of  the  work  well ;  but  the  poor  fellows  who 

were  bringing  up  the  things,  by  some  folly,  or 

mistake,  I  do  not  know  which,  got  in  amongst 

the  dragoons,  were  attacked,  and  nearly  cut 

to  pieces." 
"  Ay,  then,  that  is  what  the  soldiers  are  hang- 

ing about  here  for,"  said  Mrs.  Glare. 
'*  It's  a  sad  affair  for  me,  indeed !"  continued 

Mr.  Badford,  thoughtfully. 

''  I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  that,  sir!"  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Glare,  "  for  you  have  been  always 

very  kind  to  me." 

"  Well,  my  good  lady,"  replied  her  visitor, 
"  perhaps  you  may  now  be  able  to  do  me  a 

kindness  in  return,"  said  Mr.  Radford.  "  To 
tell  you  the  truth,  my  son  was  in  this  affray. 

He  made  his  escape  when  he  found  that  they 

could  not  hold  their  ground;  and  it  is  for 

him  that  the   soldiers  are  now  looking — at 
VOL.  II.  T 
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least,  I  suspect  so.  Perhaps  you  may  be  able 

to  give  a  little  help,  if  he  should  be  concealed 

about  here  ?" 
**  That  I  will,"  said  Widow  Clare,  "  if  it  cost 

me  one  of  my  hands  !" 

'*  Oh,  there  will  be  no  danger!'*  answered 
Mr.  Badford ;  ''  I  only  wish  you,  in  case  he 
should  be  lying  where  I  think  he  is,  to  take 

care  that  he  has  food  till  he  can  get  away.  It 

might  be  better  for  Kate  here,  to  go  rather  than 

yourself;  or  one  could  do  it  at  one  time,  and 
the  other  at  another.  With  a  basket  on  her 

arm,  and  a  few  eggs  at  the  top,  Kate  could  trip 

across  the  wood  as  if  she  were  going  to  Har- 
bourne  House.  Tou  could  boil  the  eggs  hard, 

you  know,  and  put  some  bread  find  other  things 

underneath.  Then,  at  the  place  where  I  suppose 

he  is,  she  could  quietly  put  down  the  basket 

and  walk  on." 

*'  But  you  must  tell  me  where  he  is,  sir," 
answered  Mrs.  Clare. 

"  Certainly,"  replied  Mr.  Radford—"  that  is 
to  say,  I  can  tell  you  where  I  think  he  is.  Then, 

when  she  gets  near  it,  she  can  look  round  to  see 

if  there's  any  one  watching,  and  if  she  sees  no 
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one,  can  say  aloud — •  Do  you  want  anything  ?' 

If  he's  there  he'll  answer ;  and  should  he  send 
any  message  to  me,  one  of  you  must  bring  it 

up.  I  shan't  forget  to  repay  you  for  your 

trouble." 
"  Oh  dear,  sir,  it  isn't  for  that,"  said  Mrs. 

Clare — "  Kate  and  I  will  both  be  very  glad, 
indeed,  to  show  our  gratitude  for  your  kind- 

ness. It  is  seldom  poor  people  have  the  oppor- 
tunity ;  and  I  am  sure,  after  good  Sir  Robert 

Croyland,  we  owe  more  to  you  than  to  any 

body." 
"  Sir  Robert  has  been  kind  to  you,  I  be- 

lieve, Mrs.  Clare !"  replied  Mr.  Radford,  with 

a  peculiar  expression  of  countenance.  "  Well 
he  may  be !  He  has  not  always  been  so  kind  to 

you  and  yours." 
"  Pray,  sir,  do  not  say  a  word  against  Sir 

Robert !  "  answered  the  widow ;  "  though  he 
sometimes  used  to  speak  rather  cross  and 

angrily  in  former  times,  yet  since  my  poor  hus- 

band's  death,  nothing  could  be  more  kind  than 

he  has  been.     I  owe  him  everything,  sir." 

"  Ay,  it's  all  very  well,  Mrs.  Clare,"  replied 
Mr.  Radford,  shaking  his  head  with  a  doubtful 

T  2 
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smile — "  it  s  all  very  well !  However,  I  do 
not  intend  to  say  a  word  against  Sir  Bobert 

Croyland.  He's  my  very  good  friend,  you 
know ;  and  it  s  all  very  well. — Now  let  us  talk 
about  the  place  where  you  or  Kate  are  to  go ; 

but,  above  all  things,  remember  that  you  must 

not  utter  a  word  about  it  to  any  one,  either 

now  or  hereafter ;  for  it  might  be  the  ruin  of  us 

all  if  you  did." 
"  Oh,  no — not  for  tlie  world,  sir !"  answered 

Mrs.  Clare ;  ''  I  know  such  places  are  not  to 
be  talked  about;  and  nobody  shall  ever  hear 

anything  about  it  from  us." 
''  Well,  then,"  continued  Mr.  Badford,  "  you 

know  the  way  up  to  Harboume  House,  through 

the  gardens.  There's  the  little  path  to  the  right; 

and  then,  halfway  up  that,  there's  one  to  the  left, 
which  brings  you  to  the  back  of  the  stables.  It 

goes  between  two  sandy  banks,  you  may  recol- 

lect; and  there's  a  little  pond  with  a  willow 
growing  over  it,  and  some  bushes  at  the  back  of 

the  willow.  Well,  just  behind  these  bushes 

there  is  a  deep  hole  in  the  bank,  high  enough 

to  let  a  man  stand  upright  in  it,  when  he  gets  a 
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little  way  down.  It  would  make  a  famous  hide 

if  there  were  a  better  horse-path  up  to  it,  and 

sometimes  it  has  been  used  for  small  things 

fiuch  as  a  man  can  carry  on  his  back.  Now,  from 

what  I  have  heard,  my  boy  Bichard  must  be  in 
there ;  for  his  horse  was  found,  it  seems,  not 

above  two  or  three  hundred  yards  from  the 

house,  broken-knee*d  and  knocked-up.  If  any 
one  should  follow  you  as  you  go,  and  make 

inquiries,  you  must  say  that  you  are  going  to 
the  house ;  for  there  is  a  door  there  in  the  wall 

of  the  stable-yard — though  that  path  is  seldom, 
if  ever  used  now ;  but,  if  there  be  nobody  by, 

you  can  just  set  down  the  basket  by  the  stump 

of  the  willow,  and  ask  if  he  wants  anything 

more.  K  he  doesn't  answer,  speak  again,  and 

try  at  all  events  to  find  out  whether  he's  there 

or  not,  so  that  I  may  hear." 

"  Oh,  I  know  the  place,  quite  well  !**  said  Mrs. 
Glare.  ''  My  poor  husband  used  to  get  gravel 
there.  Sut  when  do  you  think  I  had  better  go, 

sir?  for  if  the  dragoons  are  still  lingering  about, 

« thousand  to  one  but  they  follow  me,  and,  more 
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likely  still,  may  follow  Kate;  so  I  shall   go 

myself  to  night,  at  all  events." 
'<  You  had  better  wait  till  it  is  daskish/'  an- 

swered Mr.  Badford ;  "  and  then  they'll  soon 
lose  sight  of  you  amongst  the  trees ;  for  they 

oan't  go  up  there  on  horseback,  and  if  they 
atop  to  dismount  you  can  easily  get  out  of  their 

way.  Let  me  have  any  message  you  may  get 

firom  Bichard ;  and  don't  forget,  either,  if  Hard- 
ing comes  up  here,  to  tell  him  I  want  to  speak 

with  him  very  much.  He'll  be  sorry  enough  for 
this  affidr  when  he  hears  of  it,  for  the  loss  is 

dreadful  !*' 
"  I'm  sure  he  will,  sir,"  said  £ate  Clare ; 

*'  for  he  was  talking  about  something  that  he 
had  to  do,  and  said  it  would  half  kill  him,  if  he 

did  not  get  it  done  safely." 

"Ay,  he's  a  very  good  fellow,"  answered  Mr. 
Badford,  "  and  you  shall  have  a  wedding-gown 

from  me,  Kate. — ^Look  out  of  the  window,  there's 
a  good  girl,  and  see  if  any  of  those  dragoons 

are  about." 
Eate  did  as  he  bade  her,  and  repUed  in  the 
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negative ;  and  Mr.  Radford,  after  giving  a  few 
more  directions,  mounted  his  horse  and  rode 

away,  muttering  as  he  went — "Ay,  Master 
Harding,  I  have  a  strong  suspicion  of  you ;  and 

I  will  soon  satisfy  myself.  They  must  have 

had  good  information,  which  none  could  give 

but  you,  I  think ;  so  look  to  yourself,  my  friend. 

No  man  ever  injured  me  yet  who  had  not  cause 

to  repent  it." 
Mr.  Radford  forgot  that  he  no  longer  pos- 

sessed such  extensive  means  of  injuring  others 

as  he  had  formerly  done ;  but  the  bitter  will 

was  as  strong  as  ever. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

The  house  of  Mr.  Zacbary  Groyland  was  not 

BO  large  or  ostentatious  in  appearance  as  that 

of  his  brother ;  but,  nevertheless,  it  was  a  very 

roomy  and  comfortable  house ;  and  as  he  was 

naturally  a  man  of  fine  taste — ^though  somewhat 
singular  in  his  likings  and  dislikings,  as  well  in 

matters  of  art  as  in  his  friendships,  and  vehement 

in  feivour  of  particular  schools,  and  in  abhor- 

rence of  others — ^his  dwelling  was  fitted  up  with 

all  that  could  refresh  the  eye  or  improve  the 

mind.  A  very  extensive  and  well-chosen  hbrary 
covered  the  walls  of  one  room,  in  which  were 

also  several  choice  pieces  of  sculpture ;  and  his 

drawing-room  was  ornamented  with  a  valuable 
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collection  of  small  pictures^  into  'which  not  one 
single  Dutch  piece  was  admitted.  He  was  ac- 

customed to  say^  when  any  connoisseur  objected 

to  the  total  exclusion  of  a  very  fine  school — 

"  Don  t  mention  it — don't  mention  it ;  I  hate 
it  in  all  its  branches  and  all  its  styles.  I  have 

pictures  for  my  own  satisfaction,  not  because 

they  are  -worth  a  thousand  pounds  apiece.  I 
hate  to  see  men  represented  as  like  beasts  as 

possible ;  or  to  refresh  my  eyes  mth  swamps 

and  canals;  or,  in  the  climate  of  England,  which 

is  dull  enough  of  all  conscience,  to  exhilarate 

myself  with  the  view  of  a  frozen  pond  and  fields, 

as  flat  as  a  plate,  covered  '^ith  snow,  while  half- 

a-dozen  boors,  in  red  night- caps  and  red  noses, 

are  skating  away  in  ten  pairs  of  breeches — ^look- 
ing, in  point  of  shape,  exactly  like  hogs  set 

upon  their  hind  legs.  It's  all  very  true  the 
artist  may  have  shown  very  great  talent ;  but 

that  only  shows  him  to  be  the  greater  fool  for 

wasting  his  talents  upon  such  subjects." 
His  collection,  therefore,  consisted  almost 

entirely  of  the  Italian  schools,  with  a  few 

Flemish,  a  few  English,  and  one  or  two  ex- 



882  THE   8MCGGLEB. 

quisite  Spanish  pictures.  He  had  two  good 

Murillos  and  a  Velasqaez,  one  or  two  fine  Van- 

dykes, and  four  sketches  by  Bubens  of  larger 

pictures.  But  he  had  numerous  landscapes,  and 

fleveral  very  beautiful  small  paintings  of  the  Bo- 
lognese  school ;  though  that  on  which  he  prided 

himself  the  most,  was  an  exquisite  Correggio. 
It  was  in  this  room  that  he  left  his  niece 

Edith  when  he  set  out  for  Woodchurch ;  and,  as 

she  sat — with  herarmfiGdlen  somewhat  listlessly 
over  the  back  of  the  low  sofii,  the  light  coming 

in  from  the  window  strong  upon  her  left  cheek, 

and  the  rest  in  shade,  with  her  rich  colouring 

and  her  fine  features,  the  high-toned  expression 
of  soul  upon  her  brow,  and  the  wonderful  grace 

of  her  whole  fonn  and  attitude — she  would  hare 

made  a  fine  study  for  any  of  those  dead  artists 
whose  works  lived  around  her. 

She  heard  the  wheels  of  the  carriage  roll 

away ;  but  she  gave  no  thought  to  the  question 

of  whither  her  uncle  had  gone,  or  why  he  to<& 

her  not  with  him,  as  he  usually  did.  She  was 

glad  of  it,  in  fact;  and  people  seldom  reason 

upon  that  with  which  they  are  well  pleased.  H^ 
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vfhole  mind  was  directed  to  her  own  situation, 

and  to  the  feelings  which  the  few  words  of  con- 
versation she  had  had  with  her  sister  had 

aroused.  She  thought  of  him  she  loved,  with 

the  intense,  eager  longing  to  hehold  him  onoe 

more — ^but  onoe,  if  so  it  must  be — ^which  perhaps 

only  a  woman's  heart  can  fully  know.  To  be 
near  him,  to  hear  him  speak,  to  trace  the  features 

she  had  loved,  to  mark  the  traces  of  Timers 
hand,  and  the  lines  that  care  and  anxiety,  and 

disappointment  and  regret,  she  knew  must  be 

busily  working— -oh,  what  a  boon  it  would  be ! 
Then  her  mind  ran  on,  led  by  the  light  hand  of 

Hope,  along  the  narrow  bridge  of  association, 

to  ask  herself — ^if  it  would  be  such  delight  to 

see  him  and  to  hear  him  speak — ^what  would 
it  be  to  soothe,  to  comfort,  to  give  him  back  to 

joy  and  peace  I 
The  dream  was  too  bright  to  last,  and  it  soon 

faded.  He  was  near  her,  and  yet  he  did  not 

come ;  he  was  in  the  same  land,  in  the  same 

district ;  he  had  gazed  up  to  the  house  where  she 

dwelt ;  if  he  had  asked  whose  it  was,  the  iieuniliar 

name — the   name    once  so  dear — ^must  have 
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sounded  in  his  ear ;  and  yet  he  did  not  come. 

A  few  minutes  of  time,  a  few  steps  of  his  horse, 

would  have  brought  him  to  where  she  was ;  but 

he  had  turned  away, — and  Edith's  eyes  filled 
with  tears. 

She  rose  and  wiped  them  off,  saying,  ''I 

will  think  of  something  else ;"  and  she  went  up 
and  gazed  at  a  picture.  It  was  a  Salvator  Bosa-— 
a  fine  painting,  though  not  by  one  of  the  finest 

masters.  There  was  a  rocky  scene  in  front, 

with  trees  waving  in  the  wind  of  a  fierce  storm, 
while  two  travellers  stood  beneath  a  bank  and  a 

writhing  beech  tree,  scarcely  seeming  to  find 

shelter  even  there  from  the  large  grey  streams 

of  rain  that  swept  across  the  foreground.  But, 

withal,  in  the  distance  were  seen  some  majestic 

old  towers  and  columns,  with  a  gleam  of  golden 

light  upon  the  edge  of  the  sky ;  and  Hope,  never 

wearying  of  her  kindly  offices,  whispered  to 

Edith's  heart,  **  In  life,  as  in  that  picture,  there 

may  be  sunshine  behind  the  storm." 
Poor  Edith  was  right  willing  to  listen ;  and 

she  gave  herself  up  to  the  gentle  guide.  "Per- 

haps," she  thought, "  his  duty  might  not  admit  of 
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his  coming,  or  perhaps  he  might  not  know  how 

he  would  be  leceived.     My  father  s  anger  would 

be  sure  to  follow  such  a  step.     He  might  think 

that  insult,  injury,  would  be  added.    He  might 

imagine  even,  that  I  am  changed/'  and  she  shook 

her  head,  sadly.    "  Yet  why  should  he  not/'  she 
continued,  "  if  I  sit  here  and  think  so  of  him? 

Who  can  tell  what  people  may  have  said  ? — ^Who 
can  tell  even  what  falsehoods  may  have  been 

spread  ?     Perhaps  he's  even  now  thinking  of 
me.    Perhaps  he  has  come  into  this  part  of  the 

country  to  make  inquiries,  to  see  with  his  own 

eyes,  to  satisfy  himself.     Oh,  it  must  be  so — it 

must  be  so  !"  she  cried,  giving  herself  up  again 
to  the  bright  dream.     *'Ay,  and  this  Sir  £d- 

ward  Digby.  too,  he  is  his  dear  friend,  his  com- 
panion,  may  he  not  have  sent  him  down  to 

investigate  and  judge  ?     I  thought  it  strange  at 

the  time^  that  this  young  officer  should  write  to 

inquire  after  my  father's  family,  and  then  in- 
stantly accept  an  invitation ;  and  I  marked  how 

he  gazed  at  that  wretched  young  man  and  his 

unworthy  father.      Perhaps  he  will  tell  Zara 

more,  and  I  shall  hear  when  I  return.    Perhaps 
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be  bas  told  ber  more  already.  Indeed^  it  is 

very  probable,  for  tbey  bad  a  long  ride  togetber 

yesterday;"  and  poor  Editb  began  to  feel  as 
anxious  to  go  back  to  ber  fatber  s  bouse  as  sbe 

bad  been  glad  to  quit  it.  Yet  sbe  saw  no  way 

bow  tbis  could  be  accompbsbed,  before  tbe  period 

allotted  for  ber  stay  was  at  an  end ;  and  sbe  de- 
termined to  bave  recourse  to  a  little  simple  art, 

and  ask  Mr.  Croyland  to  take  ber  over  to  Har- 
bourne,  on  tbe  following  morning,  witb  the 

ostensible  purpose  of  looking  for  some  article 

of  apparel  left  bebind,  but,  in  trutb,  to  obtain  a 

few  minutes'  conversation  witb  ber  sister. 
Tbere  are  times  in  tbe  life  of  almost  every 

one — ^at  least,  of  every  one  of  feeling  and  intel- 
lect— ^wben  it  seems  as  if  we  could  meditate  for 

ever:  wben,  witbout  motion  or  cbange,  tbe 

spirit  witbin  tbe  eartbly  tabernacle  could  pause 

and  ponder  over  deep  subjects  of  contempla- 
tion for  bour  after  bour,  witb  tbe  doors  and 

windows  of  tbe  senses  sbut,  and  witbout  any  com- 
munication witb  external  tbings.  Tbe  matter 

before  us  may  be  any  of  tbe  strange  and  perplex- 

ing relations  of  man's  mysterious  being ;  or  it 
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may  be  some  obscure  circumstance  of  our  own 

fate — some  period  of  uncertainty  and  expecta- 

tion— ^some  of  those  Egyptian  darknesses  which 
from  time  to  time  come  over  the  future,  and 

which  we  gaze  on  half  in  terror^  half  in  hope, 

discovering  nothing,  yet  speculating  still.  The 
latter  was  the  case  at  that  moment  with  Edith 

Groyland ;  and,  as  she  revolved  every  separate 

point  of  her  situation,  it  seemed  as  if  fresh  wells 

of  thought  sprung  up  to  flow  on  interminably. 

She  had  continued  thus  during  more  than  half 

an  hour  after  her  uncle's  departure,  when  she 
heard  a  horse  stop  before  the  door  of  the  house, 

and  her  heart  beat,  though  she  knew  not  where- 
fore. Her  lover  might  have  come  at  length, 

indeed ;  but  if  that  dream  crossed  her  mind  it 

was  soon  swept  away ;  for  the  next  instant  she 

heard  her  father  s  voice,  first  inquiring  for  her- 
self, and  then  asking,  in  a  lower  tone,  if  his 

brother  was  within.  If  Edith  had  felt  hope 

before,  she  now  felt  apprehension ;  for  during 

several  years  no  private  conversation  had  taken 

place  between  her  father  and  herself  without 

bringing  with  it  grief  and  anxiety,  harsh  words 
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spoken,  and  answers  painful  for  a  child  to 

give. It  seldom  happens  that  fear  does  not  go  be- 

yond lealitj ;  but  such  was  not  the  case  in  the 

present  instance ;  for  Edith  Croyland  had  to 

undergo  far  more  than  she  expected.  Her 
£Eitber  entered  the  room  where  she  sat,  with  a 

slow  step  and  a  stem  and  determined  look.  His 

face  was  very  pale,  too ;  his  lips  themselyes 
seemed  bloodless,  and  the  terrible  emotions 

which  were  in  his  heart  showed  themselves  upon 

his  countenance  by  many  an  inteUigible  but  inde- 
scribable sign.  As  soon  as  Edith  saw  him,  she 

thought,  "  He  has  heard  of  Henry's  return  to 
this  country.  It  is  that  which  has  brought 

him;"  and  she  nerved  her  heart  for  a  new 
struggle;  but  still  she  could  scarcely  prevent 

her  limbs  from  shaking,  as  she  rose  and  ad- 

vanced to  meet  her  parent. 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland  drew  her  to  him,  and 
kissed  her  tenderly  enough;  for,  in  truth,  he 
loved  her  very  dearly:  and  then  he  led  her 
back  to  the  sofa,  and  seated  himself  beside  her. 

''  How  low  these  abominable   contrivances 
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are/*  he  said ;  ''  I  do  msh  that  Zachary  \irould 
have  some  sofas  that  people  can  sit  upon  \rith 

comfort,  instead  of  these  beastly  things,  only  fit 

for  a  Turkish  harem,  or  a  dog-kennel." 
Edith  made  no  reply ;  for  she  waited  in  dread 

of  what  was  to  follow,  and  could  not  speak  of 

trifles.  But  her  father  presently  went  on,  say- 

ing, **  So,  my  brother  is  out,  and  not  likely  to 
return  for  an  hour  or  two ! — ^Well,  I  am  glad  of 
it,  Edith ;  for  I  came  over  to  speak  with  you  on 

matters  of  much  moment." 
Still  Edith  was  silent ;  for  she  durst  not  trust 

her  voice  with  any  reply.  She  feared  that  her 

courage  would  give  way  at  the  first  words, 
end  tliat  she  should  burst  into  tears,  when  she 

felt  sure  tlxat  all  the  resolution  she  could  com- 

mand, would  be  required  to  bear  her  safely 

through.  She  trusted,  indeed,  that»  as  she 

had  often  found  before,  her  .spirit  would  rise 

with  the  occasion,  and  that  she  should  find 

powers  of  resistance  within  her  in  the  time  of 

need,  though  she  shrunk  fi:om  the  contem- 
plation of  what  was  to  come. 

*'  I  have  delayed  long,  Edith/  continued  Sir 
VOL.   IT.  U 
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Bobert  Croyland,  after  a  pause,  ''  to  prtos  you 
upon  a  subject  in  regard  to  which  it  is  now  ab* 

solutely  necessary  you  should  come  to  a  de* 

cision; — too  long,  indeed;  but  I  haye  been 

actuated  by  a  regard  for  your  feeUngs,  and  you 

owe  me  something  for  my  forbearance.  There 

can  now,  howeyer,  be  no  further  delay.  You 

will  easily  understand,  that  I  mean  your  maniage 

with  Bichard  Badford." 

Edith  raised  her  eyes  to  her  father's  &ce, 
and,  after  a  strong  effort,  replied,  '<  My  decision, 
my  dear  &ther,  has,  as  you  know,  been  long 

made.  I  cannot,  and  I  will  not,  marry  him — 

nothing  on  earth  shall  ever  induce  me !" 

"  Do  not  say  that,  Edith,"  answered  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland,  with  a  bitter  smile;  ''for  I  could 
utter  words,  which,  if  I  know  you  rightly,  would 

make  you  glad  and  eager  to  giye  him  your 

hand,  even  though  you  brcd^e  your  heart  in  so 

doing.  But  before  I  speak  those  things  which 

will  plant  a  wound  in  your  bosom  for  life,  that 

nothing  can  heal  or  assuage,  I  will  try  every 

other  means.  I  request  you — ^I  intreat  yoo — 
I  command  you,  to  marry  him !    By  every  duty 

I 
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that  you  owe  me — by  all  the  affection  that  a 
child  ought  to  feel  for  a  father,  I  beseech  you  to 
do  so,  if  you  would  save  me  from  destruction 

and  despair !" 

"  I  cannot !  I  cannot  !'*  said  Edith,  clasping 
her  hands.  "  Oh  !  why  should  you  drive  me 
to  such  painful  disobedience?  In  the  first 

place,  can  I  promise  to  love  a  man  that  I  hate, 

to  honour  and  obey  one  whom  I  despise,  and 

whose  commands  can  never  be  for  good?  But 

still  more,  my  father, — ^you  must  hear  me  out, 

for  you  force  me  to  speak — ^you  force  me  to 
tear  open  old  wounds,  to  go  back  to  times  long 

past,  and  to  recur  to  things  bitter  to  you  and 

to  me.  I  cannot  marry  him^  as  I  told  you  once 

before ;  for  I  hold  myself  to  be  the  wife  of  an- 

other." 
"  Folly  and  nonsense !"  cried  Sir  Robert  Croy- 

land,  angrily,  "  you  are  neither  his  wife,  nor  be 

your  husband.  What !  the  wife  of  a  man  who 

has  never  sought  you  for  years — ^who  has  cast 
you  off^  abandoned  you,  made  no  inquiry  for 

you? — ^The  marriage  was  a  farce.  You  read  a 

ceremony  which  you  had  no  right  to  read,  you 
v2 
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took  YOWB  which  you  had  no  power  to  take. 

The  law  of  the  land  pronounces  all  such  en- 

gagements mere  pieces  of  empty  foolery  !*' 

"  But  the  law  of  God,"  replied  Edith,  *'  tells 
us  to  keep  vows  that  we  have  once  made.  To 

those  vows,  I  called  God  to  witness  with  a  true 

and  sincere  heart ;  and  with  the  same  heart,  and 

the  same  feelings,  I  will  keep  them !  I  did 

wrong,  my  father — ^I  know  I  did  wrong — and 
Henry  did  wrong  too;  but  by  what  we  have 
done  we  must  abide ;  and  I  dare  not,  I  cannot 

be  the  wife  of  another." 

"  But,  I  tell  you,  you  shall !"  exclaimed  her 
father,  vehemently.  "  I  will  compel  you  to  be 
so ;  I  will  over-rule  this  obstinate  folly,  and  make 

you  obedient,  whether  you  choose  it  or  not." 

"  Nay,  nay — not  so !"  cried  Edith.  "  You 
could  not  do,  you  would  not  attempt,  so  cruel 

a  thing !" 
"  I  will,  so  help  me  Heaven !"  exclaimed  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland. 

'*  Then,  thank  Heaven,"  answered  his 

daughter,  in  a  low  but  solemn  voice,  "  it  is 
impossible !  In  this  country,  there  is  no  clergy- 
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man  who  would  perfonn  the  ceremony  contrary 

to  my  expressed  dissent.  If  I  break  the  tows 

that  I  have  taken,  it  must  be  my  own  voluntary 

act;  for  there  is  not  any  force  that  can  compel 
me  so  to  do ;  and  I  call  Heaven  to  witness, 

that,  even  if  you  were  to  drag  me  to  the  altar,  I 

would  say.  No,  to  the  last !" 

"  Bash,  mad,  unfeeling  girl !"  cried  her 
father,  starting  up,  and  gazing  upon  her  with  a 

look  in  which  rage,  and  disappointment,  and 

perplexity  were  all  mingled. 
He  stood  before  her  for  a  moment  in  silence, 

and  then  strode  vehemently  backwards  and 

forwards  in  the  room,  with  his  right  hand 

contracting  and  expanding,  as  if  grasping  at 

something.  "  It  must  be  done !"  he  isaid,  at 

length,  pressing  his  hand  upon  his  brow ;  **  it 

must  be  done  !'*  and  then  he  recommenced  his 
silent  walk,  with  the  shadows  of  many  emotions 

coming  over  his  countenance. 

When  he  returned  to  Edith's  side  again,  the 
manner  and  the  aspect  of  Sir  Bobert  Groyland 

were  both  changed.  There  was  an  expression  of 

deep  sorrow  upon  his  countenance,   of  much 
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agitation,  bat  considerable  tenderness ;  and,  to 

his  daughter  8  surprise,  he  took  her  hand  in 

hia,  and  pressed  it  afieetionately. 

**  Edith/'  he  said,  after  a  short  internal  of 
silence,  "  I  have  commanded,  I  have  insisted, 
I  have  threatened — but  all  in  vain.  Yet,  in  so 

doing,  I  have  had  in  view  to  spare  you  even 

greater  pain  than  could  be  occasioned  by  a 

father's  sternness.  My  very  love  for  you,  my 
child,  made  me  seem  wanting  in  love.  But 

now  I  must  inflict  the  greater  pain.  You  re- 
quire, it  seems,  inducements  stronger  than 

obedience  to  a  father's  earnest  commands,  and 
you  shall  have  them,  however  terrible  for  me  to 

speak  and  you  to  hear.  I  will  tell  you  all,  and 

leave  you  to  judge." 
Edith  gazed  at  him  in  surprise  and  terror. 

**  Oh,  do  not— do  not,  sir !"  she  said ;  '*  do  not 
try  to  break  my  heart,  and  putmy  duty  to  youin 

opposition  to  the  fulfilment  of  a  most  sacred 

vow — in  opposition  to  all  the  dictates  of  my  own 

heart  and  my  own  conscience." 
**  Edith,  it  must  be  done,"  replied  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland.    ''  I  have  urged  you  to  a  marriage 
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ynth  young  Richard  Radford.  I  now  tell  you 

solemnly  that  your  father's  life  depends  upon 

it;' 
Edith  clasped  her  hands  wildly  together,  and 

gazed,  for  a  moment,  in  his  face,  without  a  word^ 

almost  stupified  with  horror.  But  Sir  Robert 

Groyland  had  deceived  her,  or  attempted  to  de- 
ceive her,  on  the  very  same  subject  they  were  now 

discussing,  more  than  once  already.  She  knew 
it;  and  of  course  she  doubted;  for  those  who 

have  been  once  false  are  never  fully  believed — 
those  who  have  been  once  deceived  are  always 

suspicious  of  those  who  have  deceived  them,  even 

when  they  speak  the  truth.  As  thought  and 
reflection  came  back  after  the  first  shock,  Edith 

found  much  cause  to  doubt :  she  could  not  see 

how  such  a  thing  was  possible — how  her  refusal 

of  Richard  Radford  could  affect  her  father's  life ; 
and  she  replied,  after  a  time,  in  a  hesitating 

tone, "  How  can  that  be  ? — ^I  do  not  understand 

it — ^I  do  not  see  how   " 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  replied  Sir  Robert  Groy- 
land, in  a  low  and  peculiarly-quiet  voice,  which 

bad  something  fearful  in  it  to  his  daughter's 
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ear.  "  It  is  a  loirg  story,  Edith ;  but  you 
must  hear  it  all,  my  child.  You  shall  be  your 

father's  confidant — his  only  one.  You  shall 
share  the  secret,  dreadful  as  it  is,  Trhich  has 

embittered  his  lYhole  existence,  rendered  his 

days  terrible,  his  nights  sleepless,  his  bed  a 

couch  of  fire." 
Edith  trembled  in  every  limb;  and  Sir 

Bobert,  rising,  crossed  over  and  opened  the 

door  of  the  drawing-room,  to  see  that  there 
were  none  of  the  servants  near  it.  Then  closing 

it  again,  he  returned  to  her  side,  and  proceeded, 

holding  her  hand  in  his :  "  You  must  have  re- 

marked," he  said,  ''and  perhaps  often  wondered, 
my  dear  child,  that  Mr.  Radford,  a  man  greatly 

below  myself  in  station,  whose  manners  are  re* 

pulsive  and  disagreeable,  whose  practices  I  con- 

demn and  reprobate,  whose  notions  and  prin- 
ciples I  abhor,  has  exercised  over  me  for  many 

years  an  influence  which  no  other  person  pos- 

sesses, that  he  has  induced  me  to  do  many 

things  which  my  better  sense  and  better  feelings 

disapproved,  that  he  has  even  led  me  to  consent 

that  my  best*loved  daughter  should  become  the 
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urife  of  his  son,  and  to  urge  her  to  be  so  at  the 

expense  of  all  her  feelings.  You  have  seen  all 

this,  Edith,  and  wondered.    Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  I  have,  indeed,"  murmured  Edith.  "  I 

have  been  by  no  means  able  to  account  for  it."  > 
"  Such  Trill  not  be  the  case  much  longer, 

Edith,"  replied  Sir  Bobert  Croyland.  "I  am 
making  my  confessioq,  my  dear  child ;  and  you 

shall  hear  all.  I  must  recur,  too,  to  the  story 

of  young  Leyton.  You  know  well  that  I  liked 

and  esteemed  him ;  and  although  I  was  offended, 

as  I  justly  might  be,  at  his  conduct  towards  your- 
self, and  thought  fit  to  show  that  I  disapproved, 

yet  at  first,  and  from  the  first,  I  determined,  if  I 

saw  the  attachment  continue  and  prove  real  and 

sincere,  to  sacrifice  all  feelings  of  pride,  and  all 

considerations  of  fortune,  and  when  you  were  of 

a  fit  age,  to  confirm  the  idle  ceremony  which 

had  passed  between  you,  by  a  real  and  lawful 

marriage." 
"  Oh,  that  was  kind  and  generous  of  you,  my 

dear  father.  What  could  make  you  change  so 

suddenly  and  fatally?  You  must  have  seen 

that  the  attachment  was  true  and  lasting;  you 
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must  have  knovn  that  Henry  was  in  every  iray 

calculated  to  make  your  daughter  happy." 

''  Tou  shall  hear,  Edith — ^you  shall  hear/' 
replied  her  father.  "Very  shortly  after  the 
event  of  which  I  have  spoken,  another  oocurred, 

of  a  dark  and  terrible  character,  only  known  to 

myself  and  one  other.  I  was  somewhat  irritable 

at  that  time.  My  views  and  prospects  with 

regard  to  yourself  were  crossed ;  and  although  I 
had  taken  the  resolution  I  have  mentioned, 

vexation  and  disappointment  had  their  effect 

upon  my  mind.  Always  passionate,  I  gave  way 

more  to  my  passion  than  I  had  ever  done  before ; 
and  the  result  was  a  £atal  and  terrible  one.  You 

may  remember  poor  Glare,  the  gamekeeper. 

He  had  offended  me  on  the  Monday  morning ; 

and  I  had  used  violent  and  angry  language  to- 
wards him  before  his  companions,  threatening 

to  punish  him  in  a  way  he  did  not  expect.  On 

the  following  day,  we  went  out  again  to  shoot — 

he  and  I  alone  together — ^and,  on  our  way  back, 

we  passed  through  a  little  wood,  which  lies   " 

"  Oh,  stop — stop !"  cried  Edith,  covering  her 
eyes  with  her  hands.  ''  Do  not  tell  me  any 

more !" 
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Her  &ther  was  not  displeased  to  see  her 

emotion,  for  it  answered  his  purpose.  Tet»  it 

must  not  be  supposed  that  the  peculiar  tone 
and  manner  which  he  assumed,  so  dLBferent 

firom  anything  that  had  been  seen  in  his  de- 
meanour for  years,  was  affected  as  a  means  to 

an  end.  Such  was  not  the  case.  Sir  Robert 

Croyland  was  now  txne,  in  manner  and  in  words, 

though  it  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  been 

entirely  so  for  many  years.  There  had  been  a 

terrible  struggle  before  he  could  make  up  his 

mind  to  speak ;  but  yet,  when  he  did  begin,  it 
was  a  relief  to  him,  to  unburthen  the  overloaded 

breast,  even  to  his  own  child.  It  softened  him ; 

it  made  his  heart  expand;  it  took  the  chain 

off  long-imprisoned  feelings,  and  gave  a  better 
spirit  room  to  make  its  presence  felt.  He  did 

not  forget  his  object,  indeed.  To  save  himself 
firoin  a  death  of  horror,  from  accusation,  bom 

disgrace,  was  still  his  end ;  but  the  means  by 

which  he  proposed  to  seek  it  were  gentler.  He 
even  wavered  in  his  resolution :  he  fancied  that 

he  could  summon  fortitude  to  leave  the  decision 

to  Edith  herself,  and  that  if  that  decision  were 
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against  him,  would  dare  and  bear  the  worst. 

But  still  he  was  pleased  to  see  her  moved ;  for 

he  thought  that  she  could  never  hear  the  whole 

tale,  and  learn  his  situation  fully,  without  rush- 

ing forward  to  extricate  him ;  and  he  went  on — 

"  Nay,  Edith,  now  the  statement  has  been  begun, 

it  must  be  concluded/'  he  said.  *'  You  would 
hear,  and  you  must  hear  all.  Tou  know  the 

wood  I  speak  of,  I  dare  say — a  little  to  the  left 

•  of  Chequer  Tree?" 

*'  Oh,  yes !"  murmured  Edith,  "  where  poor 

Glare  was  found." 
The  baronet  nodded  his  head  :  "  It  was  there, 

indeed,"  he  said.  **  We  went  down  to  see  if 

there  were  any  snipes,  or  wild  fowl,  in  the  bot- 

tom. It  is  a  deep  and  gloomy-looking  deU,  with 
a  pond  of  water  and  some  rushes  in  the  hollow, 

and  a  little  brook  running  through  it,  having  tall 
trees  all  around,  and  no  road  but  one  narrow 

path  crossing  it.  As  we  came  down,  I  thought  I 

saw  the  form  of  a  man  move  amongst  the  trees ; 

and  I  fancied  that  some  one  was  poaching  there. 

I  told  Glare  to  go  round  the  pond  and  see,  while 
I  watched  the  road.    He  did  not  seem  inclined  to 
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go,  saying,  tbat  he  had  not  remarked  anybody^ 

but  that  the  people  round  about  said  the  place 

ii?as  haunted.  I  had  been  angry  vdth  him  the 

whole  morning,  and  a  good  deal  out  of  humour 

with  many  things ;  so  I  told  him  to  go  round 

instantly^  and  not  make  me  any  answer.  The 
man  did  so,  in  a  somewhat  slow  and  suUen 

humour,  I  thought,  and  returned  sooner  than  I 

fancied  he  ought  to  do,  saying  that  he  could  see 

no  trace  of  any  one.  I  was  now  very  angry, 

for  I  fancied  he  neglected  his  duty.  I  told  him 

that  he  was  a  liar,  that  I  had  perceived  some 

one,  whom  he  might  have  perceived  as  well, 

and  that  my  firm  beUef  was,  he  was  in  alliance 

with  the  poachers,  and  deserved  to  be  imme- 

diately discharged.  '  Well,  Sir  Bobert,'  he 
said,  '  in  regard  to  discharging  me,  that  is  soon 
settled.  I  will  not  stay  another  day  in  your 

service,  after  I  have  a  legal  right  to  go.  As  to 

being  a  liar,  I  am  none ;  and  as  to  being  in 

league  with  the  poachers,  if  you  say  so,  you 
yourself  lie  Y  Such  were  his  words,  or  words  to 

that  effect.  I  got  furious  at  his  insolence, 

though  perhaps,  Edith — ^perhaps  I  provoked  it 
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myself — at  least,  I  haye  thought  so  since.  How- 
ever,  madly  giving  way  to  rage,  I  took  my  gun 

by  the  barrel  to  knock  him  down«  A  straggle 

ensued ;  for  he  caught  hold  of  the  weapon  in  my 

hand ;  and  how  I  know  not,  but  the  gun  went  off, 

and  Glare  fell'  back  upon  the  turf.  What  would  I 
not  have  done  then,  to  recal  every  hasty  word  I 

had  spoken !  But  it  was  in  vain.  I  stooped  over 

him ;  I  spoke  to  him ;  I  told  him  how  sorry  I  was 

for  what  had  happened.  But  he  made  no  answer, 

and  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  right  side,  where 

the  charge  had  entered.  I  was  mad  with  despair 

and  remorse.  I  knew  not  where  to  go,  or  what 

to  do.  The  man  was  evidently  dying ;  for  his 

face  had  grown  pale  and  sharp ;  and  after  trying 

to  make  him  speak,  and  beseeching  him  to  answer 

one  word,  I  set  off  running  as  fast  as  I  could 

towards  the  nearest  village  for  assistance.  As 

I  was  going,  I  saw  a  man  on  horseback,  riding 

sharply  down  towards'  the  very  place.  He  was 

at  some  distance  from  me ;  but  I  easily  reco- 
gnised Mr.  Sadford,  and  knew  that  he  must 

pass  by  the  spot  where  the  wounded  man  lay. 

I  comforted  myself  with  thinking  that  Clare 
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would  get  aid  without  my  conunitting  myself ; 

and  I  crept  in  amongst  the  trees  at  the  edge  of 
the  wood,  to  make  sure  that  Mr.  Badford  saw 

him,  and  to  watch  their  proceedings.  Quietly 

and  stealthily  finding  my  way  through  the  bushes, 
I  came  near;  and  then  I  saw  that  Badford  was 

kneeling  by  Clare's  side  with  an  inkhom  in  hi3 
hand,  which,  with  his  old  tradesmanlike-habits, 

he  used  always  at  that  time  to  carry  about  him. 

He  was  writing  busily,  and  I  could  hear  Clare 
4 

speak,  but  could  not  distinguish  what  he  said. 

The  state  of  my  mind,  at  that  moment,  I  cannot 

describe.  It  was  more  like  madness  than  any 

thing  else.  Vain  and  foolish  is  it,  for  any  man 

or  any  body  of  men,  to  argue  what  would  be 

their  conduct  in  trying  situations  which  they 

have  never  been  placed  in.  It  is  worse  than 

folly  for  them  to  say,  what  would  naturally  be 

another  man's  conduct  in  any  circumstances; 

for  no  man  can  tell  another^s  character,  or  un- 
derstand fully  aU  the  fine  shades  of  feeling  or 

emotion  that  may  influence  him.  The  tale  I 

am  telling  you  now,  Edith^  is  true — ^too  true,  in 
all  respects.    I  was  very  wrong,  certainly ;  but 
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I  was  not  guilty  of  the  man  s  murder.  I  never 

intended  to  fire  :  I  never  tried  to  fire ;  and  yet, 

perhaps,  I  acted,  afterwards,  as  if  I  had  been 

guilty,  or  at  all  events  in  a  way  that  was  well  calcu- 
lated to  make  people  believe  I  was  so.  But  I 

was  mad  at  the  time — ^mad  with  agitation  and 

grief — ^and  every  man,  I  believe,  in  moments  of 
deep  emotion  is  mad,  more  or  less.  However, 

I  crept  out  of  the  wood  again,  and  hastened  on, 
determined  to  leave  the  man  to  the  care  of  Mr. 

Badford,  but  with  all  my  thoughts  wild  and 

confused,  and  no  definite  line  of  conduct  laid 

out  for  myself.  Before  I  had  gone  a  mile,  I  began 

to  think  what  a  folly  I  had  committed,  that  I 

should  have  joined  Badford  at  once ;  that  I 

should  have  been  present  to  hear  what  the  man 

said,  and  to  give  every  assistance  in  my  power, 

although  it  might  be  ineiSeotua],  in  order  to 
stanch  the  blood  and  save  his  life.  As  soon 

as  these  reflections  arose,  I  determined,  though 

late,  to  do  what  I  should  have  done  at  first ; 

and,  turning  my  steps,  I  walked  back  at  a 

quick  pace.  Ere  I  got  half  way  to  the  top  of 

the  hill  which  looks  down  upon  the  wood,  I  saw 
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Radford  coming  out  again  on  horseback ;  but  I 

Tvent  on,  and  met  him.  As  soon  as  he  beheld  me 

he  checked  his  horse,  which  was  going  at  a  rapid 

rate,  and  when  I  came  near,  dismounted  to 

speak  with  me.  We  were  then  little  more  than 

common  acquaintances,  and  I  had  sometimes 

dealt  hardly  with  him  in.  his  different  transac- 

tions ;  but  he  spoke  in  a  friendly  tone,  saying, 

*  This  is  a  sad  business,  Sir  Bobert ;  but  if  you 
will  take  my  advice  you  will  go  home  as  quickly 

as  you  can,  and  say  nothing  to  any  one  till  you 

see  me.  I  will  be  ̂ th  you  in  an  hour  or  so. 

At  present  I  must  ride  up  to  Middle  Quarter, 

and  get  down  men  to  carry  home  the  body/ 

With  a  feeling  I  cannot  express,  I  asked,  if  he 

were  dead,  then.  He  nodded  his  head  signi- 

ficantly, and  when  I  was  going  to  put  fiirtlier 

questions,  he  grasped  my  hand,  saying,  ̂   Gro 

home.  Sir  Bobert — go  home.  I  shall  say  nothing 
about  the  matter  to  any  one,  till  I  see  you, 

except  that  I  found  him  dying  in  the  wood. 

His  gun  was  discharged,'  he  continued,  *  so 

there  is  no  proof  that  he  did  not  do  it  himself!' 
VOL.  II.  X 
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litde  did  I  know  what  a  fiend  he  was,  into 

whose  power  I  was  putting  myself." 
"  Oh,  Heayen  1"  cried  Edith,  who  had  been 

listening  with  her  head  bent  down  till  her 

whole  fiice  was  nearly  concealed,  "I  see  it 

all,  now !  I  see  it  all !" 

*^  No,  dear  child,"  replied  Sir  Robert  Croy- 
land,  in  a  voice  sad  and  solemn,  but  wonder- 

fully calm,  *'  you  cannot  see  it  all ;  no,  nor 
one  thousandth  part  of  what  I  have  suffered. 

Even  the  next  dreadful  three  hours — for  he  was 

fitlly  that  time  ere  he  came  to  Harboume— were 

iiill  of  horror,  inconceivable  to  any  one  but  to 

him  who  endured  them.  At  length,  he  made  his 

appearance ;  calm,  grave,  self-possessed,  with 
nought  of  his  somewhat  rude  and  blustering 
manner,  and  announced,  with  an  affectation  of 

feeling  to  the  feunily,  that  poor  Glare,  my  keeper, 

had  been  found  dying  with  a  wound  in  his  stde/ 

"  I  recollect  the  day,  well  I"  said  Edith, 
shuddering. 

''  Do  you  not  remember,  then,"  said  Sir 

Bobert  Croyland,  "  that  he  and  I  went  into  my 

writing-room — ^that    awful    room,   which   well 
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deserves  the  old  prison  name  of  the  room  of 

torture!  We  were  closeted  there  for  nearly 

two  hours;  and  all  he  said  I  cannot  repeat. 

His  tone,  however,  was  the  most  friendly  in 

the  world.  He  professed  the  greatest  interest 

in  me  and  in  my  situation ;  and  he  told  me  that 
he  had  come  to  see  me  before  he  said  a 

word  to  any  one,  because  he  wished  to  take 

my  opinion  as  to  how  he  was  to  proceed.  It 

was  necessary,  he  said,  that  I  should  know 

the  facts,  for,  unfortunately  they  placed  me 

in  a  very  dangerous  situation,  which  he  was 
most  anxious  to  free  me  from;  and  then 

he  went  on  to  tell  me,  that  when  he  had  come 

up,  poor  Clare  was  perfectly  sensible,  and  had 

his  speech  distinctly.  'As  a  magistrate,*  he 
continued,  *  I  thought  it  right  immediately  to 
take  his  dying  deposition,  for  I  saw  that  he  had 

not  many  minutes  to  live.  Here  it  is,'  he  said, 
showing  his  pocket-book;  '  and,  as  I  luckily 
always  have  pen  and  ink  with  me,  I  knelt 

down,  and  wrote  his  words  from  his  own  lips. 

He  had  strength  enough  to  sign  the  paper ; 

and,  as  you  may  see,  there  is  the  mark  of  blood 
x2 
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from  his  own  hand,  which  he  had  been  pressing 

on  his  side/  I  would  fain  have  taken  the  paper, 

but  he  would  not  let  me,  saying,  that  he  was 

bound  to  keep  it ;  and  then  he  went  on,  and 

read  the  contents.  In  it,  the  unfortunate  man 

charged  me  most  wrongfully  mth  having  shot 

him  in  a  fit  of  passion ;  and,  moreover,  he  said 

that  he  had  been  sure,  beforehand,  that  I  would 

do  it,  as  I  had  threatened  him  on  the  preceding 

day,  and  there  were  plenty  of  people  who  could 

prove  it." 
"  Oh,  how  dreadful !"  cried  Edith. 

"  It  was  false,  as  I  have  a  soul  to  be  saved!" 

cried  Sir  Eobert  Croyland.  "  But  Mr.  Badford 
then  went  on,  and,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 

said,  that  he  was  placed  in  a  very  delicate 

and  painful  situation,  and  that  he  did  not  really 

know  how  to  act  with  regard  to  the  deposition. 

*  Put  it  in  the  fire  !*  I  exclaimed — '  put  it  in  the 

fire !'  But  he  said,  '  No ;  every  man  must  con- 
sider himself  in  these  things.  Sir  Bobert.  I  have 

my  own  character  and  reputation  to  think  of — 

my  own  duty.  I  risk  a  great  deal,  you  must 

reOoUect,  by  concealing  a  thing  of  this  kind. 
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I  do  not  know  that  I  don't  put  my  own  life  in 
danger;  for  this  is  clear  and  conclusive  eyi- 
dence  against  you^  and  you  know,  what  it  is  to 

be  accessory  in  a  case  of  murder !'  I  then  told 
him  my  own  story,  Edith ;  and  he  said,  that 
made  some  difference,  indeed.  He  was  sure  I 

would  tell  him  the  truth;  but  yet  he  must 
consider  himself  in  the  matter ;  and  he  added 

hints  whichi  could  not  mistake,  that  his  evidence 

was  to  be  bought  off.  I  offered  anything  he 

pleased  to  name,  and  the  result  was  such  as 

you  may  guess.  He  exacted  that  I  should 

mortgage  my  estate,  as  far  as  it  could  be 

mortgaged,  and  make  over  the  proceeds  to  him, 

and  that  I  should  promise  to  give  your  hand  to 

his  son.  I  promised  anything,  my  child ;  for 

not  only  life  and  death,  but  honour  or  disgrace, 

were  in  the  balance.  If  he  had  asked  my  life, 

I  would  have  held  my  throat  to  the  knife  a 
thousand  times  sooner  than  have  made  such 

sacrifices.  But  to  die  the  death  of  a  felon, 

Edith — to  be  hanged — to  writhe  in  the  face  of 

a  grinning  and  execrating  multitude — to  have 
my  name  handed  down  in  the  annals  of  crime. 
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as  the  man  vho  had  been  executed  for  the 

murder  of  his  own  servant, — I  could  not  bear 

that,  my  child ;  and  I  promised  anything !  He 

kept  the  paper,  he  said,  as  a  security ;  and,  at 

first,  it  was  to  be  given  to  me,  to  do  with  it  as  I 

liked — ^when  the  money  coming  from  the  mort- 
gage was  secretly  made  over  to  him ;  but  then, 

he  said,  that  he  had  lost  one  great  hold,  and 

must  keep  it  till  the  marriage  was  completed : 

for  by  this  time  the  coroner  s  inquest  was  over, 

and  he  had  withheld  the  deposition,  merely 
testifying  that  he  had  found  the  man  at  the 

point  of  death  in  the  wood,  and  had  gone  as  fiskst 

as  possible  for  assistance.  The  jury  consisted 

of  his  tenants  and  mine,  and  they  were  easily 
satisfied ;  but  the  fiend  who  had  me  in  his 

power  was  more  greedy ;  and,  by  the  very  exer- 
cise of  his  influence,  he  seemed  to  learn  to 

enjoy  it  Day  after  day,  month  after  month,  he 

took  a  pleasure  in  making  me  do  things  that 

were  abhorrent  to  me.  It  changed  my  nature 

and  my  character.  He  forced  me  to  wink  at 

frauds  that  I  detested ;  and  every  year  he  pressed 

for  the  completion  of  your  marriage  with  his 
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son.  Your  coldness,  your  dislike,  your  refusal 

would,  long  ere  this,  have  driven  him  into  fury, 

I  believe,  if  Richard  Badford  had  been  eager  for 

your  hand  himself.  But  now,  Edith — ^now,  my 
child,  he  will  hear  of  no  more  delay.  He  is 

ruined  in  fortune,  disappointed  in  his  expecta- 
tions, and  rendered  fierce  as  a  hungry  beast  by 

some  events  that  have  taken  place  this  morning. 

He  has  just  now  been  over  at  Harboume,  and 

used  threats  which  I  know,  too  well,  he  wiU 

execute.  He  it  was,  himself,  who  told  me  to 

inform  you,  that  if  you  did  not  consent,  your 

father's  life  would  be  the  sacrifice !" 

*'  Oh,  Heaven !"  cried  Edith,  covering  her 
eyes  with  her  hands,  ''  at  least,  give  me  time  to 

think. — Surely,  his  word  cannot  have  such 
power:  a  base,  notorious  criminal  himself, 

one  who  every  day  violates  the  law,  who  scofis 
at  his  own  oaths,  and  holds  truth  and  honour 

but  as  names — surely  his  word  will  be  nothing 

against  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  s." 

"His  word  is  nothing,  would  be  nothing," 
replied  her  father,  earnestly ;  ''  but  that  deposi- 

tion, Edith !    It  is  that  which  is  my  destruction. 
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Bemember,  that  the  words  of  a  dying  man«  with 

eternity  and  jadgment  close  before  his  eyes,  are 

held  by  the  law  more  powerful  than  any  other 
kind  of  evidence ;  and,  besides,  there  are  those 

still  living,  who  heard  the  rash  threat  I  used. 

Suspicion  once  pointed  at  me,  a  thousand  cor- 
roborative circumstances  would  come  forth  to 

prove  that  the  tale  I  told  of  parting  with  the 
dead  man,  some  time  before,  was  false,  and 

that  very  fact  would  condemn  me.  Cast  away 

all  such  hopes,  Edith — cast  away  all  such  ex- 

pectations. They  are  vain  ! — vain !  Look  the 
truth  full  in  the  face,  my  child.  This  man  has 

your  father  8  life  entirely  and  totally  in  his 

power,  and  ask  yourself,  if  you  will  doom  me  to 

death." 
"  Oh,  give  me  time — give  me  time  !"  cried 

Edith,  wringing  her  hands.  *^  Let  me  but  thinly 

over  it  till  to-morrow,  or  next  day." 

"  Not  an  hour  ago,"  replied  Sir  Robert  Croy- 
land,  '<he  swore,  by  everything  he  holds 

sacred,  that  if  before  twelve  to-night,  he  did  not 

receive  yoiu:  consent   " 

''Stay,  stay!"  cried  Edith,  eagerly,  placing 
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her  liand  upon  her  brow.  **  Let  me  think — ^let 

me  think.  It  is  but  money  that  he  wants — ^it  is 
but  the  pitiful  wealth  my  uncle  left  me.  Let  him 

take  it,  my  father !"  she  continued,  laying  her 

hand  upon  Sir  Robert's  arm,  and  gazing  brightly 
in  his  face,  as  if  the  light  of  hope  had  suddenly 

been  renewed.  "Let  him  take  it  all,  every 
farthing.  I  would  sooner  work  as  a  hired 

servant  in  the  fields  for  my  daily  bread,  with 

the  only  comfort  of  innocence  and  peace,  than 

break  my  rows,  and  marry  that  bad  man.  I 

will  sign  a  promise  this  instant  that  he  shall 

have  all." 
Sir  Bobert  Groyland  threw  his  arms  round 

her,  and  looked  up  to  Heaven,  as  if  imploring 

succour  for  them  both.  "  My  sweet  child  ! — 

My  dear  child !"  he  said,  with  the  tears  stream- 
ing down  his  cheeks.  ''  But  I  cannot  leave  you 

even  this  generous  hope.  This  man  has  other 

designs.  I  offered — I  promised  to  give  Zara  to 

his  son,  and  to  ensure  to  her,  with  my  brother's 
help,  a  fortune  equal  to  your  own.  But  he 

would  not  hear  of  it.  He  has  other  views,  my 

Edith.    You  must  know  all — ^you  must  see  all 
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as  it  really  is.  He  will  keep  his  word  tibia  very 

night!  If  before  twelve^  he  do  not  receive  your 

isonsent,  the  intimation  of  the  &tal  knowledge 

he  possesses  will  be  sent  to  those  who  will  not 

&il  to  track  it  through  every  step,  as  the  blood* 
hound  follows  his  prey.  He  is  a  desperate  man, 

Edith,  and  will  keep  his  word,  bringing  down 

ruin  upon  our  heads,  even  if  it  overwhelm 

himself  also." 
Edith  Groyland  paused  without  reply  for 

several  minutes,  her  beautiful  fiice  remaining 

pale,  with  the  exception  of  one  glowing  spot  in 

the  centre  of  her  cheek.  Her  eyes  were  fixed 

upon  the  ground ;  and  her  lips  moved,  but  with- 
out speech.  She  was  arguing  in  her  own  mind 

the  ease  between  hope  and  despair;  and  the 

terrible  array  of  circumstances  on  every  side 

bewildered  her.  Delay  was  her  only  refuge ;  and 

looking  up  in  her  &ther's  face,  she  said,  "  But 
why  is  he  so  hasty  ?  Why  cannot  he  wait  a 

few  hours  longer  ?  I  will  fix  a  time  when  my 

answer  shall  be  given — ^it  shall  be  shortly,  very 

ahortly — ^this  time  to-morrow.    Surely,  surely* 
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in  so  terrible  a  case,  I  may  be  allowed  a  few m 

hoars  to  think — ^a  short,  a  very  short  period,  to 

decide." 
**  He  will  admit  of  no  more  than  I  have  said," 

answered  SirBobert  Groyland :  "  it  is  as  vain  to 
entreat  him,  as  to  ask  the  hangman  to  delay  his 

&tal  work.  He  is  hard  as  iron,  without  feeling, 

without  heart.  His  reasons,  too,  are  specious, 

my  dear  child.  His  son,  it  seems,  has  taken 

part  this  morning  in  a  smuggling  affiray  with 

the  troops — ^blood  has  been  shed — some  of  the 
soldiers  have  been  killed — all  who  have  had  a 

share  therein  are  guilty  of  felony ;  and  it  has 

become  necessary  that  the  young  man  should 

be  hurried  out  of  the  country  without  delay. 

To  him  such  a  flight  is  nothing:  he  has  no 

family  to  blacken  with  the  record  of  crime— -he 
has  no  honourable  name  to  stain — ^his  means 

are  all  prepared ;  bis  flight  is  easy,  his  escape 

secure;  but  his  father  insists  that  you  shall 

be  his  bride  before  he  goes,  or  he  gives  your 

£&ther  up,  not  to  justice,  but  to  the  law — ^which 
in  pretending  to  administer  justice,  but  too  often 
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commits  the  very  crimes  it  seems  to  punish 

Four  short  days  are  all  that  he  allows ;  and  then 

you  are  to  be  that  youth  s  bride." 
"  What !  the  bride  of  a  felon !"  cried  Edith, 

her  spirit  rising  for  a  moment — "  of  one  stained 

■with  every  vice  and  every  crime — to  vow  falsely 
that  I  will  love  him  whom  I  must  ever  hate — ^to 

break  all  my  promises  to  one  I  must  ever  love- 
to  deceive,  prove  false  and  forsworn  to  the  noble 

and  the  true,  and  give  myself  to  the  base,  the 

lawless,  and  the  abhorred !  Oh,  my  father — ^my 
father !  is  it  possible  that  you  can  ask  such  a 

thing?" The  fate  of  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  and  his 

daughter  hung  in  the  balance.  One  harsh  com- 
mand, one  unkind  word,  with  justice  and  truth 

on  her  side,  and  feebleness  and  wrong  on  his, 

might  have  armed  her  to  resist;  but  the  old 

man's  heart  was  melted.  The  struggle  that 
he  witnessed  in  his  child  was,  for  a  moment 

— remark,  only  for  a  moment — ^more  terrible 
than  that  within  his  own  breast.  There  was 

something  in  the  innocence  and  truth,  some- 
thing in  the  higher  attributes  of  the  passions 
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called  into  action  in  her  breast,  something  in 

the  ennobling  nature  of  the  conflicting  feelings  of 

her  heart — the  fiUal  tenderness,  the  adherence  to 

her  engagements,  the  abhorrence  of  the  bad, 

the  love  of  the  good,  the  trath,  the  honour,  and 

the  piety,  all  striving  one  with  the  other,  that 

for  a  time  made  the  mean  passion  of  fear  seem 

small  and  insignificant.  ''  I  do  not  ask  you, 

my  child,"  he  said — "  I  do  not  urge  you — ^I 
ask,  I  urge  you  no  more !  The  worst  bitterness 

is  past.  I  have  told  my  own  child  the  tale  of  my 

sorrows,  my  folly,  my  weakness,  and  my  danger. 

I  have  inflicted  the  worst  upon  you,  Edith,  and 

on  myself ;  and  I  leave  it  to  your  own  heart  to 

decide.  After  your  generous,  your  noble  offer, 

to  sacrifice  your  property  and  leave  yourself 

nothing,  for  my  sake,  it  were  cruel — ^it  were,  in- 
deed, base,  to  urge  you  farther.  To  avoid  this 

dreadful  disclosure,  to  shelter  you  and  myself 
from  such  horrible  details,  I  have  often  been 

stem,  and  harsh,  and  menacing. — Forgive  me, 
Edith,  but  it  is  past !  You  now  know  what  is 

on  the  die ;  and  it  is  your  own  hand  casts  it. 

Your  father's  life,  the  honour  of  your  family. 



818  THE  SMUGGLES. 

the  high  name  we  have  ever  borne— these  are  to 

be  lost  and  won.  But  I  urge  it  not — ^I  ask  it  not. 

Yoa  only  must  and  can  decide." 
Ediths  who  had  risen,  stood  before  him,  pale 

as  ashes,  with  her  hands  clasped  so  tight  that 

the  blood  retreated  from  her  fingers,  where 

they  pressed  against  each  other,  leading  them 

as  white  as  those  of  the  dead — ^her  eyes  fixed, 
straining,  but  sightless,  upon  the  ground.  All 
Uiat  she  saw,  all  that  she  knew,  all  that  she 

felt,  was  the  dreadful  altematiye  of  fates  before 

her.  It  was  more  than  her  frame  could  bear — 

it  was  more  than  almost  any  human  heart  could 

endure.  To  condemn  a  father  to  death,  to 

bring  the  everlasting  regret  into  her  heart,  to 

wander,  as  if  accurst,  over  the  earth,  with  a 

parent's  blood  crying  out  for  vengeance!  It 
was  a  terrible  thought  indeed.  Then  again,  she 
remembered  the  vows  that  she  had  taken,  the 

impossibility  of  performing  those  that  were  asked 

of  her,  the  sacrifice  of  the  innocent  to  the  guilty, 

the  perjury  that  she  must  commit,  the  dark  and 

dreadful  future  before  her,  the  self-reproach  that 
stood  on  either  hand  to  follow  her  through  life ! 
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She  felt  as  if  her  heart  was  bursting ;  and  the 

next  moment,  all  the  btood  seemed  to  fly  from  it^ 
and  leave  it  cold  and  motionless.  She  strove 

to  speak — ^her  voice  was  choked;  but  tben^ 

again,  she  made  an  effort;  and  a  few  words 

broke  forth,  convulsively — ^"To  save  you,  my 

fether,  I  would  do  anything,"  she  cried.  '^  I 
mli  do  anything — but- 

She  could  not  finish;  her  sight  failed  her; 

her  heart  seemed  crushed ;  her  head  swam ;  the 

colour  left  her  lips ;  and  she  fell  prone  at  her 

father's  feet,  without  one  effort  to  save  herself. 

Sir  Bobert  Groyland's  first  proceeding  was,  to 
raise  her  and  lay  her  on  the  sofii ;  but  before  he 

called  any  one,  he  gazed  at  her  a  moment  or  two 

in  silence.  *'  She  has  fainted,"  he  said.  "  Poor 

child ! — ^Poor  girl !"  But  then  came  another 

thought :  "  She  said  she  would  do  anything," 
he  murmured ;  "  her  words  were,  *  I  will.'— It  is 

surely  a  consent." 
He  forgot — ^he  heeded  not — ^he  would  not 

heed,  that  she  had  added,  "  But   " 

"  Yes,  it  was  a  consent,"  he  repeated ;  "  it 
must  have  been  a  consent.    I  will  hasten  to 
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tell  him.  If  we  can  but  gain  a  few  days,  it  is 

something.  Who  can  say  what  a  few  days  may 

bring?  At  all  events,  it  is  a  relief. — ^It  will 

obtain  the  delay  she  wished — I  will  tell  him. — It 

must  have  been  a  consent;"  and  calling  the 

servants  and  Edith's  own  maid,  to  attend  upon 
her,  he  hastened  out  of  the  house,  fearful  of 

waiting  till  her  senses  returned,  lest  other  words 

should  snatch  from  him  the  interpretation  he 

ohose  to  put  upon  those  which  had  gone  before. 

In  an  instant,  however,  he  returned,  went  into  the 

library,  and  wrote  down  on  a  scrap  of  paper : — 

"  Thanks,  dearest  Edith ! — thanks !  I  go  in 
haste  to  tell  Mr.  Badford  the  promise  you  have 

given." Then  hurrying  out  again,  he  put  the  paper, 

which  he  had  folded  up,  into  the  hands  of  the 

groom,  who  held  his  horse.  '*  That  for  Miss 

Groyland,"  he  said,  **  when  she  has  quite  re- 

covered ;  but  not  before ;"  and,  mounting  with 
speed,  he  rode  away  as  fast  as  he  could  go. 

END   OF  VOL.    II. 
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THE    SMUGGLER 

CHAPTER   I. 

It  was  two  o'clock  when  Sir  Bobert  Croyland 
left  his  daughter;  and  Edith,  with  the  aid  of 
her  maid,  soon  recovered  from  the  swoon  into 

which  she  had  fallen.  At  first  she  hardly 

knew  where  she  was,  or  what  had  taken  place. 

All  seemed  strange  to  her;  for  she  had  never 

fainted  before ;  and  though  she  had  more  than 
once  seen  her  sister  in  the  state  in  which  she 

herself  had  just  been,  yet  she  did  not  apply  what 

she  had  witnessed  in  others  to  explain  her  own 
sensations. 

When  she  could  rise  from  the  sofa,  where 

her  father  had  laid  her,  and  thought  and  recol- 

lection returned,  Edith's  first  inquirj-  was  for 
Sir  Bobert;   and  the  servant's  answer  that  he 

VOL.   lU.  B 
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had  been  gone  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  was  at  first  a 

relief.  But  Edith  sat  and  pondered  for  a  while, 

applying  herself  to  call  to  mind  all  the  last  words 

which  had  been  spoken.  As  she  did  so,  a  fear 

came  over  her — a  fear  that  her  meaning  might 

have  been  mistaken.  "  No !"  she  murmured, 

at  length — "  no !  I  said,  but — ^he  must  have 
heard  it. — I  cannot  break  those  vows — I  dare  not; 

I  would  do  anything  to  save  him-— oh,  yes,  doom 

myself  to  wretchedness  for  life ;  but  I  cannot^ 

unless  Henry  gives  me  back  my  promise. — ^Poor 
Henry !  what  right  have  I  to  make  him  suffer 

too  ? — ^Yet  does  he  suffer  ? — ^But  a£either  s  life — 

a  father's  life  I  That  must  not  be  the  sacrifice ! — 

Leave  me,  Caroline — I  am  better  now!'*  she 

continued  aloud ;  ''  it  is  very  foolish  to  faint  ia 

this  way.     It  never  happened  to  me  before." 
'*  Oh  dear.  Miss  Edith !  it  happens  to  every 

one  now  and  then,"  said  the  maid^  who  had 

been  in  her  se):vice  long ;  ''  and  I  am  sure  all 

Sir  Robert  said  to  you  to-day,  was  enough  to 

make  you." 
'*  Good  heaven  !'*  cried  Edith;  in  alarm, '*  did 

you  hear?" 
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'<I  could  not  help  hearing  a  part,  Miss 

Edith/'  answered  the  maid ;  "  for  in  th^t  little 
room,  where  I  sit  to  be  out  of  the  way  of  all  the 

black  fellows,  one  hears  very  plain  what  is  said 

here.  There  was  once  a  door,  I  belieye,  and  it 

is  only  just  covered  over." 
For  a  moment,  Edith  sat  mute  in  consterna- 

tion ;  but  at  length  demanded,  "  What  did  you 

hear  ?  Tell  me  all,  Caroline — every  word,  if  you 

would  ever  have  me  regard  you  more.*' 

"  Oh,  it  was  not  much,  Miss !"  replied  the 

maid ;  "  I  heard  Sir  Bobert  twice  say,  his  life 

depended  on  it — and  I  suppose  he  meant^  on 

your  marrying  young  Mr.  Radford.  Then  he 

seemed  to  tell  you  a  long  story ;  but  I  did  not 

hear  the  whole  of  that ;  for  I  did  not  try,  I  can 

assure  you,  Miss  Edith ;  and  then  I  heard  you 

say,  *  To  save  you,  my  &ther,  I  would  do  any- 

thing— ^I  wUl  do  anything,  but — '  and  then  you 
stopped  in  the  middle,  because  I  suppose  you 

JEiinted.*' Edith  put  her  hands  before  her  eyes  and 

thonghty  or  tried  to  think ;  for  her  ideas  were  still 

in  sad  confusion.     "  Leave  me  now«  Caroline/' 
b2 
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she  said ;  *'  but,  remember,  I  expect  that  no  port « 

of  any  conversation  yon  have  overheard  between 

me  and  my  father,  "mil  ever  be  repeated." 

**  Oh  dear,  no.  Miss  Edith,"  repUed  the  wo- 

man, ''  I  would  not  on  any  account ;"  and  she 
left  the  room. 

We  all  know  of  what  value  are  ordinary  pro- 
mises of  secrecy,  even  in  the  best  society,  as  it  is 

called.  Nine  times  out  of  ten,  there  is  one  dear 

friend  to  whom  everything  is  revealed ;  and  that 
dear  friend  has  others ;  and  at  each  remove,  the 

bond  of  secrecy  is  weaker  and  more  weak,  till 
the  whole  world  is  made  a  hearer  of  the  tale. 

Now  Edith's  maid  was  a  very  discreet  person ; 
and  when  she  promised  not  to  reveal  what  she 

had  heard,  she  only  proposed  to  herself,  to  tell 

it  to  one  person  in  the  world.  Nor  was  that 

person  her  lover,  or  her  friend,  or  her  fellow- 
servant;  nor  was  she  moved  by  the  spirit  of 

gossip,  but  really  and  truly  by  a  love  for  her 

young  lady,  which  was  great,  and  by  a  desire  to 

serve  her.  Thus,  she  thought,  as  soon  as  she 

had  shut  the  door,  ''I  will  tell  it  to  Miss 

Zara,   though;    for  it  is  but  right  that  she 
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should  know  how  they  axe  driving  her  sister  to 

marry  a  man  she  hates,  as  well  she  may.  Miss 

Zara  is  active  and  quick,  and  may  find  some 

means  of  helping  her." 
The  maid  had  not  been  gone  a  minute,  when 

she  returned  with  the  short  note  which  Sir  Bobert 

Croyland  had  left ;  and  as  she  handed  it  to  her 

young  mistress,  she  watched  her  countenance 

eagerly.  But  Edith  took  it,  read  it,  and  gazed 

oipon  the  paper  without  a  word. 

'^  Pray,  Miss  Edith,"  said  the  maid,  '^  are  you 
likely  to  want  me  soon ;  for  I  wish  to  go  up  to 

the  village  for  something  ?" 
"  No,  Caroline — no,"  answered  Edith,  with  an 

absent  air ;  ''I  shall  not  want  you ;"  and  she  re- 
mained standing  with  the  paper  in  her  hand, 

and  her  eyes  fixed  upon  it. 

The  powers  by  which  volition  acts  upon  the 

mind,  and  in  what  volition  really  consists,  are 

mysteries  which  have  never  yet,  that  I  have 

seen,  been  explained.  Tet  certain  it  is,  that 

there  is  something  within  us  which,  when  the 

intellectual  faculties  seem,  under  the  pressure  of 

circumstances,  to  lose  their  functions,  can  by  a 
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great  effort  compel  them  to  retom  to  their  datj, 

rally  them,  and  array  them,  as  it  were,  agaiiiat 

the  enemy  by  whom  they  have  been  rooted. 

Edith  Croyland  made  the  effort,  and  sucoeeded. 

She  had  been  taken  by  surprise,  and  orezcome  ; 
but  now  she  collected  all  the  forces  of  her  mind, 

and  prepared  to  fight  the  battle  OTer  again.  In 

a  few  minutes,  she  became  calm,  and  applied  her- 
self to  consider  fully  her  own  situattpn.  There 

were  filial  duty  and  tenderness  on  one  side — ^lore 

and  a  strong  tow  on  the  other.  *'  He  has  gone 

to  tell  Mr.  Badford  that  I  have  consented,"  was. 

her  first  distinct  thought,  **  but  his  baring  mis- 
taken me,  must  not  make  me  giyo  that  consent 

when  it  is  wrong.  Were  it  myself  alone,  I  would 

sacrifice  all  for  him — ^I  could  but  die — a  few  hours 

of  misery  are  not  much  to  bear — ^I  have  borne 

many.  But  I  am  bound — Good  God !  what  an 
aUematiyer  « 

But  I  will  not  follow  her  thoughts :  they  can 

easily  be  conceiTed.  She  was  left  alone,  with 
no  one  to  counsel,  with  no  one  to  aid  her. 

The  fatal  secret  she  possessed  was  a  bar  to  ask- 

ing adrioe  firom  any  one.    Buried  in  her  own 
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boaom,  the  causes  of  her  conduct,  the  motiTes 

upon  which  she  acted,  must  ever  be  secret,  what- 
ever coarse  she  pursued.  Agony  was  on  either 

hand.  She  had  to  choose  between  two  terrible 

alternatives :  on  the  one  hand  a  breach  of  all  her 

engagements,  a  few  years,  a  few  weeks,  perhaps, 

of  misery,  and  an  early  death — ^for  such  she  knew 
most  be  her  &te :  and,  on  the  other,  a  life,  with 

lore  certainly  to  cheer  it,  bat  poisoned  by  tho 
remembrance  that  she  had  sacrificed  her  fiither. 

Tet  Edith  now  thought  firmly,  weighed,  consi- 
dered all. 

She  could  come  to  no  determination.  Between 

two  such  golfs,  she  ̂ rank  trembling  from  either. 

The  clock  in  the  hall,  with  its  clear,  sharp  bell, 

Btraok  three ;  and  the  moment  after,  the  quick 

sound  of  horses'  feet  was  heard.  *'  Can  it  be 

my  &ther  ?"  she  thought.  **  No !  he  has  not  had 
time — ^unless  he  Bas  doubted ;"  but  while  she 
asked  herself  the  question,  the  horses  stopped 

at  the  door,  the  bell  rang;  and  she  went  on 

to  say  to  herself,  "  perhaps  it  is  Zara.  That 
would  be  a  comfort  indeed,  though  I  cannot  tell 

her — ^I  must  not  tell  her  all." 
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The  old  Hindoo  opened  the  door,  saying 

''Missy,  a  gentleman  want  to  see  you — ^rery 

fine  gentleman." 
Edith  could  not  speak;  but  she  bowed  her 

head,  and  the  servant^  receiving  that  token  as 
assent,  turned  to  some  one  behind  him  and 

«dd,  "  Walk  in,  sir/' 
For  a  moment  or  two,  Edith  did  not  raise  her 

eyes,  and  her  lips  moved.  She  heard  a  step 
in  the  room,  that  made  her  heart  flutter ;  she 

heard  the  door  shut;  but  yet  for  an  instant 
she  remained  with  her  head  bent,  and  her  hands 

dasped  together.  Then  she  looked  up.  Stand- 
ing before  her,  and  gazing  intently  upon  her, 

was  a  tall  handsome  man,  dressed  in  the  splen- 
^d  uniform  of  the  dragoons  of  that  time,  and 

with  a  star  upon  his  left  breast — a  decoration 
worn  by  persons  who  had  the  right  to  do  so,  more 

frequently  in  those  days  than  at  the  present 

time.  But  it  was  to  the  £BM>e  that  Edith  s  eyes 

were  turned — ^to  the  countenance  well  known  and 

jdeeply  loved.  Changed  though  it  was — ^grave 
where  it  had  been  gay,  pale  where  it  had  been 

florid,  sterner  in  the  lines,  once  so  full  of  gentle 



THE  SMUGGLER.  9 

youth-— Still  all  the  features  were  there,  and  the 

expression  too^  though  saddened,  was  the  same. 

He  gazed  on  her  with  a  look  full  of  tender- 

ness and  IcTve;  and  their  eyes  met  On  both  of 

them  the  feelings  of  other  years  seemed  to  rush 

with  OTerpowering  force.  The  interval  which  had 

since. occurred,  for  a  moment,  was  annihilated; 

the  heart  went  back  with  the  rapid  wing  of 

Memory,  to  the  hours  of  joy  that  were  gone ;  and 

JLeyton  opened  wide  his  arms,  exclaiming, 

"  Edith !  Edith !" 
She  could  not  resist.    She  had  no  power  to 

struggle.    Love,  stronger  than  herself,  was  mas- 

ter; and,  starting  up,  she  cast  herself  upon  his' 
bosom,  and  there  wept. 

'^  Dear,  dear  girl !"  he  said,  '^  then  you  love 

me  still, — ^then  Digby's  assurance  is  true — then 
you  have  not  forgotten  poor  Harry  Leyton — 
then  his  preserving  hope,  his  long  endurance, 

his  unwavering  love,  his  efforts,  his  success, 

have  not  been  all  in  vain ! — ^Dear,  dear  Edith ! 

This  hour  repays  me  for  all — for  alL  Dangers 
and  adversities,  and  wounds,  and  anguish  of  body 

and  of  mind,  and  sleepless  nights,  and  days  of 
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bitter  thougfat — ^I  woald  endure  them  all.  All  ? 

— By,  tenfold  all — ^for  this  one  hour !"  and  h^ 
pressed  her  closer  and  closer  to  his  heart 

''  Nay,  Harry — ^nay,"  cried  Edith,  still  clinging 
to  him ;  **  bat  hear  me,  hear  me— or  if  yoa 
speak  such  words  of  tenderness,  you  will  break 

my  heart,  or  drive  me  mad." 

"  Good  heaven !"  exclaimed  Leyton,  unclasp- 
ing his  arms,  *'  what  is  it  that  you  say  ?  Edith — 

my  Edith — ^my  own,  my  vowed,  my  bride !  But 

now,  you  seemed  to  share  the  joy  you  gave, — ^to 

love,  as  you  are  loved ;  and  now   " 

"  I  do  love  you — oh !  I  do  love  you !"  cried 

*  Edith,  vehemently ;  "  add  not  a  doubt  of  that  to 
all  I  suffer.  Ever,  ever  have  I  loved  you,  with* 
out  change,  without  thought  of  change.  But 

yet — ^but  yet— .  I  may  have  iancied  Ihat  you  have 

forgotten  me — I  may  have  thought  it  strange 

that  you  did  not  write — ^that  my  letters  remained 
unanswered ;  but  still  I  loved,  still  I  have  been 

true  to  you.*' 
**  I  did  write,  my  Edith.  I  received  no  letters,*' 

said  Leyton,  sadly ;  "  we  have  both  been 

wronged,  my  dear  girl.    My  letters  were  re- 
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turned  in  a  cover  directed  in  your  own  hand : 

but  that  trick  I  understand — ^that  I  see  through. 

Oh,  do  not  let  any  one  deceive  you  again,  be- 

loved girl !  You  have  been  my  chief— I  might 
say  my  only  thought ;  for  the  memory  of  you 

has  mingled  with  every  other  idea,  and  made 

the  whole  your  own«  In  the  camp  and  in  the 

field,  I  have  endured  and  fought  for  Edith ;,  in 

the  council  and  in  the  court,  I  have  struggled  and 

striven  for  her;  she  has  been  the  end  and  object 

of  every  effort,  the  ruUng  power  of  my  whole 

mind.  And  now,  Edith — ^now  your  soldier  has 
returned  to  you.  He  has  won  every  step  towards 

the  crowning  reward  of  his  endeavours ;  he  has 

risen  to  competence,  to  command,  to  some 

honour  in  the  service  of  his  country ;  and  he  can 

proudly  say  to  her  he  loves.  Cast  from  you  the 

fortune  for  which  men  dared  to  think  I  sought 

you — come  to  your  lover,  come  to  your  husband, 
as  dowerless  as  he  was  when  they  parted  us ; 
and  let  all  the  world  see  and  know,  that  it  was 

your  love,  not  your  wealth,  I  coveted — ^this  dear 
hand,  that  dear  heart,  not  base  gold,  that  I 

desired.   Oh,  Edith,  in  Heaven's  name,  cast  me 
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not  now  headlong  down  £rom  the  height  of 

hope  and  joy  to  which  you  have  raised  me,  for 

fear  a  heart  and  spirit^  too  long  depressed,  should 

never  find  strength  to  rise  again.'* 
Edith  staggered  back  and  sank  down  upon 

the  sofa,  covering  her  eyes,  and  only  murmur- 

ing— "  I  do  love  you,  Harry,  beyond  hfe  itself. — 

Oh,  that  I  were  dead ! — oh,  that  I  were  dead !" 

There  was  a  terrible  struggle  in  Henry  Ley  ton's 
bosom.  He  could  not  understand  the  agitation 

that  he  witnessed ;  had  it  borne  anything  like 

the  character  of  joy,  even  of  surprise,  all  would 

have  been  clear ;  but  it  was  evidently  very  dif- 
ferent. It  was  joy  overborne  by  sorrow.  It  was 

evidently  a  struggle  of  love  with  some  influence, 

perhaps  not  stronger,  yet  terrible  in  its  effect 

He  was  a  man  of  quick  decision  and  strong 

resolution — qualities  not  always  combined ;  and 
he  overcame  himself  in  a  moment.  He  saw 

that  he  was  loved — ^still  deeply,  truly  loved; 
and  that  was  a  great  point.  He  saw  that  Edith 

was  grieved  to  the  soul — ^he  saw  that  he  himself 

could  not  feel  more  intensely  the  anguish  she  in- 
flicted than  she  did,  that  she  was  wringing  her 
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own  heart  while  she  was  wringing  his,  and  felt 

a  double  pang ;  and  that  was  a  strong  motive 
for  calmness,  if  not  for  fortitude.  Her  last 

words,  "I  wish  I  were  dead!"  restored  him 
fully  to  himself;  and  following  her  to  the  sofa» 

he  seated  himself  beside  her,  gently  took  her 

hand  in  his,  and  pressed  his  lips  upon  it. 

"  Edith,"  he  said — "  my  own  dear  Edith,  let 
us  be  calm !  Thank  you,  my  beloved,  for  one 

moment  of  happiness,  the  first  I  have  known 

for  years ;  and  now  let  us  talk,  as  quietly  as  may 

be,  of  anything  that  may  have  arisen  which 

should  justly  cause  Henry  Leyton's  return  to 
make  Edith  Croyland  wish  herself  dead.  Tour 

uncle  will  not  be  long  ere  he  arrives ;  I  left  him 

on  the  road ;  and  it  is  by  his  full  consent  that  I 

am  here." 
"  Oh  no,  Harry — no  !"  said  Edith,  turning  at 

first  to  his  comment  on  her  words,  *'  it  is  not 
your  return  that  makes  me  wish  myself  dead ; 

but  it  is,  that  circumstances — dark  and  terrible 

circmnstances — ^which  were  only  made  known  to 
me  an  hour  before  your  arrival,  have  turned  all 

the  joy,  the  pure,  the  almost  unmixed  joy,  that 



14  THE   SMUOOLBB. 

I  should  hare  felt  at  seeing  you  again>  into  a 

well  of  bitterness.  It  is  that  I  cannot,  that  I 

dare  not  explain  to  you  those  circumstances — 

that  you  will  think  me  wrong,  unkind — ^fidde, 

perhaps, — ^perhaps  even  mad,  in  whatsoever  way 

I  may  act/' 
''But  surely  you  can  say  something,  dear 

Edith/'  said  her  lover;  "you  can  give  some 
hint  of  the  cause  of  all  I  see.  You  tell  me  in 

one  breath  that  you  love  me  still,  yet  wish  you 

were  dead ;  and  show  evidently  that  my  coming 

has  been  painful  to  you." 
**  No,  no,  Harry,"  she  answered,  mournfully, 

*'  do  not  say  so.  Painful  to  me  ?— oh,  no !  It 
would  be  the  purest  joy  that  ever  I  yet  knew, 

were  it  not  that — ^But  why  did  you  not  come 
earlier,  Harry  ?  Why,  when  your  horse  stood 

upon  that  hill,  did  you  not  turn  his  head  hither  ? 

Would  that  you  had,  would  that  you  had !  My 

&te  would  have  been  already  decided.  Now  it 

is  all  clouds  and  darkness.  I  knew  you  in* 
stantly.  I  could  see  no  feature ;  I  could  but 

trace  a  figure  on  horseback,  wrapped  in  a  large 
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cloak ;  but  the  instinct  of  love  told  me  who  it 

was.     Oh  i  why  did  you  not  come  then  ?" 
"  Because  it  would  have  been  dishonest, 

Edith,"  answered  Leyton,  gravely.  ''  Your 
uncle  had  been  my  father  s  friend,  my  uncle  s 

friend.  In  a  kindly  manner  he  invited  me 

here  some  time  ago,  as  a  perfect  stranger,  under 

the  name  of  Captain  Osborn.  You  were  not  here 

then ;  and  I  thought  I  could  not  in  honour  come 

under  his  roof,  when  I  found  you  were  here, 

without  telling  him  who  I  really  was.  He  ap- 
pointed this  day  to  meet  me  at  Woodchurch  at 

two ;  and  I  dared  not  venture,  after  all  that  has 

passed  between  your  family  and  mine,  to  seek 

you  in  his  dwelling,  ere  I  had  seen  and  ex* 
plained  myself  to  him.  I  knew  you  were  here : 

I  gazed  up  at  these  windows  with  a  yearning 

of  the  heart  that  nearly  overcame  my  resolu* 

tion   " 

'*  I  saw  you  gaze,  Harry,"  answered  Edith ; 
**  and  I  say  stiU,  would  that  you  had  come. — 

Yet  you  were  right — ^It  might  have  saved  me 

much  misery ;  but  you  were  right  '  And  now 
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listen  to  the  fate  that  is  before  me  —  to  the 

choice  I  haTe  to  make,  as  far  as  I  can  explain 

it — and  yet  what  words  can  I  use  ? — ^But  it  must 

be  done.  I  must  not  leave  anything  unper- 
formed, that  can  prevent  poor  Edith  Groyland 

from  becoming  an  object  of  hatred  and  con- 

tempt in  Henry  Leyton's  eyes.  Little  as  I  can 

do  to  defend  myself,  I  must  do  it." 
She  paused,  gazed  up  on  high  for  a  moment, 

and  then  laid  her  hand  upon  his. 

"  Henry,  I  do  love  you,"  she  said.  "  Nay, 
more,  I  am  yours,  plighted  to  you  by  bonds  I 

cannot  and  I  dare  not  break — vows,  I  mean, 

the  most  solemn,  as  well  as  the  ties  of  long 

affection.  Yet,  if  I  wed  you,  I  am  miserable 

for  hfe.  Self-reproach,  eternal  self-reproach — 

the  most  terrible  of  all  things — ^to  which  no 
other  mental  or  corporeal  pain  can  ever  reach, 

would  prey  upon  my  heart  for  ever,  and  bear 

me  down  into  the  grave.  Peace — ^rest,  I  should 
have  none.  A  voice  would  be  for  ever  howling 

in  my  ear  a  name  that  would  poison  sleep,  and 

make  each  waking  moment  an  hour  of  agony. 

I  can  tell   you  no  more  on  this  side  of  the 
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question;  but  so  it  is.  It  seems  fated  that  I 

should  bring  misery  one  way  or  another  upon 

him  who  is  dearest  to  me." 

*'  I  cannot  comprehend/'  exclaimed  Leyton, 
in  surprise.  "  Your  father  has  heard,  I  suppose, 
that  I  am  here,  and  has  menaced  you  with  his 

curse." 
'*  Oh,  no !"  answered  Edith ;  "  fiur  from  it 

He  was  here  but  now ;  he  spoke  of  you,  Henry, 

as  you  deserve.  He  told  me  how  he  had  loved 

joa  and  esteemed  you  in  your  young  days; 

how,  though  angry  at  first  at  our  rash  engage- 
ment, he  would  have  consented  in  the  end; 

but — there  was  a  fatal  '  but,'  Henry — an  impe- 
diment not  to  be  surmounted.  I  must  not  tell 

you  what  it  is — I  cannot,  I  dare  not  explain. 
But  listen  to  what  he  said  besides.  You 

have  heard  one  part  of  the  choice;  hear  the 

other :  it  is  to  wed  a  man  whom  I  abhor — despise 

— contemn — ^whose  very  look  is  fearftd  to  me ; 
to  ask  you  to  give  me  back  the  vows  I  plighted> 

in  order — ^in  order,"  and  she  spoke  very  low, 
"  that  I  may  sacrifice  myself  for  my  father,  that 
I  may  linger  out  a  few  weeks  of  wretchedness, 

VOL.  III.  c 
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and  then  sink  into  the  grave,  which  is  now  my 

only  hope." 
''  And  do  you  ask  me,  Edilih  ?"  inquired  Ley- 

ton,  in  a  sad  and  solemn  tone — "  do  you,  Edith 
Croyland,  really  and  truly  ask  me  to  give  you 

back  those  tows  ?  Speak,  beloved — speak ;  for 

my  heart  is  well  nigh  bursting." 
He  paused,  and  she  was  silent ;  covering  her 

eyes  with  her  hands,  while  her  bosom  heaved, 

as  if  she  were  struggling  for  breath'.  "  No,  no, 
no,  Harry  I"  she  cried,  at  length,  as  if  the  effort 
were  vain, ''  I  cannot,  I  cannot !  Oh,  Harry, 

Harry !  I  wish  that  I  were  dead !"  and,  casting 
her  arms  round  his  neck,  she  wept  upon  his 

breast  again. 

Henry  Leyton  drew  her  closer  to  him  with 

his  left  arm  round  her  waist ;  but  pressed  his 

right  hand  on  his  brow,  and  gazed  on  vacancy. 

Both  remained  without  speaking  for  a  time; 

but  at  length  he  said,  in  a  voice  more  calm 

than  might  have  been  expected,  "  Let  us  con* 
aider  this  matter,  Edith.  You  have  been  teni* 

fied  by  some  means ;  a  tale  has  been  told  you, 

which  has  agitated  and  alarmed  you,  which  has 
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overoome  your  resolution,  that  now  has  endured 

more  than  six  years,  and  doubtless  that  tale  has 

been  well  devised. — ^Are  you  sure  that  it  is  true? 

—Forgive  this  doubt  in  regard  to  one  who  is 
near  and  dear  to  you ;  but  when  such  deceits 

have  been  practised,  as  those  which  we  know  have 

been  used  to  delude  us,  I  must  be  suspicious. — 

Are  you  sure  that  it  is  true,  I  say  ? 

*^  Too  true,  too  true  !*'  answered  Edith,  shaking 
her  head,  mournfully — "that  tale  explains  all, 
too, — even  those  deceits  you  mention.  No,  no,  it 

is  but  too  true— -it  could  not  be  feigned — besides, 
I  remember  so  many  things,  all  tending  to  the 

same.    It  is  true — ^I  cannot  doubt  it." 
Sir  Henry  Leyton  paused,  and  twice  began 

to  speak,  but  twice  stopped,  as  if  the  words  he 

was  about  to  utter,  cost  him  a  terrible  struggle 

to  speak.  At  length  he  said,  "  And  the  man, 

Edith — ^the  man  they  wish  you  to  marry — 

who  is  he  ?" 

"  Ever  the  same,"  answered  Edith,  bending 
down  her  head,  and  her  cheek,  which  had  been 

as  pale  as  death,  glowing  like  crimson — "  the 

same,  Biohard  Badford." c2 
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'*  What !  a  felon !"  exclaimed  Leyton,  turning 
round,  mth  his  brows  bent;  "a  felon,  after 
whom  my  soldiers  and  the  officers  of  justice  are 

now  hunting  through  the  country  !  Sir  Robert 

Croyland  must  be  mad !  But  I  tell  you,  Edith, 
that  man  shall  never  stand  within  a  church 

again,  till  it  be  the  chapel  of  the  gaol.  Let  him 

make  his  peace  with  Heaven;  for  if  he  be 

caught — and  caught  he  shall  be — there  is  no 
mercy  for  him  on  earth.  But  surely  there  must 
be  some  mistake.  You  cannot  have  understood 

your  father  rightly,  or  he  cannot  know   " 

«*0h!  yes,  yes!"  replied  Edith;  "he  knows 
all ;  and  it  is  the  same.  Ay,  and  within  four 

days,  too — that  he  may  take  me  with  him  in 

his  flight." 
"  Ere  four  days  be  over,"  answered  her  lover, 

sternly,  "  he  shall  no  more  think  of  bridals." 

"  And  what  will  become  of  my  father,  then !" 
said  Edith,  gazing  steadily  down  upon  the 

ground.  "  It  is  I — I  that  shall  have  done  it. 

Alas,  alas !  which  way  shall  I  turn?" 
There  was  something  more  than  sorrow  in 

her  countenance;  there  was  anguish — almost 
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agony ;  and  Sir  Henry  Leyton  was  much  moved* 

*'  Turn  to  me^  Edith/'  he  said ;  *'  turn  to  him 
who  loves  you  better  than  life ;  and  there  is  no 

sacrifice  that  he  will  not  make  for  you,  but  his 

honour.  Tell  me,  have  you  made  any  promise  ? 

—have  you  given  your  father  your  consent  ?" 

"  No,"  answered  Edith,  eagerly ;  •*  no,  I  have 
not.  He  took  my  words  as  consent,  though  ere 

they  were  half  finished,  the  horror  and  pain  of 
all  I  heard  overcame  me,  and  I  fainted.  But  I 

did  not  consent,  Harry — I  could  not  consent^ 

without  your  permission. — Oh,  Harry,  aid  and 

support  me !" 
"  Listen  to  me,  my  beloved,"  repUed  Leyton ; 

"  wealth,  got  by  any  means,  is  this  man's  object. 
I  gather  from  what  you  say,  that  your  father  has 

some  cause  to  dread  him — give  up  to  him  this 

much-coveted  fortune — ^let  him  take  it — ay,  and 

share  Henry  Leyton's  little  wealth.  I  desire 

nothing  but  yourself." 

"  Alas,  Henry,  it  is  all  in  vain ! "  answered  Edith; 
I  have  oflfered  it — ^I  knew  your  noble,  generous 
heart.  I  knew  that  wealth  would  make  no  dif« 

ference  to  him  I  loved,  and  ofiered  to  resign 
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everything.  My  father,  even  before  he  came 

hither,  offered  him  my  sister — offered  to  make 
her  the  sacrifice,  as  she  is  bound  by  no  promises, 

and  to  give  her  an  equal  portion  ;  but  it  was 

all  refused." 

**  Then  there  is  some  other  object,"  said  her 
lover;  '^some  object  that  may,  perhaps,  tend 
even  to  more  misery  than  you  dream  of,  Edith. 

Believe  me,  my  beloved-— oh !  believe  me,  did  I 

but  see  how  I  could  deliver  you — ^were  I  sure 

that  any  act  of  mine  would  give  you  peace,  no 

sacrifice  on  my  part  would  seem  too  great.  At 

present,  however,  I  see  nothing  clearly — all  is 
darkness  and  shadow  around.  I  know  not,  that 

if  I  give  you  back  your  promise,  and  firee  you 

from  your  vow,  that  I  shall  not  be  contributing  to 

make  you  wretched.  How,  Iben,  am  I  to  act  ? 

You  are  sure,  dear  one,  that  you  have  not  con* 

sented  ?" 
"  Quite  sure,"  answered  Edith ;  **  and  it  so 

happened,  that  there  was  one  who  heard  my 

words  as  well  as  my  &ther.  He,  indeed,  took 

them  as  consent,  and  hurried  away  to  Mr.  Bad^ 
ford,  without  giving  me  time  to  recover  and  say 
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more.    Bead  that,  Harry/'  and  she  put  tihe  note 
her  fiUher  had  left  into  his  hands. 

**  It  is  fortunate  you  were  heard  by  another/' 

replied  Leyton.  ''Hark!  there  is  your  uncle's 
carriage  coming. — ^Four  days^  did  he  say — ^four 
days  ?  Well^  then^  dear  Edith,  will  you  trust  in 

me  ?  Will  you  leave  your  fate  in  the  hands  of 

one  who  will  do  anything  on  earth  for  your  hap- 

piness ? — ^and  will  you  never  doubt,  though  you 

may  be  kept  in  suspense,  that  I  will  so  act  as  to 

deliver  you,  if  I  can,  without  bringing  ruin  on 

your  father." 
*'  It  is  worse  than  ruin,"  answered  Edith,  with 

the  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks — ^'  it  is  death. 

But  I  will  trust  to  you,  Henry — ^I  will  trust  im- 

plicitly.   But  tell  me  how  to  act — ^tell  me  what 

I  am  to  do." 
*^  Leave  this  matter  as  it  is,"  answered  her 

lover,  hearing  Mr.  Groyland's  carriage  stop  at 
the  door ; — "  your  father   has    snatched  too 
eagerly  at  your  words.    Perhaps  he  has  done 

so  to  gain  time ;  but,  at  all  events,  the  fault 

is  his,   not  yours.    If  he  speaks  to  you  on 

the  subject,  you  must  tell  the  truth,  and  say  you 
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did  not  consent;  but  in  everything  else  be 

passive — ^let  him  do  with  you  what  he  wiU — 
take  you  to  the  altar,  if  he  so  pleases ;  but  there 

must  be  the  final  struggle,  Edith.  There  you 

must  boldly  and  aloud  refuse  to  wed  a  man  you 

cannot  love.  There  let  the  memory  of  your 

vows  to  me  be  ever  present  with  you.  It  may 

seem  cruel ;  but  I  exact  it  for  your  own  sake. 
In  the  meantime,  take  means  to  let  me  know 

everything  that  happens,  be  it  small  or  great — 
cast  off  all  reserve  towards  Digby ;  tell  him  all, 

everything  that  takes  place ;  tell  your  sister,  too» 

or  any  one  who  can  bear  me  the  tidings.  I  shall 

be  nearer  than  you  think." 
"  Oh,  Heaven,  how  will  this  end !"  cried  Edith, 

putting  her  hand  in  his — "  God  help  me,  Harry- 

—God  help  me !" 

"  He  will,  dear  girl,"  answered  Leyton — "  I 
feel  sure  he  will.  But  remember  what  I  have 

said.  Fail  not  to  tell  Digby,  or  Zara,  or  any 

one  who  can  bear  the  tidings  to  me,  everything 

that  occurs,  every  word  that  is  spoken,  every 

step  that  is  taken.    Think  nothing  too  trifling. 
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But  there  is  your  uncle's  voice  in  the  passage. 
Oan  you  not  inform  him  of  that  which  you  think 

yourself  bound  not  to  tell  me?  I  mean  the 

particulars  of  your  &ther's  situation." 

"  No ;  oh  no !"  replied  Edith—"  I  dare  tell 
no  one,  especially  not  my  uncle.  Though  kind, 

and  generous,  and  benevolent,  yet  he  is  hasty, 

and  he  might  ruin  all.  Dared  I  tell  any  one  on 

eartb,  Henry,  it  would  be  you ;  and  if  I  loved  you 

before — oh,  how  I  must  love  you  now,  when  in- 
stead of  the  anger,  or  even  heat,  which  I  expected 

you  to  display,  you  have  shown  yourself  ready 

to  sacrifice  all  for  one  who  is  hardly  worthy 

of  you." Leyton  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  and  replied, 

*'  Beal  love  is  unselfish,  Edith.  I  tell  you, 
dearest,  that  I  die  if  I  lose  you ;  yet,  Edith 

Croyland  shall  never  do  what  is  wrong  for 

Henry  Leyton's  sake.  If  in  the  past  we  did 
conmiit  an  error,  if  I  should  not  have  engaged 

you  by  vows  without  your  parent's  consent-— 
though  God  knows  that  error  has  been  bitterly 

visited  on  my  head  I — ^I  am  stiU  ready  to  make 
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atonement  to  the  best  of  my  power;  but  I 

will  not  consent  that  you  should  be  causelessly 

made  miserable^  or  sacrifice  yourself  and  me, 

without  benefit  to  any  one.  Trust  to  me>  Edith-— 

trust  to  me." 

"  I  will,  I  will !"  answered  Edith  Groyland ; 
«<  who  can  I  trust  to  else  ?" 

Mr.  Groyland  was  considerate ;  and  knowing 

that  Sir  Henry  Leyton  was  with  his  niece — ^for 

his  young  Mend  had  passed  him  on  the  road — 
he  paused  for  a  moment  in  the  vestibule,  giving 

various  orders  and  directions,  in  order  to  afford 

them  a  few  minutes  more  of  private  conversation. 

When  he  went  in,  he  was  surprised  to  find 

Edith's  fiuse  full  of  deep  grief^  and  her  eyes  wet 
with  tears,  and  still  more  when  Leyton,  after 

kissing  her  &it  cheek,  advanced  towards  him, 

saying, ''  I  must  go,  my  dear  Mend,  nor  can  I 

accept  your  kind  invitation  to  stay  here  to-night. 
But  I  am  about  to  show  myself  ahold  man,  and 

ask  you  to  give  me  almost  the  privilege  of  a  son 

—-that  is,  of  ooming  and  going,  for  the  four  or 

five  next  days,  at  my  own  will,  and  withoitf 

question." 
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"What's  aU  this?— whafs  aU  this?"  cried 

Mr.  Croyland ;  **  a  loveis'  quarrel  ?  — ^Ha, 

Edith  ?  Ha,  Harry  ?" 
'*  Oh,  no,"  answered  Edith,  giving  her  unole 

her  hand ;  "  there  never  can  be  a  quarrel  be- 

tween me  and  Henry  Leyton." 
"  Well,  then,  what  is  it  all  ?"  exclaimed  Mr. 

Croyland,  turning  from  one  to  the  other. 

"Mystery — ^mystery!  I  hate  mystery,  Harry 
Leyton. — ^However,  you  shall  have  your  privi- 

lege; the  doors  shall  be  open.  Come — go — * 
do  what  you  like.  But  if  you  are  not  a  great  fool, 

you  will  order  over  a  post-chaise  and  four  this 
very  night,  put  her  in,  and  be  off  for  Gretna 

Green.  I'll  give  you  my  parental  benedic-^ 

tion." 
''  I  am  afiaid,  my  dear  sir,"  answered  Leyton, 

"  that  cannot  be.  Edith  has  told  me  various 

things  since  I  saw  her,  which  require  to  be 

dealt  with  in  a  different  way.  I  trust,  that  in 

whatever  I  do,  my  conduct  will  be  such  as  to 

give  you  satisfaction ;  and  whether  the  result  be 
fortunate  or  otherwise,  I  shall  never,  till  the  last 

hour  of  life>  forget  the  kindness  you  have  shown 
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me.    And  now,  my  dear  sir,  adieu  for  the  pre- 

sent, for  I  have  much  to  do  this  night." 

Thus  saying,  he  shook  the  old  gentleman's 
hand,  and  departed  with  a  heavy  heart  and 

anxious  mind.  During  his  onward  ride,  his  heart 

did  not  become  hghter ;  his  mind  was  only  more 

burdened  with  cares.  As  long  aa  he  was  in 

Edith's  presence,  he  had  borne  up  and  struggled 
against  all  that  he  felt ;  for  he  saw  that  she  was 

already  overwhelmed  with  grief,  and  he  feared  to 

add  to  it;  but  now  his  thoughts  were  all  confu- 

sion. With  incomplete  information — ^in  circum- 
stances the  most  difficult — anxious  to  save  her  he 

loved,  even  at  any  sacrifice  on  his  own  part,  yet 

seeing  no  distinct  means  of  acting  in  any  direc* 

tion  without  danger  to  her — ^he  looked  around 
him  in  vain  for  any  resource ;  or,  if  he  formed 

a  plan  one  moment,  he  rejected  it  the  next  He 

knew  Edith's  perfect  truth,  he  knew  the  quiet 
firmness  and  power  of  her  mind  too  well  to 
doubt  one  tittle  of  that  which  she  had  stated ;  and 

though  at  first  sight  he  thought  the  proofs  ha 

possessed  of  Mr.  Badford's  participation  in  the 
late  smuggUng  transaction  were  quite  sufficient 
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to  justify  that  person's  immediate  arrest,  and  pro* 
posed  that  it  should  take  place  immediately^  yet 

the  next  moment  he  recollected  what  might  be 

the  result  to  Six  Bobert  Groyland,  and  hesitated 

how  to  act.  Then^  again,  he  turned  his  eyes  to 
the  circumstances  in  which  Edith  s  father  was 

placed,  and  asked  himself^  what  could  be  the 

mystery  which  so  terribly  overshadowed  him  ? 
Edith  had  said  that  his  life  was  at  stake ;  and 

Leyton  tortured  his  imagination  in  vain  to  find 

some  explanation  of  such  a  fact. 

"  Can  he  have  been  deceiving  her  ?"  he  asked 
himself  more  than  once.  But  then,  again,  he 

answered,  '* No,  it  must  be  true!  He  can  have 
no  ordinary  motive  in  urging  her  to  such  a 

step ;  his  whole  character,  his  whole  views  are 

against  it.  Haughty  and  ostentatious,  there 

must  be  some  overpowering  cause  to  make  him 

seek  to  wed  his  daughter  to  a  low  ruffian — the 
son  of  an  upstart,  who  owed  his  former  wealth 

to  fraud,  and  who  is  now,  if  all  tales  be  true, 

nearly  bankrupt, — to  wed  Edith,  a  being  of 
grace,  of  beauty,  and  of  excellence,  to  a  villain 

like  this — a  felon  and  a  fugitive— and  to  send 
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her  forth  into  the  ̂ de  worlds  to  share  the 

irandeiings  of  a  man  she  hates !  The  love  of 

life  mast  be  a  strange  thing  in  some  men.  One 

would  have  thought  that  a  thousand  lives  were 

nothing  to  such  a  sacrifice.  Tet,  the  tale  must 

be  true ;  this  old  man  must  have  Sir  Robert's  life 
in  his  power.  But  how — ^how  ?  that  is  the  ques- 

tion. Perhaps  Digby  can  discover  something. 

At  all  events,  I  must  see  him  without  delay." 
In  such  thoughts.  Sir  Henry  Leyton  rode  on 

&8t  to  Woodchuroh,  accomplishing  in  twenty 

minutes  that  which  took  good  Mr.  Croyland, 

with  his  pampered  horses,  more  than  an  hour 

to  perform ;  and  springing  from  his  charger  at 

the  door  of  the  inn,  he  was  preparing  to  go  up 

and  write  to  Sir  Edward  Digby,  when  Captain 

Irby,  on  the  one  hand,  and  his  own  servant  on 

the  other,  applied  for  attention. 

'^  Mr.  Warde  is  up  stairs,  sir,"  said  the 
servant ;  ''  he  has  been  waiting  about  half  an 

hour." But  Leyton  turned  to  the  officer,  asking, 

«  What  is  it,  Captain  Irby  ?" 
''  Two  or  three  of  the  men,  sir,  who  have 
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been  taken/'  replied  Captain  Irby,  *^  have  ex- 
pressed a  mah  to  make  a  statement  One  of 

them  is  badly  wounded,  too;  but  I  did  not 

know  how  to  act  till  you  anived,  as  we  had  no 

magistrate  here." 

"  Was  it  quite  voluntary  ?"  demanded  the 
young  officer;  ''no  inducements  held  out-*na 

questions  asked  ?" 

"  Quite  voluntary,  sir/'  answered  the  other. 
"  They  sent  to  ask  for  you ;  and  when  I  went,  in 
your  absence,  they  told  me  what  it  was  they 

desired ;  but  I  refused  to  take  the  deposition 

till  you  arrived,  for  fear  of  getting  myself  into  a 

scrape." 
"  It  must  be  taken,"  replied  the  colonel. 

"  Of  whatever  value  it  may  be  judged  hereafter, 
we  must  not  refuse  it  when  offered.  I  will 

come  to  them  in  a  moment,  Irby ;"  and  enter- 
ing the  house,  but  without  going  up  stairs,  he 

wrote  a  few  lines,  in  the  bar,  to  Sir  Edward 

Digby,  requesting  to  see  him  without  delay. 

Then,  calling  his  servant,  he  said,  "  Tell  Mr. 
Warde  I  wiU  be  with  him  in  afew  minutes ;  after 

which,  mount  yourself,  and  carry  this  note  over 
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to  Harboorae  House,  to  Sir  Edward  Digby. 
Give  it  into  his  own  hand ;  bat  remember,  it  is 

my  wish  that  yon  should  not  mention  my  name 

there  at  all.    Do  you  know  the  place  ?" 

"  Tes^  sir/'  replied  the  man ;  and,  leaving 
him  to  fulfil  his  errand,  the  colonel  returned  to 

the  door  of  the  house,  to  accompany  Captain 
Irby. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

We  mast  now  return  for  a  time  to  Harbourne 

House^  where^  after  Sir  Robert  Croyland's  de- 
parture, his  guest  had  endeavoured  in  vain^  dur- 

ing the  whole  morning,  to  obtain  a  few  minutes' 

private  conversation  with  the  baronet's  youngest 
daughter.  Now,  it  was  not  in  the  least  degree, 

that  Mrs.  Barbara's  notions  of  propriety  inter- 
fered to  prevent  the  two  young  people  from 

being  alone  together ;  for,  on  the  contrary,  Mrs. 

Barbara  was  a  very  lenient  and  gentle-minded 
person,  and  thought  it  quite  right  that  any  two 

human  beings  who  were  likely  to  fall  in  love 

with  each  other,  should  have  every  opportunity 

of  doing  so,  to  their  hearts'  content.  But  it  so 
happened,  from  a  sort  of  fatality  which  hung 

VOL.  in.  D 
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over  all  her  plans,  that  whenever  she  interfered 

^th  anything,-which.  indeed,  she  always  did, 
with  everything  she  could  lay  her  hands  upon^ 

— the  result  was  sure  to  be  directly  the  contrary 
to  that  which  she  intended.  It  might  be,  indeed, 

that  she  did  not  always  manage  matters  quite 

judiciously,  that  she  acted  without  considering 

all  the  circumstances  of  the  case;  and  un- 

doubtedly it  would  have  been  quite  as  well  if  she 
had  not  acted  at  all  when  she  was  not  asked. 

In  the  present  instance,  when:  she  had  re- 

mained in  the  drawing-room  with  her  niece 
and  Sir  Edward,  for  near  half  an  hour  after 

her  brother  had  departed,  it  just  struck  her 

that  they  might  wish  to  be  alone  together ; 

for  she  had  made  up  her  mind  by  this  time, 

that  the  young  officer's  visit  was  to  end  in  a 
love  affidr ;  and,  as  the  very  best  means  of  ac- 

complishing the  desired  object,  instead  of  going 

to  speak  with  the  housekeeper,  or  to  give  orders 

to  the  dairy-maid,  or  to  talk  to  the  steward, 

— as  any  other  prudent,  respectable,  and  well- 

arranged  aunt  would  have  done — she  said  to  her 
niece,  as  if  a  sudden  thought  had  occurred  to 
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her,  "  I  don't  tMnk  Sir  Edward  Digby  has  ever 
seen  the  library.  Zara,  my  dear,  yon  had  better 

show  it  to  him.  There  are  some  very  curions 

books  there,  and  the  manuscript  in  vellum,  with 

all  the  kings'  heads  painted." 
Zara  felt  that  it  was  rather  a  coarse  piece  of 

work  which  her  aunt  had  just  turned  out  of  hand ; 

and  being  a  little  too  much  susceptible  of  ridi- 
cule, she  did  not  like  to  have  anything  to  do 

with  it,  although,  to  say  the  truth,  she  was  very 
anxious  herself  for  the  few  minutes  that  Mrs. 

Barbara  was  inclined  to  give  her. 

''  Oh,  I  dare  say,  my  dear  aunt,"  she  replied, 
''Sir  Edward  Digby  does  not  care  anything 

about  old  books! — ^I  don't  believe  they  have 

been  opened  for  these  fifty  years." 

"  The  greater  the  treasure,  Miss  Croyland," 
answered  the  young  officer;  ''I  can  assure  you 
nothing  delights  me  more  than  an  old  Hbrary ; 

so  I  think  I  shall  go  and  find  it  out  myself,  if 

you  are  not  disposed  to  show  it  to  me." 
Zara  Croyland  remembered,  with  a  smile,  that 

Sir  Edward  Digby  had  met  with  no  great  dif- 
ficulty in  finding  it  out  for  himself  on  a  previous 

D  2 
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occasion.    She  rose,  however^  with  her  colour 

a  little  heightened;  for  his  inyitation  was  a 

very   palpable  one,   and  she   did   not    know 

what  conclusions  her  aunt  might  be  pleased 

to  draw,  or  to  insinuate  to  others;  and,  lead- 

ing the  way  towards  the  library,  she  opened 

the  door,  expecting  to  find  the  room  unten- 

anted.   There,  however,  before  her  eyes,  stand- 

ing opposite  to  a  book-case,  with  a  large  folia 

volume  of  divinity  in  his  hand,  stood  the  clergy- 

man of  the  parish ;   and  he  instantly  turned 

round  his  head,  with  spectacles  on  nose,  and  ad* 

vanced  to  pay  his  respects  to  Miss  Groyland  and 

Sir  Edward  Digby.    Now,  the  clergyman  was  a 

very  worthy  man ;  but  he  had  one  of  those  pecu- 

liarities, which,  if  peculiarities  were  systemati- 

cally classed,  would  be  referred  to  the  -bore 

genus.    He  was  frequently  imaware  of  when 

people  had  had  enough  of  him ;  and  consequently 

on  the  present  occasion — after  he  had  informed 

Zara,  that  finding  that  her  £Either  was  out,  he 

had  taken  the  liberty  of  walking  into  the  library 

to  look  at  a  book  he  wanted — ^he  put  back  that 

book,  and  attacked  Sir  Edward  Digby,   totis 
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viiibus,  upon  the  state  of  the  \7eather,  the  state 

of  the  coantry,  and  the  state  of  the  smugglers. 

The  later  topic^  as  it  was  the  predominant  one 

in  every  man's  mind  at  that  moment,  and  in  that 
part  of  the  country,  occupied  him  rather  longer 

than  a  sermon,  though  his  parishioners  occasion- 

aUy  thought  his  aermons  quite  sufficiently  exten- 

sive  for  any  sleep-resisting  powers  of  the  human 
frame  to  withstand ;  and  then,  when  Sir  Edward 

and  Zara,  forgetting,  in  the  interest  which  they 

seemed  to  take  in  his  discourse,  that  they  had 

come  into  the  library  to  look  at  the  books,  walked 

out  upon  the  terrace,  he  walked  out  with  them ; 

and  as  they  turned  up  and  down,  he  turned 

up  and  down  also,  for  full  an  hour. 

Zara  could  almost  have  cried  in^the  end ;  but, 

as  out  of  the  basest  reftise  of  our  stable-yards, 

\grow  the  finest  flowers  of  our  gardens,  so  good  is 

ever  springing  up  from  evil ;  and  in  the  end  the 

worthy  clergyman  gave  his  two  companions  the 

first  distinct  account  which  they  had  received  of 

the  dispersion  of  Mr.  Radford's  band  of  smug- 
glers, and  of  the  eager  pursuit  of  young  Badford 

which  was  taking  place  throughout  the  country. 
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Thus  passed  the  moniing,  mih  one  event  or 

other  of  little  consequence,  presenting  obstacles 

to  any  free  communication  between  two  people, 

who  were  almost  as  desirous  of  some  private 

conversation  as  if  they  had  been  lovers. 

A  little  before  three  o'clock,  however,  Zaia 
Groyland  who  had  been  looking  out  of  the 

window,  suddenly  quitted  the  drawing-room; 
and  Sir  Edward  Digby,  who  maintained  his  po6t» 

was  left  to  entertain  Mrs.  Barbara,  which  he  did 

to  the  best  of  his  abilities.  He  was  still  in  full 

career,  a  little  enjoying,  to  say  sooth,  some  of 

the  good  lady's  minor  absurdities,  when  Zara 
re*entered  the  room  with  a  quick  step,  and  a 
somewhat  eager  look.  Her  fair  cheek  was 

-flushed  too ;  and  her  face  had  in  it  that  sort  of 
determined  expression  which  often  betrays  that 

there  has  been  a  struggle  in  the  mind,  as  to 

some  step  about  to  be  taken,  and  that  victory  has 
not  been  achieved  without  an  effort. 

''  Sir  Edwajrd  Digby,"  she  said,  in  a  clear  and 
distinct  tone,  "  I  want  to  speak  with  you  for  a 

few  moments,  if  you  please." 
Mrs.  Barbara  looked  shocked,  and  internally 
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wondered  that  Zora  could  not  have  made  some 

little  excuse  for  engaging  Sir  Edward  in  private 
conversation. 

'*  She  might  have  asked  him  to  go  and  see  a 
flower,  or  offered  to  play  him  a  tune  on  the 

harpsichord,  or  taken  him  to  look  at  the  dove- 

cot, or  anything,"  thought  Mrs.  Barbara. 
The  young  officer,  however,  instantly  started 

up,  and  accompanied  his  fair  inviter  towards  the 

library,  to  which  she  led  the  way  with  a  hurried 

and  eager  step. 

^^  Let  us  come  in  here  1"  she  said,  opening  the 
door ;  but  the  moment  she  was  within,  she  sank 

into  a  chair  and  clasped  her  hands  together. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  shut  the  door,  and  then 

advanced  towards  her,  a  good  deal  surprised  and 

somewhat  alarmed  by  the  agitation  he  saw  her 

display.  She  did  not  speak  for  a  moment,  as  if 

completely  overpowered,  and  feeling  for  her 

more  deeply  than  he  himself  knew,  her  com- 
panion took  her  hand  and  tried  to  soothe  her, 

saying,  ''Be  cahn — ^be  calm,  my  dear  Miss 
Croyland !  You  know  you  can  trust  in  me,  and 

if  I  can  aid  you  in  any  way,  command  me." 
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"  I  know  not  what  to  do,  or  what  to  say/' 
cried  Zara ;  **  but  I  am  sure.  Sir  Edward,  you 
will  find  excuses  for  me ;  and  therefore  I  will 

make  none — ^though  I  may  perhaps  seem  some- 
what bold  in  dealing  thus  with  one  whom  I  have 

only  known  a  few  days." 
"There  are  circumstances  which  sometimes 

make  a  few  days  equal  to  many  years,"  replied 
Sir  Edward  Digby.     '*  It  is  so,  my  dear  young 
lady,  with  you  and  I.  Therefore,  without  fear 

or  hesitation,  tell  me  what  it  is  that  agitates 

you,  and  how  I  can  serve  you.  I  am  not  fond 

of  making  professions ;  but  if  it  be  in  human 

power,  it  shall  be  done." 
"  I  know  not,  whether  it  can  he  done  or  not»" 

said  Zara ;  ''  but  if  not,  there  is  nothing  but 
ruin  and  desolation  for  two  people,  whom  we 

both  love.  You  saw  my  fEtther  set  out  this 

morning.  Did  you  remark  the  course  he  took  7 

It  was  over  to  my  uncle's,  for  I  watched  him 
from  the  window.  He  passed  back  again  some 

time  ago,  but  then  struck  off  towards  Mr. 

Badford's.    All  that  made  me  uneasy ;  but  just 
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now^  I  saw  Edith's  maid  coming  up  towards  the 
house ;  and  eager  for  tidings,  I  hurried  away. — 

Grood  Heavens,  what  tidings  she  has  borne  me  !" 

**  They  must  be  evil  ones,  I  see,"  answered 
Digby;  ̂ ^  but  I  trust  not  such  as  to  preclude  all 
chance  of  remedying  what  may  have  gone 

wrong.  When  two  or  three  people  act  together 

zealously,  dear  lady,  there  are  very  few  things 

they  cannot  accomplish." 

**  Yes,  but  how  to  explain !"  exclaimed  Zara  ;^ 
<<  yet  I  must  be  short ;  for  otherwise  my  aunt 

will  be  in  upon  us.  Now,  Sir  Edward  Digby," 
she  continued,  after  thinking  for  a  moment,  "  I 

know  you  are  a  man  of  honour — ^I  am  sure  you 
are ;  and  I  ask  you  to  pledge  me  that  honour, 

that  you  will  never  reveal  to  any  one  what  I  am 

going  to  tell  you ;  for  I  know  not  whether  I  am 

about  to  do  right  or  wrong — ^whether,  in  trying 
to  save  one,  I  may  not  be  bringing  down  ruin 

upon  others.    Do  you  give  me  your  honour?" 

'' Most  assuredly!"  answered  her  companion. 
'*I  will  never  repeat  a  word  that  you  say,  im- 

less  with  your  permission,  on  my  honour !" 

"  Well,  then,"  replied  Zara,  in  a  faint  voice. 
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''Mr.  Badford  has  my  father's  life  in 
power.  How,  I  know  not — ^how,  I  cannot  tell. 

Bat  so  it  is ;  and  such  are  the  tidings  that  Caro- 

line has  just  brought  us.  Mr.  Badford's  con- 
ference with  him  this  morning  was  not  for 

nothing.  Immediately  after,  he  went  over  to 

Edith ;  he  told  her  some  tale  which  the  girl  did 

not  distinctly  hear ;  but,  it  seems,  some  paper 

which  Mr.  Badford  possesses  was  Sfpoken  of,  and 

the  sum  of  the  whole  matter  was,  that  my  poor, 
sweet  sister  was  told,  if  she  did  not  consent,  within 

four  days,  to  marry  that  hateful  young  man,  she 

would  sacrifice  her  fitther's  life.  He  left  her 

feinting,  and  has  ridden  over  to  bear  her  con- 

sent to  Mr.  Badford." 

''  But,  did  she  consent  ?"  exclaimed  Sir 
Edward  Digby,  in  surprise  and  consternation — 

"  Did  she  really  yield  ?" 
"  No — ^nb !"  answered  Zara,  "  she  did  not ! 

The  girl  said  she  heard  her  words,  and  they 

were  not  in  truth  a  consent.  But  my  father  chose 
to  take  them  as  such,  and  left  her  ewen  before 

she  recovered." 
I  have  already  shown  the  effect  of  the  same 
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accoant  upon  Sir  Henry  Leyton,  ̂ th  all  the 

questions  which  it  suggested  to  his  mind ;  and 

the  impression  produced  upon  his  friend,  as  a 
man  of  sense  and  a  man  of  the  world,  were  so 

similar,  that  it  may  be  needless  to  give  any 
detailed  statement  of  his  first  observations  or 

inquiries.  Zara  soon  satisfied  him,  however, 

that  the  tale  her  fietther  had  told,  was  not  a  mere 

device  to  frighten  Edith  into  a  compliance  with 

his  wishes ;  and  then  came  the  question,  What 
was  to  be  done  ? 

**  It  is,  in  truth,  a  most  painful  situation  in 

which  your  sister  is  placed,"  said  Digby,  after 
some  consideration ;  '^  but  think  you  that  this 
man,  this  Badford,  cannot  be  bought  off?  Money 

must  be  to  him — ^if  he  be  as  totally  mined  as 

people  say — ^the  first  consideration ;  and  I  know 
Leyton  so  well,  that  I  can  venture  to  promise 

nothing  of  that  kind  shaU  stand  in  the  way,  if 

we  can  but  free  your  sister  from  the  terrible 

choice  put  before  her." 
Zara  shook  her  head  sadly,  saying,  "No; 

that  hope  is  vain ! — The  girl  tells  me,*'  she  added, 
with  a  faint  smile,  which  was  qaickly  succeeded 
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by  a  blush,  "  that  she  heard  my  fietther  say, 
he  had  offered  me — ^poor  me !  to  Bichard  Bad- 
ford,  with  the  same  fortune  as  Edith,  but  had 

been  refused." 

"  And  would  you  have  consented  ?"  demanded 
Sir  Edward  Digby,  in  a  more  eager  tone  than 

he  had  yet  used. 

"  Nay/'  replied  Zaia,  "  that  has  nought  to 
do  with  the  present  question.  Suffice  it,  that 

this  proves  that  gold  is  not  his  only  object" 

"  Nay,  but  answer  me,"  persevered  her  com- 
panion ;  "  would  you  have  consented  ?  It  may 

have  much  to  do  with  the  question  yet"  He 
fixed  his  eyes  gravely  upon  her  face,  and  took 

the  fair,  small  hand,  that  lay  upon  the  arm  of 

the  chair,  in  his. — ^It  was  something  very  like 
making  love,  and  Zara  felt  a  strange  sensation  at 

her  heart;  but  she  turned  away  her  face,  and 

answered,  with  a  very  pale  cheek,  "I  would  die 
for  my  father.  Sir  Edward;  but  I  could  not  wed 

Bichard  Badford." 
Sir  Edward  raised  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and 

pressed  them  on  it  "  I  thought  so !"  he  said — 
*'  I  thought  so  I    And  now,  heart,  and  mind. 

I 
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and  hand,  and  spirit,  to  save  your  sister,  Zara ! 

I  have  hunted  many  a  fox  in  my  day,  and  I 

don't  think  the  old  one  of  Badford  Hall  will 

escape  me.  The  greatest  difficulty  is^  not  to  com- 
promise  your  father  in  any  way ;  but  that  shall  be 

cared  for,  too,  to  the  very  best  of  my  power,  be 

assured.  Henceforth,  dear  lady,  away  with  all 
reserve  between  us.  While  I  am  in  this  house, 

it  will  be  absolutely  necessary  for  you  to  com- 
municate with  me  freely,  and  probably  very 

often.  Have  no  hesitation;  have  no  scruple  as 

to  hour,  or  manner,  or  means.  Trust  to  my 

honour  as  you  have  trusted  this  day ;  and  you 

shall  never  find  it  fail  you.  I  will  enter  into 

such  explanations  with  my  servant,  Somers,  in 

regard  to  poor  Leyton,  as  will  make  him  think 

it  nothing  strange,  if  you  send  him  for  me  at 

any  time.  He  is  as  discreet  as  a  privy  coun- 

cillor ;  and  you  must,  therefore,  have  no  hesi- 

tation." 
"  I  will  not,"  answered  Zara ;  "  for  I  would 

do  anything  to  save  my  sister  from  such  a  fate ; 

and  I  do  beheve  you  will  not  think — you  will 

not  imagine   " 
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She  paused  in  some  confusion ;  and  Sir  Ed- 

ward Digbj  answered,  with  a,  smile — but  a 

kindly  and  a  gentlemanly  one,  *'  Let  my 
imagination  do  as  it  will,  Zara.  Depend  upon 

it,  it  shaU  do  you  no  wrong ;  and  believe  me 

when  I  say,  that  I  can  hardly  feel  so  much  pain 

at  these  circumstances  as  I  otherwise  mighty 

since  they  bring  me  into  such  near  and  frequent 

conununication  with  you.'* 
"  Hush,  hush !"  she  answered,  somewhat 

gravely ;  "  I  can  think  of  nothing  now  but  my 
poor  sister ;  and  you  must  not,  Sir  Edward,  by 

one  compliment,  or  fine  speech — ^nay,  nor  by  one 

kind  speech  either,"  she  added,  laying  her  hand 
upon  his  aim,  and  looking  up  in  his  fiice,  with  a 

glowing  cheek — ''  for  I  know  you  mean  it  as  kind 

«— you  must  not,  indeed,  throw  any  embarrass- 
ment over  an  intercourse,  which  is  necessary  at 

present,  and  which  is  my  only  hope  and  resource, 

in  the  circumstances  in  which  we  are  placed. 

So  now  tell  me  what  you  are  going  to  do ;  for 

you  seemed,  but  now,  as  if  you  were  about  to 

set  out  somewhere." 
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<'  I  am  going  to  Woodchurch  instantly/'  re- 

plied Digby.  "  Sir  Henry  Leyton  must  be  there 

still   " 

"  Sir  Henry  Leyton !"  exclaimed  Zara ;  "  then 

he  has,  indeed,  been  a  suocessfdl  campaigner." 

"  Most  saccessfiil,  and  most  deservedly  so," 
answered  his  friend.  "  No  man  but  Wolfe  won 

more  renown ;  and  if  he  can  but  gain  this  battle, 

Leyton  will  have  all  that  he  desires  on  earth. 

But  I  will  not  stay  here*  skirmishing  on  the 

flanks,  dear  lady,  while  the  main  body  is  en- 
gaged. I  will  ride  over  as  fiist  as  possible,  see 

Leyton,  consult  with  him,  and  be  back,  if  pos- 

sible, by  dinner  time.  If  not,  you  must  tell  your 

fftther  not  to  wait  for  me,  as  I  was  suddenly 

called  away  on  business." 
"  But  how  shall  I  know  the  result  of  your  ex- 

pedition ?"  demanded  Zara ;  **  we  shall  be  sur- 

rounded, I  fear,  by  watohfid  eyes." 
"  We  must  trust  to  fortune  and  our  own  efforts 

to  afford  us  some  means  of  communication," 

repUed  Digby.    "  But  remember,  dearest  lady, 
that  for  this  great  object,  you  have  promised  to 
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oast  away  all  reserve.  For  the  time^  at  least, 

you  must  look  upon  Edward  Digby  as  a  brother, 

and  treat  him  as  such." 

"  That  I  will !"  answered  the  fair  girl,  heartily ; 
and  Digby,  leaving  her  to  explain  their  conduct 

to  her  aunt  as  she  best  might,  ordered  his  horse, 

and  rode  away  towards  Woodchurch,  in  haste. 

Pulling  in  his  rein  at  the  door  of  the  little 

inn,  he  inquired  which  was  Sir  HenJ7  Leyton's 
room,  and  was  directed  up  stairs ;  but  on  open- 

ing the  door  of  the  chamber  which  had  been 

pointed  out,  he  found  no  one  in  it,  but  the  some- 

what strange-looking  old  man,  whom  we  have^ 
once  before  seen  with  Leyton,  at  Hythe. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Warde,  you  here !"  exclaimed  Sir^ 
Edward  Digby.  "  Leyton  told  me  you  were  in 
England.  But  where  is  he  ?.  I  have  business  of 

some  importance  to  talk  with  him  upon ;"  and 

as  he  spoke,  he  shook  the  old  man's  hand 
warmly. 

*'I  know  you  have,"  answered  Mr.  Warde, 
gazing  upon  him — "  at  least,  I  can  guess  that 
such  is  the  case. — So  have  I ;  and  doubtless  the 

subject  is  the  same." 
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"Nay,  I  should  think  not,"  replied  Digby; 
"  mine  refers  only  to  private  affairs." 

The  old  man  smiled ;  and  that  sharp-featured, 
rude  countenance  assumed  an  expression  of 

indescribable  sweetness  :  "  Mine  is  the  same/' 

he  said.  "  You  come  to  speak  of  Edith  Croy- 

land — so  do  I." 

''  Indeed  I"  cried  his  companion,  a  good  deal 
surprised ;  "  you  are  a  strange  being,  Mr. 
Warde.  You  seem  to  learn  men  s  secrets, 

•whether  they  will  or  not." 

''  There  is  nothing  strange  on  earth,  but  man's 

blindness,"  answered  the  other ;  "  everything  is 
so  simple,  when  once  explained,  that  its  sim- 

plicity remains  the  only  marvel. — But  here  he 
comes.  Let  me  converse  with  him  first.  Then, 

when  he  is  aware  of  all  that  I  know,  you  shall 

have  my  absence,  or  my  presence^  as  it  suits 

you." 
While  he  was  speaking,  the  voice  of  Henry 

Leyton  was  heard  below,  and  then  his  step  upon 

the  stairs ;  and,  before  Digby  could  answer,  he 

was  in  the  room.  His  face  was  grave,  but  not 

80  cloudy  as  it  had  been  when  he  returned  to 
VOL.  III.  E 
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Woodchuroh,  half-an-hour  before.  He  welcomed 

Mr.  Warde  frankly,  and  cordially ;  but  turned 

immediately  to  Sir  Edward  Digby,  saying,  "  Yoa 
have  been  quick  indeed,  Digby.  I  could  not 

have  conceived  that  my  letter  had  reached 

you." 
"  I  got  no  letter,"  answered  Digby ;  "  perhaps 

it  missed  me  on  the  way ;  for,  the  corn  being 

down,  I  came  straight  across  the  country." 
'*  It  matters  not — ^it  matters  not,"  answered 

Leyton ;  "  so  you  are  here — ^that  is  enough.  I 
have  much  to  say  to  you,  and  that  of  immediate 

importance." 
"  I  know  it  already,"  answered  Digby.  "  But 

here  is  our  good  friend,  Warde,  who  seems  to  have 

something  to  say  to  you  on  the  same  subject" 
Sir  Henry  Leyton  turned  towards  the  old 

man  with  some  surprise.  **  I  think  Digby  must 

be  mistaken,"  he  said^ "  for  though,  I  am  aware, 
from  what  you  told  me  some  litde  time  ago,  that 

you  have  been  in  this  part  of  the  country  before, 

yet  it  must  have  been  long  ago,  and  you  can  knorw 

nothing  of  the  events  which  have  affected  myself 

since." 
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The  old  man  smiled,  and  shook  his  head.  *'  I 

know  more  than  you  imagine/'  he  answered. 
'''  It  is,  indeed,  long  since  first  I  was  in  this  land ; 
but  not  so  long  since  I  was  here  last ;  and  all  its 

people  and  its  things,  its  woods,  its  villages,  its 

hills,  are  as  fisimiliar  to  me — ay,  more  so  than  to 

you.  Of  yourself,  Leyton,  and  your  fate,  I  also 

know  much — ^I  might  say  I  know  all ;  for  cer- 
tainly I  know  more  than  you  do,  can  do  more 

than  you  are  able  to  do,  will  do  more  than  you  can. 

To  show  you  what  I  know ;  I  will  give  you  a  brief 

summary  of  your  own  history — at  least,  that  part 
of  it,  of  which  you  think  I  know  nothing. 

Young,  eager,  and  impatient,  you  were  thrown 

constantly  into  the  society  of  one,  good,  beauti- 

ful, gentle,  and  true.  You  had  much  encourage- 

ment &om  those  who  should  not  have  given  it,  un- 
less they  had  the  intention  of  continuing  it  to  the 

end.  You  loved,  and  were  beloved ;  and  then,  in 

the  impatience  of  your  boyish  ardour,  you  bound 

Edith  Groyland  to  yourself,  without  her  parent's 
knowledge  and  consent,  by  vows  which,  what- 

ever human  laws  may  say,  are  indissoluble  by 
E  2 
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the  law  of  Heaven ;  and  therein  you  did  wrong. 

It  was  a  great  error. — ^Do  I  say  right  ?" 

"  It  was,  indeed,"  answered  Sir  Henry  Ley- 
ton,  casting  down  his  eyes  sternly  on  the  ground 

— "  it  was,  indeed." 

"  More — ^I  will  tell  you  more,"  continued  Mr. 

Warde ;  "  you  have  bitterly  repented  it,  and  bit- 

terly suffered  for  it.   You  are  suffering  even  now." 

"  Not  for  it,"  replied  the  young  officer — 
"  not  for  it.  My  sufferings  are  not  consequences 

of  my  fault." 
"  You  are  wrong,"  answered  the  old  man ; 

*^  wrong,  as  you  will  find.  But  I  will  go  on,  and 
tell  you  what  you  have  done  this  day.  Those 

who  have  behaved  ill  to  you  have  been  punished 

likewise ;  and  their  punishment  i^  working  itself 

out,  but  sweeping  you  in  within  its  vortex.  You 

have  been  over  to  see  Edith  Groyland.  She  has 

told  you  her  tale.  You  have  met  in  love,  and 

parted  in  sorrow. — ^Is  it  not  so  ?  And  now  you 

know  not  which  way  to  turn  for  deliverance." 

"  It  is  so,  indeed,  my  good  friend,"  said 

Leyton,  sadly ;  "  but  how  you  have  discovered 

all  this,  I  cannot  divine." 



THE   SMUGGLER.  53 

"  That  has  nought  to  do  with  the  subject," 
answered  Warde.  "  Now  tell  me,  Leyton,  tell 
me — and  remember  you  are  dearer  to  me  than 

you  know — are  you  prepared  to  make  atone- 
ment for  your  fault  ?  The  only  atonement  in 

your  power — to  give  back  to  Edith  the  vows  she 
plighted,  to  leave  her  free  to  act  as  she  may 

judge  best.  I  have  marked  you  well,  as  you 

know,  for  years.  I  have  seen  you  tried  as  few 

men,  perhaps,  are  tried;  and  you  have  come 

out  pure  and  honest.  The  last  trial  is  now 

arrived ;  and  I  ask  you  here,  before  your  friend^ 

.your  worldly  friend,  if  you  are  ready  to  act 

honestly  still,  and  to  annul  engagements  that 

you  had  no  right  to  contract  ?" 

"  I  am,"  answered  Sir  Henry  Leyton ;  "  I  am, 

if   " 
"Ay,  if!  There  is  ever  an  'if*  when  men 

would  serve  their  own  purposes  against  their 

conscience,'*  said  Mr.  Warde,  sternly. 

"Nay,  but  hear  me,  my  good  friend,"  replied 
the  young  officer.  "  I  have  every  respect  for 
you.  Your  whole  character  commands  it  and 

deserves  it,  as  wei  as  your  profession ;  but,  at  the 



54  THE   8BCU0GLER. 

same  time,  though  I  may  think  fit  to  answer  yon 

candidly,  in  matters  where  I  would  reject  any 

other  man's  interference,  yet  I  must  shape  my 
answer  as  I  think  proper,  and  rule  my  conduct 

according  to  my  own  views.  You  must,  there- 
fore, hear  me  out.  I  say  that  I  am  ready  to 

give  hack  to  Edith  Croyland  the  vows  she 

plighted  me,  to  set  her  free  from  all  engage- 
ments, to  leave  her,  as  far  as  possible,  as  if  she 

had  never  known  Henry  Leyton,  whatever  pang 

it  may  cost  me — tf  it  can  be  proved  to  me  that 

by  so  doing  I  have  not  given  her  up  to  misery, 

as  well  as  myself.  My  own  wretchedness  I  can 

bear — ^I  have  borne  it  long,  cheered  by  one 

little  ray  of  hope.  I  can  bear  it  still,  even 

though  that  light  go  out;  but  to  know  that  by 

any  act  of  mine — ^however  seemingly  generous, 

or,  as  you  term  it,  honest — I  had  yielded  her  up 
to  a  life  of  anguish,  that  I  could  not  bear.  Show 
me  that  this  will  not  be  the  case ;  and,  as  I  have 

said  before,  I  am  ready  to  make  the  sacrifice,  if 

it  cost  me  life.  Nay,  more :  I  returned  hither 

prepared,  if  at  the  last,  and  with  every  efibrt  to 
avert  it,  I  found  that  circumstances  of  which  I 
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know  not  the  extent,  rendered  the  keeping  of  her 

TOWS  to  me  more  terrible  in  its  consequences  than 

her  union  with  another,  however  hateful  he  may 

be, — ^I  came  hither  prepared,  I  say,  in  such  a 

case,  to  set  her  free ;  and  I  will  do  it !" 
The  old  man  took  both  his  hands,  and 

gazed  on  him  with  a  look  of  glad  satisfaction. 

"  Honest  to  the  last,"  he  said — '*  honest  to  the 
last !  The  resolution  to  do  this,  is  as  good  as 

the  deed ;  for  I  know  you  are  not  one  to  fail 

where  you  have  resolved. — ^But  those  who  might 
exact  the  sacrifice  are  not  worthy  of  it.  Your 

willingness  has  made  the  atonement,  Leyton ; 

and  I  will  deliver  you  from  your  difficulty." 
'*  Yon,  Mr.  Warde  I"  exclaimed  Sir  Edward 

I^igby ;  *'  I  cannot  suppose  that  you  really  have 
the  power ;  or,  perhaps,  after  all,  you  do  not 

know  the  whole  circumstances." 

"  Hush,  hush,  young  man !"  answered  Warde, 
with  a  wave  of  the  hand ;  "  I  know  all,  I  see 

all,  where  you  know  little  or  nothing.  You 

are  a  good  youth,  as  the  world  goes — ^better  than 
most  of  your  bad  class  and  station ;  but  these 

matters  are  above  you.    Listen  to  me,  Leyton. 
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Did  not  Edith  tell  you  that  her  father  had 

worked  upon  her,  by  fears  for  his  safety— for  his 

honour — for  his  life,  perhaps  ?" 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Leyton,  eagerly, 
and  with  a  ray  of  hope  beginning  to  break  upon 

him.     "  Was  the  tale  not  true,  then  ?" 

*'  I  guessed  so,"  answered  the  old  man.  "  I 
was  sure  that  would  be  the  course  at  last 

Nevertheless,  the  tale  he  told  was  true— too 

true.  It  was  forced  from  him  by  circumstances. 

Yet,  I  have  said  I  will  deliver  you  from  your 

difficulty ;  and  I  will.  Pursue  your  own  course; 

as  you  have  commenced,  go  on  to  the  end.  I 

ask  you  not  now  to  give  Edith  back  her  pro- 
mises. Nay,  I  tell  you,  that  her  misery,  her 

wretchedness — ^ay,  tenfold  more  than  any  you 

could  suffer — ^would  be  the  consequence,  if  you 
did  so.  Let  her  go  on  firmly  in  her  truth  to  the 

last;  but  tell  her,  that  deliverance  will  come. 

Now  I  leave  you;  but,  be  under  no  doubt 

Your  course  is  clear ;  do  all  you  can  by  your 

own  efforts  to  save  her ;  but  it  is  I  who  must 

deUver  her  in  the  end." 
Without  any  further  farewell,  he  turned  and 
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left  the  room ;  and  Sir  Henry  Leyton  and  liis 

£riend  remained  for  a  minute  or  two  in  thought. 

"  His  parting  advice  is  the  best,"  said  Digby, 
at  length;  ''and  doubtless  you  will  follow  it, 
Leyton ;  but,  of  course,  you  will  not  trust  so  far 

to  the  word  of  a  madman,  as  to  neglect  any 

means  that  may  present  themselves." 

"  He  is  not  mad/'  answered  Leyton,  shaking 
his  head.  *'  When  first  he  joined  us  in  Canada, 
before  the  battle  of  Quebec,  I  thought  as  you  do ; 

but  he  is  not  mad,  Digby.  There  are  various 

shades  of  reason ;  and  there  may  be  a  shght 
aberration  in  his  mind  from  the  common  course 

of  ordinary  thought.  He  may  be  wrong  in  his 

reasonings,  rash  in  his  opinions,  somewhat  over- 
excited in  imagination ;  but  that  is  not  madness. 

His  promises  give  me  hope,  I  will  confess ;  but 

still  I  will  act  as  if  they  had  not  been  made. 

Now  let  us  speak  of  our  plans ;  and  first  tell  me 

what  has  taken  place  at  Harboume ;  for  you 

seem  to  know  all  the  particulars  already,  which 

I  sent  for  you  to  communicate,  though  how  you 

learned  them  I  cannot  divine." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Leyton,  if  I  were  to  tell  you 
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all  that  has  happened,"  replied  Sir  Edward 
Digby,  "I  should  have  to  go  on  as  long  as  a 
Presbyterian  minister^  or  a  popular  orator,  I 

had  better  keep  to  the  point ;"  and  he  proceeded 
to  relate  to  his  friend  the  substance  of  the  con- 

versation which  had  last  taken  place  between 
himself  and  Zara. 

"  It  is  most  fortunate/'  answered  Leyton, 
"  that  dear  girl  has  thus  become  acquainted 
with  the  facts ;  for  Edith  would  not  haye  told 

her,  and  now  we  have  some  chance  of  obtain- 

ing information  of  all  that  occurs,  which  must 

be  our  great  security.  However — since  I  re- 
turned, I  have  obtained  valuable  information, 

which  puts  good  Mr.  Badford's  liberty,  if  not 
his  life,  in  my  power.  Three  of  the  men 

whom  we  have  taken,  distinctly  state  that  he 

sent  them  upon  this  expedition  himself-^armed, 
and  mounted  them ;  and  therefore  he  is  a 

party  to  the  whole  transaction.  I  have  sent 

off  a  messenger  to  Mowle,  the  officer — as  faith- 

ful and  as  true  a  fellow  as  ever  lived — begging 

him  to  bring  me  up,  without  a  moment's  delay, 
a  magistrate  in  whom  he  can  trust;  for  one 
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of  the  men  is  at  the  point  of  death,  and  all 

the  justices  round  this  place  are  so  imbued  with 

the  spirit  of  smuggling,  that  I  do  not  choose  the 

depositions  to  be  taken  by  them.  I  have  re- 
ceived and  written  down  the  statements  made, 

before  witnesses ;  and  the  men  have  signed 

them ;  but  I  have  no  power  in  this  case  to  ad- 
minister an  oath.  As  soon  as  the  matter  is  in 

more  formal  train,  I  shall  insist  upon  the  appre- 

hension of  Mr.  Badford,  whatever  be  the  conse- 

quences to  Sir  Bobert  Groyland ;  for  here  my 

duty  to  the  country  is  concerned,  and  the  very 

powers  with  which  I  am  entrusted,  render  it  im- 

perative upon  me  so  to  act." 
*'  If  you  can  catch  him — if  you  can  catch 

him !"  replied  Sir  Edward  Digby.  "  But  be  sure, 
my  dear  Leyton,  if  he  once  discovers  that  you 

have  got  such  a  hold  upon  him,  he  will  take 

care  to  render  that  matter  difficult.  You  may 

find  it  troublesome,  also,  to  get  a  magistrate  to 

act  as  you  desire ;  for  they  are  all  of  the  same 

leaven ;  and  I  fancy  you  have  no  power  to  do  any- 
thing yourself  except  in  aid  and  support  of  the 

civil  authorities.     You  must  be  very  careful,  too. 
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not  to  exceed  your  commission,  where  people 

might  suspect  that  personal  feelings  are  con- 

cerned." 
"  Personal  feelings  shall  not  bias  me,  Digby, 

even  in  the  slightest  degree,"  replied  his  friend. 
"  I  will  act  towards  Mr.  Radford,  exactly  as  I 
would  towards  any  other  man  who  had  com- 

mitted this  offence ;  and,  as  to  the  imputation  of 

motives,  I  can  well  afford  to  treat  such  things 

with  contempt  Were  I,  indeed,  to  act  as  I 

wish,  I  should  not  pursue  this  charge  against 

the  chief  offender,  in  order  not  to  bring  down 

his  vengeance  suddenly  upon  Sir  Bobert  Croy- 

land's  head,  or  should  use  the  knowledge  I 
possess  merely  to  impose  silence  upon  him 

through  fear.  But  my  duty  is  plain  and 

straightforward;  and  it  must  be  done.  As 

to  my  powers,  they  are  more  extensive  than 

you  suppose.  Indeed,  I  would  have  sooner 

thrown  up  my  commission,  than  have  under- 
taken a  service  I  disliked,  without  sufficient 

authority  to  execute  it  properly.  Thus,  if  no 

magistrate  could  be  found  to  act  as  I  might 

require,  I  would  not  scruple,  with  the  aid  of 



THE    SMUGGLER.  61 

any  officer  of  Customs,  or  even  without,  to  ap- 
prehend this  man  on  my  own  responsibility. 

But  I  think  we  shall  easily  find  one  who  will  do 

his  duty." 
"  At  all  events,"  replied  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

**  you  had  better  be  cautious,  my  dear  Leyton. 
If  you  are  not  too  quick  in  your  movements, 

you  may  perhaps  trap  the  old  bird  and  the 

young  one  together ;  and  that  will  be  a  better 

day's  sport  than  if  you  only  got  a  single  shot." 
'^  Heaven  send  it  may  be  before  these  fatal 

four  days  are  over !"  answered  Leyton ;  "  for  then 
the  matter  will  be  decided  and  Edith  delivered." 

"  Why,  if  you  were  to  catch  the  young  one,  it 

would  be  sufficient  for  that  object,"  said  his 
iriend. 

But  Leyton  shook  his  head.  '^  I  fear  not," 
he  replied;  "yet  that  purpose  must  not  be 
neglected.  Where  he  has  concealed  himself  I 
cannot  divine.  It  would  seem  certain  that  he 

never  got  out  of  Harboume  Wood,  unless,  in- 

deed, it  was  by  some  of  the  bye-paths ;  and  in 
that  case,  he  surely  must  have  been  seen.  I  will 

have  it  searched,  to-morrow,  from  end  to  end." 
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In  the  same  strain  the  conversation  proceeded 

for  half-an-hour  more,  ̂ without  any  feasible  plan 
of  action  having  been  decided  upon,  and  with  no 

farther  result  than  the  arrangement  of  means 

for  frequent  and  private  communication.  It 

vras  settled,  indeed,  that  Leyton  should  fix  his 

head-quarters  at  Woodchurch,  and  that  two  or 
three  of  the  dragoons  should  be  billeted  at  a 

small  public-house  on  the  road  to  Harboume. 

To  them  any  communication  from  Sir  Ed- 
ward Digby  was  to  be  conveyed  by  his  servant, 

Somers,  for  the  purpose  of  being  forwarded  to 

Woodchurch.  Such  matters  being  thus  arranged, 
as  far  as  circumstances  admitted,  the  two  friends 

parted;  and  Digby  rode  back  to  Harboume 

House,  which  he  reached,  as  may  be  supposed, 

somewhat  later  than  Sir  Robert  Groyland's 
dinner-hour. 
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CHAPTER  in. 

About  six  o'clock  on  the  eyening  of  the  same 
day,  the  cottage  of  Mrs.  Clare  "was  empty.  The 
good  "widow  herself  stood  at  the  garden  gate, 
and  looked  up  the  road  into  the  wood,  along 
which  the  western  sun  was  streaming  low.  After 

gazing  for  a  moment  in  that  direction,  she  turned 
her  eyes  to  the  left,  and  then  down  the  edge 
of  the  wood,  which  stretched  along  in  a  tolerably 
even  line  till  it  reached  the  fisurther  angle.  The 

perseyeiing  dragoons  were  patrolling  round  it 
still;  and  Mrs.  Clare  murmured  to  herself, 

"  How  will  he  ever  get  out,  if  they  keep  such  a 

watch  ?" She  was  then  going  into  the  cottage  again, 

when  a  hurried  step  caught  her  ear,  coming  ap- 
parently from  the  path  which  led  from  the 
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side  of  Halden  to  the  back  of  the  house,  and 

thence  round  the  little  garden  into  the  road. 

''  That  sounds  like  Harding's  step/'  thought 
the  widow ;  and  her  ear  had  not  deceived  her.  In 

another  minute,  she  beheld  him  turn  the  comer 
of  the  fence  and  come  towards  her ;  but  there 

was  a  heated  and  angry  look  upon  his  face,  which 

she  had  never  seen  there  before ;  and — ^although 
she  had  acted  for  the  best,  and  not  without  much 

consideration,  in  sending  Kate  upon  Mr.  Bad- 

ford's  commission,  and  not  going  herself — she 
feared  that  her  daughter  s  lover  might  not  be 

well  pleased  his  bride  should  undertake  such  a 

task.  As  he  came  near,  the  symptoms  of  anger 

were  more  apparent  still.  There  was  the  cloudy 

brow,  the  flashing  eye,  the  hurried  and  impe- 
tuous walk,  which  she  had  often  seen  in  her 

own  husband — a  man  very  similar  in  character 

to  him  who  now  approached  her — when  irri- 

tated by  harsh  words ;  and  Widow  Clare  pre- 
pared to  do  all  she  could  to  soothe  him  ere 

Kate's  return. 
But  Harding  did  not  mention  her  he  loved, 

demanding,  while  yet  at  some  distance,  '^  Where 

is  Mr.  Badford,  Mrs.  Clare  ?" 

"  He  is  not  here,  Mr.  Harding,"  replied  the 
widow ;  "  he  has  not  been  here  since  the  mom* 
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ing.    But  what  makes  you  look  so  cross,  Hard- 

ing ?    You  seem  angry.'' 
''And  well  I  may  he"  answered  Harding, 

with  an  oath.  "  What  do  you  think  they  have 
set  about  ? — That  I  informed  against  them,  and 
betrayed  them  into  the  hands  of  the  dragoons : 
when,  they  know,  I  saw  them  safe  out  of  the 

Maxsh ;  and  it  must  have  been  their  own  stu* 

pidity,  or  the  old  man's  babbling  fears,  that 
ruined  them — always  trusting  people  that  were 
sure  to  be  treacherous,  and  doubting  those  he 

knew  to  be  honest.  But  I'll  make  him  eat  his 
words,  or  cram  them  down  his  throat  with  my 

fist." "Why,  he  spoke  quite  kindly  of  you  this 

morning,  Harding,"  said  the  widow ;  **  there 
must  be  some  mistake." 

**  Mistake  !"  cried  the  smuggler,  sharply ; 
'*  there  is  no  mistake. — ^It  is  all  over  Hythe  and 
Folkestone  already ;  and  every  one  says  that  it 
<;ame  from  him.  Can  you  not  tell  me  where  he 

is  gone  ? — ^Which  way  did  he  turn  ?" 
"  Towards  his  own  house,"  replied  Mrs. 

Glare ;  "  but  you  had  better  come  in,  Harding, 
and  get  yourself  cool  before  you  go  to  him. 
You  will  speak  angrily  now,  and  mischief  may 

come  of  it.    I  am  sure  there  is  some  mistake." 
VOL.  m.  F 
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"  I  mil  not  ait  down  tiU  I  have  made  him 

own  it/'  answered  the  smuggler.  '^  Perhaps 
he  is  up  at  Harboume.  I'll  go  there.  Where 
is  Kate,  Mrs.  Glare  ?" 

"  She  has  gone  towards  Harboume  House," 
said  the  widow,  not  ohoosing,  in  the  excited 

state  of  his  feelings,  to  tell  him  her  daughter's 
errand ;  '^  but  she  will  be  baok  in  one  minute, 

if  you  will  but  oome  in." 
''  No,"  he  replied; ''  I  will  come  bad:  by-and* 

by.  Perhaps  I  shall  meet  her  as  I  go ;"  and  he 
was  turning  towards  the  wood,  when  suddenly, 
at  the  spot  where  the  road  entered  amongst  the 

trees,  the  pretty  figure  of  Kate  Glare,  as  trim, 
and  neat,  and  simple  as  a  wild  flower,  appeared 
walking  slowly  baok  towards  the  cottage.  Bat 
she  was  not  alone.  By  her  side  was  a  tall, 

handsome  young  man,  dressed  in  full  military 
costume,  with  his  heavy  sword  imder  his  aim, 
and  a  star  upon  his  breast  He  was  bending 

•down,  talking  to  his  &ir  companion  with  a 
friendly  air,  and  she  was  answering  him  with  a 

gay  smile. 

A  pang  shot  through  Harding's  bosom:  the 
first  that  ever  the  poor  girl  had  caused ;  nor^ 
indeed.  Would  he  have  felt  it  then,  had  he  not 

been  irritated ;  for  his  was  afirauk  and  confiding 
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hearty  open  as  the  day,  in  i^hich  that  foul  and 

dangerous  g^est,  Sospioion,  usually  could  find 
no  Intking  place.  At  first  he  did  not  recognise, 
in  the  glittering  personage  before  his  eyes,  the 

grave,  plain-looking  stranger,  ̂ rho,  a  week  or 
two  before,  had  conversed  with  him  for  a  few 

minutes  on  the  olifib  near  Sandgate ;  but  he  saw, 
as  the  two  came  on,  that  Kate  raised  her  eyes ; 
and  as  soon  as  she  perceived  him  standing  by  her 
mother,  a  look  of  joy  lighted  up  her  face,  which 

made  him  murmur  to  himself,  ''  I'm  a  fool !" 
The  stranger,  too,  saw  him;  but  it  made 

no  change  in  his  demeanour;  and  the  next 

moment,  to  Harding's  surprise,  the  oificer  came 
forward  somewhat  more  quickly,  and  took  Widow 

Glare  by  the  hand,  saying,  with  a  grave  smile. 

Do  you  not  know  me,  Mrs.  Glare  ?" 
Gracious  Heaven !"  cried  the  widow,  drawing 

back  and  gazing  at  him,  "  Gan  it  be  you,  sir?" 
"  Yes,  indeed  !"  he  answered.  "  Why,  Kate 

here  knew  me  directly,  though  she  was  but  ten 

or  eleven,  I  think,  when  I  went  away." 
"  Oh,  that  was  because  you  were  always  so 

fond  of  her,  Mr.  Henry,"  rephed  Widow  Glare. 
"  Gracious !  how  you  are  changed!" 

Harding  was  talking  to  Kate  while  these  few 
words  passed,  but  he  heard  them ;  nor  did  he 

F  2 
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fail  to  remark  that  two  moanted  dragoons,  one 

leading  a  horse  by  the  rein»  followed  the  yonng 
officer  from  the  wood.  He  now  recognised  him 

also ;  and  by  his  dress  perceived  the  rank  he 
held  in  the  army»  though  Mrs.  Glare  called  him 

"  Mr.  Henry." 

''  Yes,  I  am  changed,  indeed !"  replied  Ley- 
ton,  to  the  widow's  last  remark,  "  in  body  and 
health,  Mrs.  Glare,  but  not  in  heart,  I  can  assure 

you ;  and  as  I  was  obliged  to  visit  this  wood, 
I  resolved  I  would  not  be  so  near  you  without 
coming  in  to  see  how  you  were  going  on,  with 

your  pretty  Kate  here." 
"  My  pretty  Kate,  very  soon !"  said  Harding, 

aloud ;  and  the  young  officer  turned  suddenly 
round,  and  looked  at  him  more  attentively  than 
before. 

'*  Ah,  Mr.  Harding!"  he  exclaimed,  ̂ *  is  that 
you  ?  We  have  met  before,  though  perhaps 

you  don't  remember  me." 
"  Oh  yes,  I  do,  sir,"  replied  the  smuggler, 

drily.  '^  But  I  must  go,  Kate ;"  and  he  added, 
in  a  low  tone,  "  I  shall  be  back  by-and-by." 

Thus  saying,  he  walked  away ;  but  before  he 
had  taken  ten  steps,  Leyton  followed,  and  took 

him  by  the  arm.  "  What  do  you  want  with 

me,  sir  ?"  asked  the  smuggler,  turning  sharply 
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round,  and  putting  his  hand  in  the  bosom  of 
his  coat. 

"  Hush !"  replied  the  young  officer ;  "  I  seek 
no  harm  to  you — merely  one  word.  For 

Heaven's  sake^  Harding,  quit  this  perilous  life 
of  yours ! — at  leasts  before  you  marry  that  poor 
girl — ^if  I  have  understood  you  rightly,  that  you 

are  about  to  marry  her.    I  speak  as  a  friend." 
"  Thank  you,  sir !"  answered  the  smuggler, 

"  I  dare  say  you  mean  it  kind ;  but  it  was 
hardly  fair  of  you,  either,  to  come  and  talk  with 
me  upon  the  cliff,  if  you  are,  as  I  suppose,  the 
Sir  Henry  Leyton  all  the  folks  are  speaking 

about." 
"  Why,  my  good  friend,  my  talking  with  you 

did  .you  no  harm,"  replied  the  young  officer ; 
"  you  cannot  say  that  I  led  you  to  speak  of  any- 

thing that  could  injure  either  you  or  others.  Be- 
sides, I  have  nothing  to  do  with  you  gentlemen  of 

the  sea,  though  I  may  with  your  friends  on  land. 

But  take  the  advice  of  one  well  disposed  to- 
wards you ;  and,  above  all,  do  not  linger  about 

this  place  at  present,  for  it  is  a  dangerous 
neighbourhood  for  any  one  who  has  had  a 

share  in  the  late  transactions." 

"  That  advice  I  shall  take,  at  all  events," 
answered  Harding,  bluntly ;  "  and  perhaps  the 
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Other  too,  for  I  am  sick  of  all  this !"  And  thus 
saying,  he  walked  away,  passing  close  by  tlue 
two  dragoons,  who  offered  no  obstructicm. 

In  the  meanwhile  Leyton,  retarning  to  Widow 

Glare  and  her  daughter,  went  into  the  cottage, 
and  talked  to  them,  for  a  few  minutes,  of  old 

days.  Gradually,  however,  he  brought  the  con- 
versation round  to  the  inhabitants  of  Harboume 

House,  and  asked  if  either  the  widow  or  Eate 

ever  went  up  there. 

"  Oh,  Eate  goes  twice  every  day,  sir,"  said 
Mrs.  Glare,  ''  for  we  have  all  the  finest  of  the 
poultry  to  keep  down  here.  But  are  you  not 

going  there  yourself,  Mr.  Henry  ?" 
'*  Alas,  no !"  answered  Leyton,  with  a  sigh. 

'*  Those  days  have  gone  by,  Mrs.  Glare ;  and  I 

am  now  a  stranger  where  I  was  once  loved/' 
"  Don't  say  so,  sir,"  replied  the  widow, 

"  don't  say  so !  For,  I  am  sure,  where  you  were 
best  loved  of  all,  there  you  are  best  loved  stilL" 

''  That  I  believe,"  answered  Leyton ;  "  but,  at 
all  events,  I  am  not  going  there  at  present; 
and  if  Eate  would  do  me  a  service,  she  would, 

the  first  time  she  sees  Miss  Zara  Groyland 
alone,  tell  her,  that  if  ever  she  rides  or  walks 

out  along  the  road  by  the  Ghequers,  she  will  find 

an  old  fiiend  by  the  way." 
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'« Miss  Zara,  air,  did  you  say  ?"  asked  Widow 
Clare. 

**  Yes,  mother — ^yes,"  cried  Elate ;  **  you  for- 
get Miss  Edith  is  not  there  now ;'  she  is  down 

at  Mr.  Croyland's." 
*'  But  remember,  Kate,"  continued  Leyton, 

''  I  do  not  wish  my  name  mentioned  to  many 
persons  in  the  house.  Indeed,  it  will  be  better 
not  to  speak  of  me  at  all  to  any  one  but  Zara. 
It  must  be  soon  known  that  I  am  here,  it  is 
true ;  but  I  wish  to  let  events  take  their  course 

till  then.  And  now,  Mrs.  Clare,  good  evening. 
I  shall  see  you  again  some  day  soon ;  and  you 

must  let  me  know  when  Kate's  wedding-day  is 

fixed." The  mother  looked  at  her  daughter  with  a 

smile,  and  Eate  blushed  and  laughed.  ''  It  is 

to  be  this  day  week,  sir,"  answered  Mrs.  Clare. 
Leyton  nodded  his  head,  saying,  ''  I  will  not 

forget,"  and,  moimting  his  horse  at  the  door,  rode 
away. 

"  Now,  did  you  find  him,  Kate?"  asked  Mrs, 
Clare,  in  a  low  tone,  the  moment  Sir  Henry 

Leyton  was  gone. 

"  Oh  yes,"  replied  her  daughter ;  "  the  dra- 
goons did  not  follow  me,  as  you  thought  they 

would,  mother ;  and  I  set  down  the  basket  close 
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to  the  willow.  At  first  he  did  not  answer  when 

I  asked  if  he  wanted  anything ;  but  when  I  spoke 

again^  he  said,  '  No.  A  thousand  thanks  for 

what  you  have  brought ;'  and  he  spoke  kind  and 
civilly.  Then,  just  as  I  was  going  away,  he  said, 

'  Kate,  Eate  I  let  me  know  when  the  soldiers  are 

gone. — ^If  you  could  bring  me  a  woman's  dress, 
I  could  easily  get  away.'  I  should  not  be  afiraid 
of  going  any  more,  mother,"  the  girl  continued ; 
"  for  he  seems  quite  changed  by  his  misfortune, 
and  not  rude  and  jesting  as  he  always  used  to 

be,  whenever  I  saw  him  before." 
The  idea  of  the  woman's  clothes  seemed  to 

strike  Mrs.  Clare  very  much;  and  the  good  widow 

and  her  daughter  set  their  wits  to  work,  to  con- 
sider how  all  that  was  necessary  could  be  pro- 
cured ;  for  a  very  serious  impediment  thrust  itself 

in  the  way  of  either  mother  or  child  lending  him 
a  suit  of  their  own  apparel.  Neither  of  them 

were  very  tall  women ;  and  though  young  Rad- 
ford was  himself  not  above  the  middle  height, 

yet  Kate's  gown  would  not  have  fallen  further 
than  half  way  down  his  leg ;  and  the  poor  girl 
laughed  merrily,  to  think  of  what  a  figure  he 
would  make  dressed  in  her  garments.  It  would 

have  been  the  old  story  of  the  wolf  in  sheep's 
clothing,  assuredly. 
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*^  If  we  could  but  accomplish  it«  and  enable  him 

to  escape/'  thought  Mrs.  Glare, ''  especially  after 
Harding  has  just  been  up  here,  it  would  show  Mr. 
Badford,  clearly  enough,  that  John  had  nothing 

to  do  with  informing  against  him."  But  the 
question,  of  where  fitting  apparel  was  to  be 

procured,  still  remained  unsettled,  till  Kate  sug- 

gested, that  perhaps  her  aunt's,  at  Qlassenbury, 
might  do.  ''  She  is  yery  tall,"  continued  the 
girl,  "  and  I  am  sure  she  would  lend  them  to 
me ;  for  she  and  my  uncle  have  always  been  so 

kind.  Suppose  I  walk  over  early  to-morrow, 

and  ask  her." 
Now  the  little  farm  which  Mrs.  Clare's  bro- 

ther held,  was  somewhat  more  than  seyen  miles 
off,  on  the  other  side  of  Cranbrook.  But  still, 
what  is  the  exertion  which  woman  will  not  make 

for  a  feUow- creature  in  distress;  and  Mrs. 
Clare  determined  that  she  would  rise  betimes, 

and  go  to  WiUiam  Harris's  herself,  certain  of  a 
kind  reception  and  ready  consent  from  those 

who  had  always  displayed  towards  her,  in  adver- 
sity, the  feohngs  of  affection,  which  the  more 

worldly-minded  generally  shower  upon  pros- 
perity alone. 

It  was  far  for  her  daughter  to  walk,  she 

thought ;  and  besides,  Harding  might  come,  and 
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it  would  not  do  for  Kate  tQ  be  absent.  Thus 

had  she  settled  it  in  her  own  mind,  when  Mr. 

Badfbrd  entered  the  cottage  to  inquire  after  his 
son. 

High  were  the  praises  that  he  bestowed  upon 
Kate  and  Mrs.  Glare,  for  their  kindness ;  and  he 

expressed  his  wann  approval  of  their  little 
scheme.  Nevertheless,  he  turned  the  matter  in 

his  mind,  in  order  to  see  whether  he  could  not 

save  Mrs.  Clare  the  trouble  of  going  nearly  to 

Groudhurst,  by  obtaining  the  necessary  articles 
of  female  apparel  somewhere  else.  His  own 
women  servants,  however,  were  all  short  and 

stout ;  the  only  other  persons  whom  he  could 
think  of,  as  at  all  approaching  his  son  in  height, 
he  did  not  choose  to  trust;  and  therefore  it  was, 

at  length,  determined  that  the  original  plan 
should  be  followed.  But  the  worthy  gentleman 
laid  strict  injunctions  upon  Mrs.  Glare,  to  be 
early  in  her  proceedings,  as  he  feared  much,  from 
all  he  had  gathered,  that  the  wood  might  be 
more  strictly  searched,  in  the  course  of  the 
following  day. 

When  this  was  settled,  and  Mr.  Badford  had 

expressed  his  thanks,  more  than  once,  Mxs.  Clare 

thought  it  a  good  opportunity  of  turning  the 
conversation  to  Harding;  and  she  asked  Mh 
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Badford  if  he  had  seen  him,  adding,  ''  He  has 
gone  to  look  for  you,  sir,  and  seems  very  quick 
and  angry,  because  the  people  down  about  his 
place  have  got  a  report  that  he  informed  about 

the  run ;  and  he  fancies  you  have  said  so" 
''Pooh,  nonsense,  Mrs.  Glare,  I  never  said 

anything  of  the  kind!"  replied  Mr.  Badford. 
''  It  is  a  story  put  about  by  the  Gustom-House 
officers  themselves,  just  to  cover  the  persons 
firom  whom  they  had  the  information.  But  we 
shall  discover  them  some  day,  and  pay  them 
handsomely.  Tell  Harding  not  to  mind  what 

people  say,  for  I  never  thought  of  such  a 

thing." 
"  That  I  will,  sir,"  replied  the  widow ;  "  for 

I'm  sure  it  will  set  his  mind  at  rest. — ^You  must 

know  very  well,  rar,  that  he's  as  honest  a  man 

as  ever  lived." 
"  To  be  sure— to  be  sure,"  anstvered  Mr.  Bad- 

ford, with  great  warmth  of  manner;  ''no  one 

knows  that  better  than  I  do,  Mrs.  Glare." 
But  whether  Mr.  Badford  really  felt  the  warmth 

which  he  assumed,  may  be  another  question. 

His  seemings  were  not  always  the  best  indi- 
cations of  his  real  sentiments;  and  when  he 

left  Mrs.  Glare's  cottage,  after  all  had  been  ar- 
ranged, his  first  thought  was,  "  We  will  reckon 
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with  Mr.  Harding  by-and-by. — ^The  account  is 

not  made  up  yet." 
Before  I  proceed  to  other  scenes,  it  may  be 

as  well  to  go  on  with  the  part  assigned  in 
this  history  to  Mrs.  Glare  and  her  daughter,  at 
least,  till  the  morning  of  the  following  day. 

About  eight  o'clock  at  night,  Harding  returned, 
still  irritable  and  discontented,  haying  failed  to 
find  Mr.  Badford.  The  account,  however,  which 

the  widow  gave  of  her  conversation  with  that 

gentleman,  soothed  him  a  good  deal;  but  he 
would  not  stay  the  night,  as  he  had  done  before, 
saying  that  he  must  absolutely  be  at  home  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  would  return,  perhaps,  the 

next  day,  or,  at  all  events,  the  day  after. 

"  I  must  do  the  best  I  can,  Mrs.  Glare,"  he 
continued,  "  to  help  these  fellows  out  of  the 

scrape  they've  run  into.  Two  or  three  of  them 
are  good  men  enough;  and,  as  they  risk  their 
necks  if  they  are  taken,  I  should  like  to  get 
them  down,  and  give  them  a  passage  to  the 
other  side.  So  you  see  I  shall  be  going  about 
here  a  good  deal,  for  the  next  four  or  five  days, 
and  will  look  in,  from  time  to  time,  to  see  you 

and  my  dear  little  Kate." 
"  But  are  you  going  to  walk  all  the  way  back 

to-night,  John  ?"  asked  Kate,  as  he  rose  to  de> 

part. 
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**  No,  my  love,"  he  answered, "  I've  got  a  horse 
up  at  Plurendon ;  but  the  beast  oast  a  shoe  as 
1  was  ooming,  and  I  was  obliged  to  leave  him 

at  the  blacksmith  s." 
No  sooner  was  Harding  gone,  than  a  little 

kindly  contest  rose  between  mother  and  daugh- 
ter, ajB  to  which  should  go  over  to  Glassenbury ; 

but  Mrs.  Clare  persisted,  against  all  her  child's 
remonstrances ;  and,  in  order  that  they  might 
rise  before  daylight,  both  retired  to  bed  early, 

and  slept  calmly  and  peacefully,  unknowing 
what  the  morrow,  to  which  they  both  looked 
anxiously  forward,  was  to  bring.  The  sun  was 
yet  some  way  below  the  horizon,  when  Mrs. 

Clare  set  out;  but  she  met  with  no  impe- 
diment, and,  walking  on  stoutly,  arrived,  at  an 

early  hour,  at  a  little  jEarm-house,  inhabited  by 
her  brother.  She  found  &rmer  Harris  and  his 

wife,  with  their  two  sons  and  Mrs.  Harris's 
nephew(three  stout,  good  humoured,  young  men) 
seated  at  their  breakfast ;  and « warm  and  joyM 
was  the  reception  of  Aunt  Clare ;  one  joking  her 

upon  Kate's  approaching  marriage ;  another  de- 
claring Jack  Harding,  whom  they  all  knew,  was 

a  capital  fellow ;  and  all  striving  to  make  her  com- 
fortable,  and  pressing  her  to  partake  of  their 
morning  meal. 

Every  one  of  the  party  was  eager  to  obtain 
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some  information  from  h&,  who  lired  so  mnch 

nearer  to  the  spot^  inregaid  tothelatedisoomfi- 
tore  of  the  smugglers,  althoagh  none  seemed  to 
take  any  great  interest  in  them»  all  declaring  that 
the  BamleySy  and  their  gang,  were  the  pest  of  the 
country,  and  that  young  Dick  Badford  was  not 
a  bit  better.  Such  opinions,  regarding  that 

young  gentleman,  acted  as  a  warning  to  Mrs. 
Glare,  not  to  mention  the  object  of  the  loan  she 
came  to  solicit ;  and  when,  after  having  rested 
about  twenty  minutes,  she  preferred  her  petition 
to  Mrs.  Harris,  it  was  readily  granted  by  the  tall 

farmer  8  wile,  although  not  without  some  expres* 

sion  of  curiosity,  as  to  what  her  sister-in-law 
could  want  a  dress  of  hers  for. 

**  Eate  or  I  will  bring  it  back  to-night  or  to- 

morrow morning,"  rephed  Mrs.  Glare,  ''  and  I'D 
tell  you  what  we  want  it  for,  at  the  wedding, 

which,  remember,  is  to  be  yesterday  week." 
'*  Ay,  we  will  all  come  down  with  white  finrours, 

and  our  best  buckles,"  said  young  William,  the 
farmer's  eldest  son ;  "  and  I'll  have  a  kiss  of  the 

bride." 
A  gown  and  doak  of  Mrs.  Harm's,  having 

been  brought  down — ^they  were  not  her  best 

— and  neatly  folded  up  in  a  shawl-handker- 
chief, Mrs.  Glare  set  forward  on  her  way  home. 
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hoirying  her  steps  as  much  as  possible^  lest 

any  untoward  event  should  prevent  the  execu- 
tion of  her  scheme.  A  stout  country  vroman, 

accustomed  to  ezercise,  the  widow  accomplished 
the  walk  in  as  short  a  time  as  possible ;  yet  it  was 

nine  o'clock  before  she  reached  the  cottage,  and 
she  instantly  dispatched  her  daughter  to  the 

''hide"  in  the  wood,  with  the  clothes  folded 
up  in  as  small  a  space  as  possible,  and  laid 
in  the  bottom  of  a  basket,  covered  over  with 

eggs. 
The  only  difficulty  was,  in  regard  to  a  bonnet ; 

and,  after  earnest  consultation  between  mother 

and  child,  it  was  determined  that,  as  Mrs.  Glare's 

head  was  somewhat  larger  than  Kate's,  her 
bonnet  should  be  put  over  her  daughter's,  which 
was  easily  accomplished.  Both  were  of  straw, 
and  both  were  plain  enough ;  but,  to  conceal 
the  contrivance  from  the  eyes  of  any  one  whom 

Kate  might  meet,  Mrs.  Clare  pinned  a  small 

piece  of  lace — ^which  had  been  bought  for  the 

wedding — ^into  the  inside  of  her  own  bonnet,  re- 
marking, that  it  would  do  to  hide  young  Mr. 

Badford's  face  a  bit. 
Furnished  with  all  that  was  needful,  and 

having  had  the  instructions  which  Mr.  Badford 
had  left,   repeated    carefully  to  her,    by  her 
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mother,  fair  Kate  Clare  set  out  upon  her  expe- 
ditioti,  passing  one  of  the  dragoons,  who  were  still 
patrolling  round  the  wood,  near  the  place  where 
the  road  entered  it  The  man  said  something  to 
her,  as  she  went  by,  but  did  not  attempt  to  follow ; 
and  Kate  walked  on,  looking  behind  her,  from 

time  to  time,  till  she  was  satisfied  that  her  pro- 
ceedings were  unwatched.  Then,  hurrpng  on, 

with  a  qui<;ker  step,  she  turned  to  the  path,  which 
led  to  the  back  of  the  gardens  of  Harbourne 
House,  and  approached  the  old  willow,  and  the 
brushwood  which  covered  the  place  where 
Bichard  Badford  was  concealed. 

"  Mr.  Badford,"  she  said,  as  soon  as  she  was 
quite  close,  "  Mr.  Badford !  Here  is  what  you 
wanted.    Take  it  as  fast  as  you  can." 

"  Is  there  any  one  near  but  you,  Kate  ?*' 
asked  the  yoice  of  Bichard  Badford. 

•*  Oh,  no !"  she  replied ;  "  but  the  soldiers 
are  still  on  the  outside  of  the  wood  watching." 

"I  know  that,'*  rejoined  the  voice  again, 
*'  for  I  saw  them  last  night,  when  I  tried  to  get 
out.  But  are  you  sure  that  none  of  them  fol- 

lowed you,  Kate  ?" 
"Oh,  quite  sure,"  she  answered,  "for  I 

looked  behind  all  the  way  !" 
"  Well,  stay  and  help  me  to  put  the  things 
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on,"  said  Bichard  Badford,  issuing  forth  from 
behind  the  bushes,  like  a  snake  out  of  its  hole. 

Kate  Clare  TvilUngly  agreed  to  help  him,  and 

"while  the  gown  and  the  cloak  were  thrown  over 
his  other  clothes,  told  him  all  that  his  father  had 

said,  desiring  him  not  to  come  up  to  Badford  Hall 
till  he  heard  more ;  but  to  go  down  to  the  lone 
house,  near  Iden  Green,  where  he  would  find 

one  or  two  friends  already  collected. 

"Why,  these  are  never  your  own  clothes, 

Kate !"  said  Tyoung  Badford,  as  she  pinned  on 
the  gown  for  him.  "  They  fit  as  if  they  were 

made  for  me." 

Not  at  the  back,"  answered  Kate,  laughing, 
I  cannot  get  the  gown  to  meet  there;  but 

that  will  be  covered  up  by  the  cloak,  so  it  does 

not  matter. — ^No,  they  are  my  aunt's,  at  Glas- 
eenbury ;  and  you  must  let  me  have  them  back, 
Mr.  Badford,  as  soon  as  ever  you  have  got  to 
Iden  Green;  for  my  mother  has  promised  to 

return  them  to-night." 
"I  don't  know  how  I  shall  get  them  back, 

Kate,"  answered  Bichard  Badford ;  "  for  none  of 

our  people  will  like  to  venture  up  here.  Can't 
you  come  down  and  fetch  them?  It  is  not  much 

out  of  your  way." 
"  No,  I  can't  do  that,"  answered  Kate,  who 

VOL.  III.  G 
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did  not  altogether  like  going  to  the  lone  house 

she  had  mentioned ;  "  hut  you  can  send  them 
down  to  Granbrook»  at  all  events;  and  then 

they  can  be  left  for  me,  at  Mrs.  Tims's  shop. 
They'll  be  quite  safe ;  and  I  will  call  for  them 

either  to-night  or  to-morrow  morning." 
"Well,  I  will  do  that,  my  love,"  replied 

Bichard  Badford,  taking  the  bonnet  and  putting 

it  on  his  head. 

"  Very  well,  sir/'  answered  Kale,  not  well 
pleased  with  the  epithet  he  had  bestowed  upon 

her,  and  taking  a  step  to  move  away,  "  I  will 

call  for  them  there." 
But  young  Badford  threw  his  arm  round  her 

waist,  saying, ''  Come,  Kate  I  I  must  have  a  kisB 

before  you  go. — ^You  give  plenty  to  Harding;  I 

dare  say." 
"Let  me  go,  sir!"  cried  Kate  Clare,  indig- 

nantly.    "You  are  a  base,  ungrateful  young 
man  I 

But  young  Badford  did  not  let  her  go.  Ha 

took  the  kiss  she  struggled  against,  by  force ; 

and  he  was  proceeding  to  further  insult,  when 

Kate  exclaimed,  "  If  you  do  not  let  me  go,  I 
^riU  scream  till  the  soldiers  are  upon  you — 

They  are  not  far." She  spoke  so  loud,  that  her  very  tone  excited 
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his  alarm ;  and  he  withdrew  his  arm  from  her 

waist,  but  still  held  her  hand  tight,  saying, 

**  Gome,  come,  Kate !  Nonsense,  I  did  not  mean 
to  offend  you !  Qt>  up  to  Haiboume  Hoose, 

there's  a  good  girl,  and  stay  as  long  as  yon  can 

there,  till  I  get  out  of  the  wood." 
"You  do  offend  me — you  do  offend  me!" 

cried  Kate  Clare,  striying  to  withdraw  her  hand 

from  his  grasp. 

<<  Will  you  promise  to  go  up  to  Harboume, 
then  r  said  Richard  Radford,  ''  and  I  will  let 

you  go." "Yes,  yes,"  answered  Kate,  "I  will  go;" 
and  the  moment  her  hand  was  free,  she  darted 

away,  leaving  the  basket  she  had  brought 
behind  her. 

As  soon  as  she  was  gone,  Richard  Radford 

cursed  her  for  a  saucy  jade,  as  if  the  offence 

had  been  hers,  not  his;  and  then  taking  up  the 

basket,  he  threw  it,  eggs  and  all,  together  with 

his  own  hat,  into  the  deep  hole  in  the  sand- 
bank. Advancing  along  the  path  till  he  reached 

the  open  road,  he  hurried  on  in  the  direction 

of  Widow  Glare's  cottage.  Of  a  daring  and 
resolute  disposition — ^for  his  only  virtue  was 

courage — he  thought  of  passing  the  soldiers,  as 
a  good  joke  rather  than  a  difficult  undertaking ; 

g2 
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but  still  recollectmg  the  necessity  of  caution,  as 
he  came  near  the  edge  of  the  wood  he  slackened 
his  pace,  tried  to  shorten  his  steps,  and  assumed 
a  more  feminine  demeanour.  When  he  iras 

irithin  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  of  the  open 
country,  he  saw  one  of  the  dragoons  slowly  pass 
the  end  of  the  road  and  look  up;  and,  on  issuing 
forth  from  the  wood,  he  perceived  that  the  man 

had  paused,  and  was  gazing  back.  But  at  that 

distance,  the  female  garments  which  he  wore  de- 
ceived the  soldier ;  and  he  was  suffered  to  walk 

on  unopposed  towards  Iden  Green. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Sir  Robert  Grovland  himself  did  not  return 

to  Harboume  House^  till  the  hands  of  the  clock 

pointed  out  to  every  one  that  went  through  the 
hall,  that  it  was  twenty  minutes  past  the  usual 
dinner  hour;  and,  though  he  tried  to  be  as 

expeditious  as  he  could,  he  was  yet  fully  ten 
minutes  longer  in  dressing  than  usual.  He  was 
nervous ;  he  was  agitated ;  all  the  events  of  that 

day  had  shaken  and  affected  him ;  he  was  angry 
with  his  servant;  and  several  times  he  gave  the 
most  contradictory  orders.  Although  for  years 
he  had  been  undergoing  a  slow  and  gradual 
change,  under  the  painful  circumstances  in 
which  he  had  been  placed,  and  had,  from  the 

gay,  rash,  somewhat  noisy  and  overbearing  coun- 
try gentleman,  dwindled  down  into  the  cold. 
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silent,  pompous,  and  imperative  man  of  family, 

yet  the  alteration  during  that  day  had  been  so 

great  and  peculiar  that  the  valet  could  not 

help  remarking  it,  and  wondering  if  his  master 
was  ill. 

Sir  Bobert  tried  to  smoothe  his  look  and 

compose  his  manner  for  the  drawing-room, 
however ;  and  when  he  entered,  he  gazed  round 

for  Sir  Edward  D^by,  observing  aloud :  "  Why, 
I  thought  soldiers  were  more  punctual.  How- 

ever, as  it  happens,  to-day  I  am  glad  Sir  Edward 

18  not  down." 
**  Down  V  cried  Mrs.  Baibara,  who  had  a 

grand  objection  to  dinners  being  delayed; 

''why,  he  is  out;  but  you  could  expect  no 
better ;  for  yesterday  you  were  so  long  that  the 

fish  was  done  to  rags ;  so  I  ordered  it  not  to  be 

put  in  till  he  made  his  appearance." 
''  I  told  you,  my  dear  aunt,  that  he  said  he 

might  not  be  back  before  dinner,"  replied  her 
niece,  **  and,  therefore,  it  will  be  vain  to  wait  far 

him.    He  desired  me  to  say  so,  papa." 

''  Oh  yes  1  Zara  knows  all  about  it,"  said  Mn. 
Barbara,  with  a  shrewd  look ;  **  they  were  talk- 

ing together  for  ten  minutes  in  the  library;  and 

I  cannot  get  her  to  tell  me  what  it  was  about." 
It  is,  indeed,  conscience  Ibat  makes  cowaids 
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ofa8all;and  had  the  fair  gill's  oonversatioii 
-with  her  new  firiend  been  on  any  other  subject 
than  that  to  which  it  related — ^had  it  been  about 

love,  marriage,   anus,  or  divinity,  she  would 

have  found  no  difficulty  in  parrying  her  aunt's 
observations,  however  mal-a-propos  they  might 

have  been.    At  present,  however,  she  was  em- 
barrassed by  doubts  of  the  propriety  of  what  she 

was  doing,  more  especially  as  she  felt  sure  that 
her  &ther  would  be  inquisitive  and  suspicious, 
if  the  tale  the  maid  had  told  was  true.    Acting, 

however,  as  she  not  unfrequently  did,  in  any 

difficulty,  she  met  Mrs.  Barbara's  inuendoes  at 
oace,  replying,  ''  Indeed  I  shall  not  say  anything 
about  it  to  any  one,  my  dear  aunt,  I  will  manage 
9ome  matters  for  myself;  and  the  only  thing  I 
riiaQ  repeat  is  Sir  Edward  s  last  dying  speech, 
winch  was  to  the  effect,  that  he  feared  he  might 
be  detained  till  after  our  dinner  hour,  but  would 

be  back  as  soon  as  ever  he  could,  and  trusted  my 

&ther  would  not  wait." 

"  Do  you  know  where  he  is  gone,  and  why  ?" 
asked  Sir  Bobert  Groyland,  in  a  much  quieter 
tone  than  she  ei^eoted.  But  poor  Zaia  was  still 

puzzled  ibr  an  answer;  and,  as  her  only  resource, 

she  relied  vaguely,  '*  Something  about  some  of 

tile  smugglers,  I  bdieve." 
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**  Then  had  he  any  message  or  intelligence 

brought  him  ?"  inquired  Sir  Robert  Croyland. 
*'  I  do  not  know — Oh,  yes,  I  believe  he  had," 

replied  his  daughter,  in  a  hesitating  tone  and 
with  a  cheek  that  was  beginning  to  grow  red. 

''He  spoke  with  one  of  the  soldiers  at  the 
comer  of  the  road,  I  know; — and,  oh  yes,  I 

saw  a  man  ride  up  with  a  letter." 
"  That  was  after  he  was  gone,"  observed  Mrs. 

Barbara;  but  Sir  Robert. paid  little  attention, 
and,  ringing,  ordered  dinner  to  be  served. 
Gould  we  see  into  the  breasts  of  others,  we 

should  often  save  ourselves  a  great  deal  of 
unnecessary  anxiety.  Zara  forgot  that  her 
&ther  was  not  as  well  aware  that  Sir  Edward 

Digby  was  Leyton  s  dearest  friend,  as  she  was ; 
but,  in  truth,  all  that  he  concluded — either  firom 
the  pertinent  remarks  of  Mrs.  Barbara  or  firom 

Zara's  embarrassment — was,  that  the  young 
baronet  had  been  making  a  little  love  to  his 

daughter,  which,  to  say  soQth,  was  a  consumma* 
tion  that  Sir  Robert  Croyland  was  not  a  little 
inclined  to  see. 

In  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  more,  the  din* 
ner  was  announced ;  and  the  master  of  the 

house,  his  sister,  and  Zara,  sat  down  togetheit. 

Hardly  had  the  fish  and  soup  made  any  pro- 
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gress,  when  the  quick  canter  of  Sir  Edward 

Digby's  horse  put  his  fair  confidante  out  of  her 
anxiety ;  and^  in  a  few  minutes  after,  he  appeared 

himself,  and  apologized  gracefully  to  his  host, 

for  having  been  too  late.  "You  must  have 

waited  for  me,  I  fear,"  he  added,  "  for  it  is  near 
an  hour  after  the  time ;  but  I  thought  it  abso- 

lutely necessary,  from  some  circumstances  I 
heard,  to  go  over  and  see  my  colonel  before  he 

returned  to  Hythe,  and  then  I  was  detained." 

"  Pray,  who  does  command  your  regiment  ?*' 
asked  Mrs.  Barbara.  But  Sir  Edward  Digby  waSj 
at  that  moment,  busily  engaged  in  taking  his 

seat  by  Zara's  side ;  and  he  did  not  hear.  The 
lady  repeated  the  question  when  he  was  seated ; 

but  then  he  replied,  "  No,  I  thank  you,  my  dear 
madam,  no  soup  to-day — a  solid  meal  always 
after  a  hard  ride ;  and  I  have  galloped  till  I  have 

almost  broken  my  horse's  wind. — ^By  the  way. 
Sir  Robert,  I  hope  you  found  my  bay  a  pleasant 
goer.  I  have  only  ridden  him  twice  since  I  bought 

him,  though  he  cost  two  hundred  guineas." 
"  He  is  well  worth  the  money,"  replied  the 

Baronet — "a  very  powerful  animal — ^bore  me 

like  a  feather,  and  I  ride  a  good  weight." 
''Have  your  own  horses  come  back?'  asked 

the  young  officer,  with  a  laugh. 
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Sir  Bobert  Croyland  anflwered  in  the  negative^ 

adding,  "  And  that  reminds  me  I  most  write  to 
my  brother,  to  let  Edith  have  his  carriage  to- 

morrow, to  bring  her  baok ;  for  mine  are  gone — 

eoach-horses,  and  all." 
''Edith,  to-morrow ! "exclaimed  Mrs.  Bazfaaim, 

in  surprise ;  "  why,  I  thought  she  was  going  to 

stay  four  or  five  days." 
''She  is  coming  back  to-morrow,  Bab,"  re- 

plied Sir  Bobert,  sharply ;  and  instantly  tamed 
thp  oonversation. 

During  the  rest  of  the  evening.  Sir  Edwaid 

Digby  remained  very  constantly  by  &ir  Zara's 
side ;  and,  moreover,  he  paid  her  most  paxti- 
eular  attention,  in  so  marked  a  manner,  that 

both  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  and  Mrs.  Barbara 

thought  matters  were  taking  their  course  w^gty 

fiivourably.  The  &ther  busied  himself  in  writ- 
ing a  letter  and  one  or  two  notes,  which  he 

pronounced  to  be  of  consequence — as,  indeed, 

they  really  were — ^while  the  aunt,  worked  dili- 
gently and  discreetly  at  embroidering,  not  in- 

terrupting the  conference  of  her  nieoe  and  their 
guest  above  ten  times  in  a  minute.  Sir  Edwaid, 

indeed,  kept  himself  within  all  due  and  well-de- 
fined rules.  He  never  proceeded  beyond  what  a 

great  master  of  the  art  has  pronounced  to  be 
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**  making  love" — "  a  course  of  small^  quiet,  atten- 
tions^ not  60  pointed  as  to  alarm,  nor  so  vague 

as  to  be  misunderstood."  Strange  to  say,  Zaia 
was  yery  much  obliged  to  him  for  following 

eadti  a  course,  as  it  gave  an  eq>ecial!y  good  pre- 
text for  intimacy,  for  whispered  w<»ds  and  quiet 

couTersation,  and  even  for  a  little  open  seeking 

for  each  other  a  society,  which  would  have  called 
observation,  if  not  inquiry,  upon  them,  had  not 

her  companion's  conduct  been  what  it  was.  She 
thought  fit  to  attribute  it,  in  her  own  misd, 
entirely  to  his  desire  of  communicating  to  her, 
without  attracting  notice,  whatever  he  had 

learned,  that  could  in  any  way  affect  her  sister's 
&te ;  and  she  judged  it  a  marvellous  good  device 
that  they  should  appear  for  the  time  as  lovers, 
with  fnU  powers  on  bolh  parts  to  withdraw  from 
that  position  whenever  it  suited  them.  Poor 

girl !  she  knew  not  how  far  she  was  entangling 
herself. 

Sir  Edward  Digby,  in  the  meanirfiile,  todc  no 
alarming  advantage  of  his  situation.  Hie 
whispefcdwordwasalmost  always  of  Edith  or  of 
Lieyton.  He  never  spoke  of  Zua  herself,  at  of 
himself,  or  of  his  own  feelings ;  not  a  word  could 
denote  to  her  that  he  was  making  love,  thou^ 

whole  demeanour  had  very  much  that  aspect 
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to  those  who  sat  and  looked  on.  Oh,  those 

who  sit  and  look  on,  what  a  world  they  see! 

and  what  a  world  they  don't  see  !  Ever  more 
than  those  who  play  the  game,  be  they  shrewd  as 

they  may :  ever  less  than  the  cards  woold  show, 
were  they  turned  up.  By  fits  and  snatches,  he 
oonmiunicated  to  his  fiEur  companion,  while  he 

was  playing  with  this  ball  of  gold  thread,  or 
winding  and  unwinding  that  piece  of  crimson 

fiilk,  as  much  of  what  had  passed  between  him- 

8Qjf  and  Sir  Henry  Ley  ton,  as  he  thought  neces- 
sary ;  and  then  he  asked  her  to  sing — ^as  her 

aunt  had  given  him  a  quiet  hint  that  her  niece 

did  sometimes  do  such  a  thing — saying,  in  a  low 

tone,  while  he  preferred  the  request,  "  Pray,  go 
on  with  the  song,  though  I  may  interrupt  you 
sometimes  with  questions,  not  quite  relevant  to 

the  subject." 
''I  understand — ^I  quite  understand,"  an- 

swered Zara;  but  it  may  be  a  question  whether 
that  sweet  girl  reaUy  quite  understood  either 
herself  or  him.  It  is  impossible  that  any  two 

free  hearts,  can  go  on  long,  holding  such  inti- 
mate and  secret  communion,  on  subjects  deeply 

interesting  to  both,  without  being  drawn  to- 
gether by  closer  bonds,  than  perhaps  they  fancy 

<;an  ever  be  established  between  them — ^unless 
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there  be  something  inherently  repulsive  on  one 
part  or  the  other.  Propinquity  is  certainly  much, 
in  the  matter  of  love;   but  there  are  circum- 
stances^  not  rarely  occurring  in  human  hfe,  iirhich 

mightily  abridge  the  process;  and  such  are — 
difficulties  and  dangers  experienced  together — 

a  common  struggle  for  a  common  object — ^but 
more  than  all — ^mutual  and  secret  communion 

friths  and  aid  of  each  other  in  things  of  deep 

interest.  The  confidence  that  is  required,  the  ex- 
citement of  imagination,  the  unity  of  effort^  and 

of  purpose,  the  rapid  exercise  of  mind  to  catch 

the  half-uttered  thought,  the  enforced  candour 
from  want  of  time,  which  admits  of  no  disguise 

or  circumlocution,  the  very  mystery  itself — all 
cast  that  magic  chain  around  those  so  circum- 

stanced, within  which  they  can  hardly  escape 
from  the  power  of  love.     Nine  times  out  often, 

they  never  try;    and,  however  Zara  Croyland 
might  feel,  she  rose  wiUingly  enough  to  sing, 
while  Sir  Edward  Digby  leaned  over  her  chair,  as 
she  sat  at  the  instrument,  which  in  those  days 

supplied  the  place  of  that  which  is  now  absurdly 
enough   termed   in  England,  a  piano.     Her 

voice,  which  was  fine  though  not  very  power- 
ful, wavered  a  little  as  she  began,  from  emotions 

of  many  kinds.     She  wished  to  sing  well ;  but 
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she  sang  worse  than  she  might  have  done ;  yet 
quite  well  enough  to  please  Sir  Edwaid  Digby, 
though  his  ear  was  refined  by  art,  and  good  by 
nature.  Nevertheless,  though  he  hstened  with 

delight,  and  felt  the  music  deeply,  he  forgot  not 
his  purpose,  and  between  eaoh  stanza  asked 

some  question,  obtaining  a  brief  reply.  But  I  will 
not  so  interrupt  the  course  of  an  old  song,  and 

will  giye  the  interrogatory  a  separate  place : 

THE  LADT8  SONG. 

" Oh!  there  be  many,  many  giieft^ 
In  this  world's  sad  career, 

That  shnn  the  day,  that  fly  the  gaze. 
And  nerer,  never  meet  the  ear. 

Bat  what  is  daricest— darkest  of  them  aQ? 

The  pang  of  love  betray'd? — 
The  hopes  of  yoath  all  fleeting  by — 

Spring  flowers  that  early,  early  fhde? 

But  there  are  griefi^— ay,  grieft  as  deep : 

The  friendship  tnm'd  to  hate— 
And,  deeper  still— and  deeper  stiH, 

Repentance  come  too  late ! — too  hUe  I 

The  doubt  of  those  we  love ;  and  more 
The  raytess,  doll  de^air, 

Whentnuted  hearts  are  worthless  foand. 
And  all  our  dreams  are  air— but  air* 
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Beep  in  each  boeom'f  fecret  cell. 
The  hermit-sorrowB  lie ; 

And  thence — ^nnheaid  on  eftith-^ey  raise 
The  voice  of  prayer  on  high— on  Ugh. 

Oh!  there  be  many,  many 

In  this  world's  sad  career. 
That  shun  the  day,  that  fly  the  gaze. 

And,  never,  never  meet  the  ear." 

Thus  sang  the  lady ;  and  one  of  her  hearers, 
at  least,  was  delighted  with  the  sweet  voice^  and 
the  sweet  music,  and  the  expression  which  she 

gave  to  the  whole.  Sat  though  he  hstened  with 
deep  attention,  both  to  words  and  tones,  as  long 

as  her  Ups  moved,  yet,  when  the  mere  instru- 
mental part  of  the  music  recommenced,  which 

was  the  case  between  every  second  and  third 

stanza — and  the  symphonetio  parts  of  every  song 

were  somewhat  long  in  those  days — he  instantly 
remembered  the  object  with  which  he  had  fij^t 
asked  her  to  sing,  (little  thinking  that  such 

pleasure  would  be  his  reward;)  and  bending  , 
down  his  head,  as  if  he  were  paying  her  some 

lover-like  compliment  on  her  performance,  he 
asked  her  quietly,  as  I  have  said  before,  a  question 
or  two,  closely  connected  with  the  subject  on 
which  both  their  minds  were  at  that  moment 

principally  bent. 
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Thus^  at  the  first  pause,  he  inquired — "  Do 
you  know— did  you  ever  see,  in  times  long  past, 
a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Warde — a  clergy- 

man— a  good  and  clever  man,  but  somewhat 

strange  and  wild  ?" 
"  No,"  answered  Zara,  looking  down  at  the 

keys  of  the  harpsichord ;  "  I  know  no  one  of 

that  name ;"  and  she  recoumienced  the  song. 
When  her  voice  again  ceased,  the  young 

officer  seemed  to  have  thought  further ;  and  he 

asked,  in  the  same  low  tone,  "Did  you  ever 
know  a  gentleman  answering  that  description — 

his  features  must  once  have  been  good — ^some- 

what strongly  marked,  but  fine  and  of  an  ele- 
vated expression,  with  a  good  deal  of  wildness 

in  the  eye,  but  a  peculiarly  bland  and  beautiful 

smile  when  he  is  pleased — too  remarkable  to  be 

overlooked  or  forgotten  ?'* 
"  Can  you  be  speaking  of  Mr.  Osbom  ?" 

asked  Zara,  in  return.  *'  I  barely  recollect  him  in 
former  days ;  but  I  and  Edith  met  him  about  ten 

days  ago ;  and  he  remembered  and  spoke  to  her." 
The  song  required  her  attention ;  and  though 

she  would  fain  have  played  the  symphony  over 
again,  she  was  afraid  her  father  would  remark 

it,  and  went  on  to  sing  the  last  two  stanzas. 
As  soon  as  she  had  concluded,  however,  she 
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-said,  in  a  low,  quick  voice,  "  He  is  a  very  ex- 

traordinary man." 
**  Can  you  give  me  any  sign  by  which  I 

should  know  him  ?"  asked  Digby. 
*'  He  has  now  got  a  number  of  blue  lines 

traced  on  his  face,"  answered  ZfLra ;  "  he  went 
abroad  to  preach  to  the  savages,  I  have  heard. 

He  is  a  good  man,  but  very  eccentric." At  the  same  moment  the  voice  of  her  father 

was  raised,  saying,  "  I  wish,  my  dear,  you  would 
not  sing  such  melancholy  things  as  that.  Can- 

not you  find  something  gayer  ?  I  do  not  like 

young  ladies  singing  such  dull  ditties,  only  fit 

for  sentimental  misses  of  the  true  French  school.'* 
What  was  the  true  French  school  of  his  day, 

I  cannot  tell.  Certainly,  it  must  have  been  very 

difierent  from  the  present. 

"  Perhaps  Sir  Edward  will  sing  something 
more  cheerful  himself?"  answered  Zara. 

"  Oh,  I  am  a  very  bad  musician,"  replied  the 
young  oflScer;  "  I  cannot  even  accompany  my- 

self. If  you  will,  and  have  any  of  the  few  things 

I  know,  I  shall  be  very  happy. — ^In  everything, 

one  can  but  try,"  he  added,  in  a  low  voice, 

"  still  hoping  for  the  best." 
Zara  looked  over  her  collection  of  music  with 

him ;  and  at  last  she  opened  one  song  which 

VOL.  HI.  '       H 
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was  somewhat  popular  in  those  times,  though 

it  has  long  fallen  into  well-merited  ohliyion. 

"  Can  you  Tentore  to  sing  that  ?"  she  asked, 
pointing  to  the  words  rather  than  the  mosio ; 

**  it  is  quite  a  soldier's  song." 
Sir  Edward  Bigby  read  the  first  line;  and 

thinking  he  observed  a  double  meaning  in  her 

question,  he  answered,  ''  Oh,  yes,  that  I  will,  if 

you  will  consent  to  accompany  me." Zara  smiled,  and  sat  down  to  the  instrument 

again ;  and  the  reader  must  judge  from  the  song 
itself  whether  the  young  officers  conjecture 
that  her  words  had  an  enigmatical  sense  was 

just  or  not 

THE  OFFICER'S  SONG. 

*<  A  6tar  18  still  beaming 
Beyond  the  grey  ekmd ; 

Its  lig^  rays  are  streaming, 
With  nothing  to  shxond ; 

And  the  star  shall  be  there 

When  the  clouds  pass  away ; 

Its  lostre  nnchanging. 
Immortal  its  ray. 

**  'Tisthe  guide  of  the  tme  heart. 
In  field,  or  on  sea ; 

Tis  the  hope  of  the  slare. 
And  the  trust  of  the  free  $ 
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The  light  of  the  lover, 
Whaterer  assail ; 

The  strength  of  the  honest. 
That  nerer  can  fail. 

**  Waft,  waft,  thoD  light  wind. 
From  the  peace-giying  ray, 

The  vaponrs  of  sorrow, 
That  oyer  it  stray ; 

And  let  it  pour  forth. 
All  nnshroaded  and  bright. 

That  those  who  now  mourn, 

May  rejoice  in  its  light" 

^*  God  grant  it !"  murmured  the  Toice  of  Sir 
Bobert  Croyland.  Zara  said,  *^  Amen,"  in  her 
heart ;  and  in  a  minute  or  two  after,  her  father 
rose,  and  left  the  room. 

During  the  rest  of  the  evening,  nothing  very 
important  occurred  in  Harbourne  House.  Mrs. 

Barbara  played  her  usual  part,  and  would  con- 

tribute to  Sir  Edward  Digby's  amusement  in  a 
most  uncomfortable  manner.  The  following 

morning,  too,  went  by  without  any  incident  of 

importance,  till  about  ten  o'clock,  when  break- 
fast just  being  over,  and  Zara  having  been 

called  from  the  room  by  her  maid.  Sir  Bobert's 
butler  announced  to  his  master,  that  the  groom 

had  returned  from  Mr.  Croyland's. h2 
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"Where  is  the  note ?"  demanded  his  master, 
eagerly. 

"  He  has  not  brought  one,  Sir  Robert,"  re- 
plied the  servant,  *'  only  a  message,  sir,  to  say 

that  Mr.  Croyland  is  very  sorry  he  cannot  spare 

the  horses  to-day,  as  they  were  out  a  long  way 

yesterday." Sir  Bobert  Croyland  started  up  in  a  state  of 

fury  not  at  all  becoming.  He  stamped,  he 
even  swore.  But  we  have  got  rid  of  a  great 

many  of  the  vices  of  those  times ;  and  swearing 
was  so  common  at  the  period  I  speak  of,  that  it 
did  not  even  startle  Mrs.  Barbara.  Her  efforts, 

however,  to  soothe  her  brother,  only  served  to 
irritate  him  the  more;  and  next  he  swore  at 

her,  which  did  surprise  her  mightily. 

He  then  fell  into  a  fit  of  thought,  which  ended 

in  his  saying  aloud,  **  Yes,  that  must  be  the  way. 
It  is  his  business,  and  so  But  Sir  Robert 

did  not  conclude  the  sentence,  retiring  to  his 

own  sitting-room,  and  there  writing  a  letter. 
When  he  had  done,  he  paused  and  meditated 

his  mind  rambling  over  many  subjects,  though 

still  occupied  intensely  with  only  one.  "  I  am 

a  most  unfortunate  man,"  he  thought.  "  No- 
thing since  that  wretched  day  has  ever  gone 

right  with  me.    Even  trifled  combine  to  frus. 
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trate  everything  I  attempt.  Would  I  had  died 

many  years  ago !  Poor  Edith — ^poor  girl — she 
must  know  more  sorrow  still,  and  yet  it  must  be 

done,  or  I  am  lost ! — ^If  that  wretched  youth  had 
been  killed  in  that  affiray  yesterday,  it  would 
have  all  been  over.  Was  there  no  bullet  that 

could  find  him  ? — and  yet,  perhaps,  it  might  not 
have  had  the  effect. — ^No,  no;  there  would 
have  been  some  new  kind  of  demand  &om  that 

greedy,  craving  scoundrel. — ^May  there  not  be 
such  even  now?  Will  he  give  up  that  fatal 

paper  ? — ^He  shall — by  Heaven,  he  shall ! — But 
I  must  send  the  letter.  Sir  Edward  Digby  will 
think  this  all  very  strange.  How  unfortunate, 
that  it  should  have  happened  just  when  he  was 
here.  Would  to  Heaven  I  had  any  one  to  con? 
suit  with !  But  I  am  lone,  lone  indeed.  My 

wife,  my  sons,  my  friends, — gone,  gone,  all 

gone !  It  is  very  sad ;"  and  after  having  mused 
for  several  minutes  more,  he  rang  the  bell,  gave 
the  servant  who  appeared  the  letter  which  he 
had  just  written,  and  directed  him  to  take  it 

over  to  Mr.  Badford's  as  soon  as  possible. 
Betumingto  the  room  which  he  had  previously 

left — without  bestowing  one  word  upon  Mrs.  Bar- 
bara, whom  he  passed  in  the  corridor,  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland   entered  into  conversation  with  Sir 
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Edward  Digby,  and  strove — ^ihough  with  too 
eyident  an  effort — to  appear  careless  and  uncon- 
cerned. 

In  the  meantime,  however,  we  must  notice 

what  was  passing  in  the  corridor ;  for  it  was  of 

some  importance,  though,  like  many  other  im* 
portant  things,  it  was  transacted  very  quietly. 

Mrs.  Barbara  had  overheard  Sir  Robert's 
directions  to  the  servant;  and  she  had  seen 

the  man — as  he  went  away  to  get  ready  the 
pony,  which  was  usuaUy  sent  in  the  morning 

to  the  post — deposit  the  note  he  had  received 

upon  an  antique  piece  of  furniture — a  large 
marble  table,  with  great  sprawUng  gilt  legs — 
which  stood  in  the  hall,  close  to  the  double 
doors  that  led  to  the  offices. 

Now,  Mrs.  Barbara  was  one  of  the  most 

benevolent  people  upon  earth:  she  literally 
overflowed  with  the  milk  of  human  kindness; 

and,  if  a  few  drops  of  that  same  milk  occasiou- 
ally.spotted  the  apron  of  her  morahty,  which  we 
cannot  help  acknowledging  was  sometimes  the 
case,  she  thought,  as  a  great  many  other  people 

do  of  a  great  many  other  sins,  that  '*  there  was 

no  great  harm  in  it,  if  the  motive  was  good." 
This  was  one  of  those  cases  and  occasions  when 

the  milk  was  beginning  to  run  over.    She  had 
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a  deep  regard  for  her  brother :  she  would  have 
aaorificed  her  right  hand  for  him ;  and  she  was 

quite  sure  that  something  very  sad  had  hap- 
pened to  vex  him^  or  he  never  would  have 

thought  of  swearing  at  her.  She  would  have 
done,  she  was  ready  to  do»  anything  in  the 
worlds  to  help  him ;  but  how  could  she  help 
him,  without  knowing  what  he  was  vexed  about? 
It  is  wonderful  how  many  lines  the  devil  always 
has  out,  for  those  who  are  disposed  to  take 
a  bait  Something  whispered  to  Mrs.  Barbara, 

as  she  gazed  at  the  letter,  "  The  whole  story  is 

in  there !"  Ah,  Mrs.  Barbara,  do  not  take  it 
up,  and  look  at  the  address  ! — ^It  is  dangerous — 
very  dangerous. 

But  Mrs.  Barbara  did  take  it  up,  and  looked 
at  the  address — and  then  at  the  two  ends.  It 

was  folded  as  a  note,  unfortunately;  and  she 

thought — "  There  can  be  no  harm,  I'm  sure— 
I  won't  open  it — though  I've  seen  him  open 
Edith's  letters,  poor  thing! — ^I  shall  hear  the 
man  pull  back  the  inner  door,  and  can  put  it 
down  in  a  minute.  Nobody  else  can  see  me  here ; 
and  if  I  could  but  find  out  what  is  vexing  him, 

I  might  have  some  way  of  helping  him ;  I'm  sure 
I  intend  well." 

All  this  argumentation  in  Mrs.  Barbara's 
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mind  took  up  the  space  of  about  three  seconds ; 

and  then  the  note,  pressed  between  two  fingers 
in  the  most  approved  fashion,  was  applied  as 

a  telescope  to  her  eye,  to  get  a  perspective  view 

of  the  cause  of  her  brother's  irritation.  I  must 
make  the  reader  a  party  to  the  transaction,  I  am 
afraid,  and  let  him  know  the  words  which  Mrs. 

Barbara  read : — 

"  My  dear  Radford,"  the  note  began — "  As 
misfortune  would  have  it,  all  my  horses  have 
been  taken  out  of  the  stable,  and  have  not 

been  brought  back.  I  fear  that  they  have 
£Edlen  into  other  hands  than  those  that  bor- 

rowed them ;  and  my  brother  Zachary  has  one 
of  his  crabbed  moods  upon  him,  and  will  not 

lend  his  carriage  to  bring  Edith  back.  If  your 
horses  have  not  gone  as  well  as  mine,  I  should 

feel  particularly  obliged  by  your  sending  them 
down  here,  to  take  over  my  coach  to  Zachary  s 
and  bring  Edith  back ;  for  I  do  not  wish  her  to 
stay  there  any  longer,  as  the  marriage  is  to  take 

place  so  soon.  If  you  can  come  over  to-morrow, 
we  can  settle  whether  it  is  to  be  at  your  house 

or  here — ^though  I  should  prefer  it  here,  if  you 

have  no  objection." There  seemed  to  be  a  few  words  more ;  but 

it  took  Mrs.  Barbara  longer  to  decipher  the 
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above  lines«  in  the  actual  position  of  the  note^ 
than  it  might  have  done,  had  the  paper  been 

spread  out  £ur  before  her ;  so  that,  just  as  she 
iras  moving  it  a  little,  to  get  at  the  rest,  the 
sound  of  the  farther  of  the  two  doors  being 
thrown  open,  interrupted  her  proceedings ;  and, 

laying  down  the  letter  quickly,  she  darted  away, 
fuU  of  the  important  intelligence  which  she  had 

acquired. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

There  are  periods  in  the  life  of  some  men^ 
when,  either  by  a  concatenation  of  unfortunate 
events,  or  by  the  accumulated  consequences  of 
their  own  errors,  the  prospect  on  every  side 
becomes  so  clouded,  that  there  is  no  resource 

for  them,  but  to  shut  their  eyes  to  the  menacing 
aspect  of  all  things,  and  to  take  refuge  in  the 
moral  blindness  of  thoughtless  inaction,  against 

the  pressure  of  present  difficulties.  "  I  dare 

not  think,"  is  the  excuse  of  many  a  man, 
for  continuing  in  the  same  course  of  levity 
which  first  brought  misfortunes  upon  him ;  but 
such  is  not  always  the  case  with  those  who  fly  to 
wretched  merriment  in  the  hour  of  distress; 
and  such  was  not  the  case  with  Sir  Robert 

Croyland. 
He  had  thought  for  long  years,  till  his  very 
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heart  sickened  at  the  name  of  reflection.  He 

had  looked  round  for  help,  and  had  found 
none.  He  had  tried  to  discover  some  prospect 
of  reUef ;  and  all  was  darkness.  The  storm  he 

had  long  foreseen  was  now  bursting  upon  his 
head ;  it  was  no  longer  to  be  delayed ;  it  was  not 
to  be  warded  off.  His  daughter  s  misery,  or  his 
own  destruction,  was  the  only  choice  before  him ; 
and  he  was  resolved  to  think  no  more — ^to  let 
events  take  their  course,  and  to  meet  them  as 

he  best  might. 

But  to  resolve  is  one  thing — to  execute,  an* 

other ;  and  Edith's  father  was  not  a  man  who 
could  keep  such  a  determination  long.  He 
might  indeed,  for  a  time,  cease  to  think  of  all 
the  painful  particulars  of  his  situation ;  but  there 
will  ever  come  moments  when  thought  is  forced 
even  upon  the  thoughtless,  and  events  will  etise, 
to  press  reflection  upon  any  heart.  His  efforts 

were,  at  first,  very  successful.  After  he  had  de- 
spatched the  letter  to  Mr.  Badford,  he  had  said, 

'*  I  must  really  pay  my  visitor  some  attention. 
It  wiU  serve  to  occupy  my  mind,  too.  Anything 

to  escape  from  the  torturing  consideration  of  ques- 
tions, which  must  ever  be  solved  in  wretched- 

ness."  And  ■when  he  letumed  to  Sir  Edvard 
Digby,  Ms  conyersation  was  particularly  gay  and 
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oheeifiil.  It  first  turned  to  the  unpleasant  bet 
of  the  abstraction  of  all  his  horses ;  but  he  now 

spoke  of  it  in  a  lighter  and  less  careful  manner 
than  before. 

''  Doubtless/'  he  said,  ''  they  have  been  taken 
without  leave,  as  usual,  by  the  smugglers,  to  use 
for  their  own  purposes.  It  is  quite  a  conmion 
practice  in  this  coimty ;  and  yet  we  all  go  on 

leaving  our  stable-doors  open,  as  if  to  invite  all 
who  pass  to  enter,  and  choose  what  they  like. 
Then,  I  suppose,  they  have  been  captured  with 
other  spoil,  in  the  strife  of  yesterday  morning, 
and  are  become  the  prize  of  the  conquerors ;  so 

that  I  shall  never  see  them  again." 
"  Oh,  no !"  answered  the  young  officer,  "  they 

will  be  restored,  I  am  quite  sure,  upon  your 
identifying  them,  and  proving  that  they  were 
taken,  without  your  consent,  by  the  smugglers. 

I  shall  go  over  to  Woodchurch  by-and-by ;  and 

if  you  please,  I  will  claim  them  for  you." 
"It  is  scarcely  worth  while,"  replied  the 

baronet ;  '*  I  doubt  that  I  shall  ever  get  them 
back.  These  are  little  losses  which  every  man  in 
this  neighbourhood  must  suffer,  as  a  penalty  for 
remaining  in  a  half  savage  part  of  the  country. 

— ^What  are  you  disposed  to  do  this  morning.  Sir 

Edward  ?  Do  you  again  walk  the  stubbles  ?" 
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''  I  fear  it  Tvould  be  of  little  use/'  answered 
Digby ;  ''  there  has  been  so  much  galloping 
lately,  that  I  do  not  think  a  partridge  has  been 
left  undisturbed  in  its  furrow ;  and  the  sun  is 

too  high  for  much  sport." 
"  Well,  then,  let  us  walk  in  the  garden  for  a 

little,"  said  Sir  Kobert ;  "  it  is  curious,  in  some 
respects,  having  been  laid  out  long  before  this 

house  was  built,  antiquated  as  it  is." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  assented,  but  looked 

round  for  Zara,  as  he  certainly  thought  her 

society  would  be  a  great  addition  to  her  fathers. 

She  had  not  yet  returned  to  the  room,  how- 
ever; and  Sir  Bobert,  as  if  he  divined  his 

young  companion's  feelings,  requested  his 
sister  to  tell  her  niece,  when  she  came,  that  he 

and  their  guest  were  walking  in  the  garden. 

"  It  is  one  of  her  favourite  spots,  Sir  Edward," 
he  continued,  as  they  went  out,  "  and  many  a 
meditative  hour  she  spends  there ;  for,  gay  as 

she  is,  she  has  her  fits  of  thought,  too." 
The  young  baronet  internally  said,  *'  Well 

she  may,  in  this  house !"  but  making  a  more 
civil  answer  to  his  entertainer,  he  followed  him 

to  the  garden ;  and  so  well  and  even  cheerfully 
did  Sir  Bobert  Croy  land  keep  up  the  conversation, 

so  learnedly  did  he  descant  upon  the  levelling 
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and  preservatioii  of  turf  in  bowling-greens^  and 
upon  the  clipping  of  old  yew-trees — ^both  before 
and  after  Zara  joined  them — ^that  Digby  began 
to  doubt,  notwithstanding  all  he  had  heard, 

whether  he  could  really  hare  such  a  load  upon 
his  heart  as  he  himself  had  stated  to  Edith,  and 

to  fancy  that,  after  all,  it  might  be  a  stratagem 
to  drive  her  to  compUance  with  his  wishes. 

A  little  incident,  of  no  great  moment  in  the 

eyes  of  any  one  but  a  very  careful  observer  of  his 

fellow-men — and  Digby  was  &r  more  so  than 
he  seemed — soon  settled  the  doubt.  As  they 
were  passing  under  an  old  wall  of  red  brick — 
channelled  by  time  and  the  shoots  of  pears  and 

peaches — ^which  separated  the  garden  from  the 
different  courts,  a  door  suddenly  opened  behind 

them,  just  after  they  had  passed  it;  and  while  Sir 

Edward's  eyes  were  turned  to  the  face  of  the 

master  of  the  house.  Sir  Robert's  ear  instantly 
caught  the  sound,  and  his  cheek  became  as  pale 
as  ashes. 

"  There  is  some  dark  terror  there !"  thought 
the  young  oflScer ;  but,  turning  to  Zara,  he 
finished  the  sentence  he  had  been  uttering, 
while  her  fathers  coachman,  who  was  the 

person  that  had  opened  the  door,  came  forward 

to  say  that  one  of  the  horses  had  returned. 
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^'  Betttmed !"  exclaimed  Sir  Bobert  Groy* 
land ;  "  has  been  brought  back,  I  suppose  you 

mean  ?" 
" Ay,  Sir  Robert,"  rephed-the  man;  "a fel- 

low from  the  lone  house  by  Iden  Green 
brought  him ;  and  in  a  sad  state  the  poor  beast 

is.  He's  got  a  cut,  like  with  a  knife,  all  down 
his  shoulder." 

<' Your  dragoon  swords  are  sharp.  Sir  Edward," 
said  the  old  baronet,  gaily,  to  his  guest; 

"  however,  I  will  go  and  see  him  myself,  and 

rejoin  you  here  in  a  minute." 
'*  I  am  so  glad  to  have  a  moment  alone,"  cried 

Zara,  as  soon  as  her  fiBither  was  gone, ''  that  you 
must  forgive  me  if  I  use  it  directly.  I  am  going 
to  ask  you  a  favour.  Sir  Edward.  You  must  take 
me  a  ride,  and  lend  me  a  horse.  I  have  just 
had  a  message  from  poor  Harry  Ley  ton ;  he 
wishes  to  see  me,  but  I  am  afiraid  to  go  alone> 

with  so  many  soldiers  about." 
**  Are  they  such  terrible  animals  ?"  asked  her 

companion,  with  a  smile,  adding,  however,  "  I 
shall  be  delighted,  if  your  father  will  consent ;  for 
I  have  already  told  him  that  I  am  going  to 

Woodchurch  this  afternoon." 
*'0h!  you  must  ask  me  yourself.  Sir  Ed- 

ward," repUed  Zara,  *'  quite  in  a  civil  tone ;  and 
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then  -when  you  see  that  I  am  ̂ wiUing,  you  must 
be  very  pressing  with  my  father — quite  as  if  you 
were  a  lover ;  and  he  will  not  refuse  you. — ^III 

bear  you  harmless,  as  I  have  heard  Mr.  Bad- 

ford  say  ;'*  she  added,  with  a  playful  smile  that 
was  quickly  saddened. 

"  You  shall  command  for  the  time"  answered 

Digby,  as  gaily;  ''perhaps  after  that,  I  may 
take  my  turn,  sweet  lady.  But  I  have  a  good 

deal  to  say  to  you,  too,  which  I  could  not  fuUy 

explain  last  night." 
"  As  we  go — as  we  go,"  replied  Zara ;  "  my 

father  will  be  back  directly,  otherwise  I  would 

tell  you  a  long  story  about  my  aunt,  who  has 

evidently  got  some  great  secret  which  she  is  all 
impatience  to  divulge.  If  I  had  stayed  an  hour 

with  her,  I  might  have  arrived  at  it ;  but  I  was 

afiraid  of  losing  my  opportunity  here. — Oh,  that 
invaluable  thing,  opportunity !  Once  lost,  what 

years  of  misery  does  it  not  sometimes  leave  be- 
hind.— ^Would  to  Heaven  that  Edith  and  Leyton 

had  run  away  with  each  other  when  they  were 

about  it. — ^We  should  all  have  been  happier  now." 

"  And  I  should  never  have  known  you,"  re- 
plied Digby.  Zara  smiled,  and  shook  her 

head,  as  if  saying,  "That  is  hardly  fair;"  but 
Sir  Bobert  Croyland  was  seen  coming  up  the 
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walk;  and  she  only  replied,  "Now  do  your 
devoir,  gallant  knight,  and  let  me  see  if  you 

do  it  zealously." 
"I  have  been  trying  in  your  absence,  my 

dear  sir,"  said  Digby,  rather  maliciously,  as  the 
baronet  joined  them,  "  to  persuade  your  fair 
daughter  to  run  away  with  me.  But  she  is 
very  dutiful,  and  will  not  take  such  a  rash  step, 
though  the  distance  is  only  to  Woodchurch, 
without  your  consent.  I  pray  you  give  it ;  for 
I  long  to  mount  her  on  my  quietest  horse,  and 

see  her  try  her  skill  in  horsemanship  again." 
Sir  Bobert  Croyland  looked  grave ;  and  ere 

the  words  were  half  spoken,  Sir  Edward  Digby 
felt  that  he  had  committed  an  error  in  his 

game ;  for  he  was  well  aware  that  when  we  have 
a  favour  to  ask,  we  should  not  call  up,  by  speech 
or  look,  in  the  mind  of  the  person  who  is  to  grant 

it,  any  association  having  a  contrary  tendency. 
"  I  am  afiraid  that  I  have  no  servant  whom  I 

could  send  with  you.  Sir  Edward,"  replied  her 
father;  "  one  I  have  just  dispatched  to  some 
distance,  and  you  know  I  am  left  without 
horses,  for  this  poor  beast  just  come  back,  is 
unfit.  Neither  do  I  think  it  would  be  altogether 
consistent  with  decorum,  for  Zara  to  go  with 

you  quite  alone." VOL.  III.  I 
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Sir  Edward  Digby  mentally  sent  the  word 
decorum  back  to  the  place  firom  whence  it  came; 

but  he  was  resolved  to  press  his  point;  and 

when  Zara  repUed,  '^  Oh»  do  let  me  go«  papa !" 
he  added^  ''  My  servant  can  accompany  as,  to 
satisfy  propriety.  Sir  Robert;  and  you  know  I 
have  quartered  three  horses  upon  you.  Then, 

as  I  find  the  fair  lady  is  somewhat  afraid  of  a 

multitude  of  soldiers,  I  promise  most  &ith* 
fully  not  even  to  dismount  in  Woodchurch,  but 
to  say  what  I  have  to  say,  to  the  officer  in 
command  there,  and  then  canter  back  over  the 

country." 
'*  Who  is  the  officer  in  command?"    asked 

Sir  Robert  Croyland. 
Zara  drew  her  breath  quick,  but  Sir  Edward 

Digby  avoided  the  dangerous  point.  "  Irby 

has  one  troop  there,"  he  replied ;  '^  and  there  are 
parts  of  two  others.  When  I  have  made  interest 

enough  here,"  he  continued,  with  a  half  bow  to 
Zara,  ''  I  shall  beg  to  introduce  Irby  to  you. 
Sir  Robert ;  you  will  like  him  much,  I  think. 

I  have  known  him  long." 
*'  Pray  invite  him  to  dinner  while  he  stays/' 

said   Sir  Robert  Croyland ;  ''  it  wiU  give  me 

much  pleasure  to  see  him." 

"  Not  yet — not  yet !"  answered  Digby,  laugh- 
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ing ;    "  I  always  secure  my  own  approaches 

first" Sir  Bobert  Groyland  smiled  graciously,  and, 

turning  to  Zara,  said,  ''  Well,  my  dear,  I  see 
no  objection,  if  you  wish  it.  You  had  better 

go  and  get  ready." 
Zara's  cheek  was  glowing,  and  she  took  her 

father  at  the  first  word;  but  when  she  was  gone. 

Sir  Bobert  thought  fit  to  lecture  his  guest  a  little, 

upon  the  bad  habit  of  spoiling  young  ladies  which 

he  seemed  to  have  acquired.  He  did  it  jocu- 
larly, but  with  his  usual  pompous  and  grave  air ; 

and  no  one  would  have  recognised  in  the  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland  walking  in  the  garden,  the 
father  whom  we  have  lately  seen  humbled  before 

his  own  child.  There  is  no  part  of  a  man's 
chfuracter  which  he  keeps  up  so  well  to  the  world 

as  that  part  which  is  not  his  own.  The  asser* 
tion  may  seem  to  be  a  contradiction  in  terms ; 

but  there  is  no  other  way  of  expressing  the 

sense  clearly ;  and  whether  those  terms  be  cor- 

rect or  not,  will  depend  upon  whether  cha- 
racter is  properly  innate  or  accumulated. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  answered  gaily,  for  it  was 

his  object  to  keep  his  host  in  good  humour — 
at  least,  for  the  time.    He  denied  the  possibiUty 

i2 
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of  spoiling  a  lady,  ̂ hile  he  acknowledged  his 

l^ropensity  to  attempt  impossibilities  in  that 
direction ;  and  at  the  same  time,  with  a  good 

grace,  and  a  frankness,  real  yet  assumed — for  his 
words  were  true,  though  they  might  not  have 

been  spoken  just  then,  under  any  other  circum- 
stances— he  admitted  that,  of  all  people  whom 

he  should  Hke  to  spoil,  the  fair  being  who  had 

just  left  them  was  the  foremost.  The  words 
were  too  decided  to  be  mistaken.  Sir  Edward 

Digby  was  evidently  a  gentleman,  and  known 
to  be  a  man  of  honour.  No  man  of  honour 

trifles  with  a  woman's  affections;  and  Sir 
Eobert  Croyland,  wise  in  this  instance  if  not 
in  others,  did  as  all  wise  fathers  would  do, 

held  his  tongue  for  a  time  that  the  matter 

might  cool  and  harden,  and  then  changed  the 

subject. 
Digby,  however,  had  grown  thoughtful.  Did 

he  repent  what  he  had  said  ?  No,  certainly 
not.  He  wished,  indeed,  tbat  he  had  not  been 

driven  to  say  it  so  soon ;  for  there  were  doubts 
in  his  own  mind  whether  Zara  herself  were 

altogether  won.  She  was  frank,  she  was  kind, 
she  trusted  him,  she  acted  with  him ;  but  there 

was  at  times  a  shade  of  reserve  about  her, 

coming  suddenly,  which  seemed  to  him  as  a 
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T^arning.  She  had  from  the  first  taken  such 

pains  to  ensure  that  her  confidence — the  con- 
fidence of  circumstances — should  not  be  mis- 

understood ;  she  had  responded  so  little  to  the 

first  approaches  of  love^  while  she  had  yielded 

so  readily  to  those  of  friendship^  that  there  'was 
a  doubt  in  his  mind  which  made  him  uneasy ; 

and,  every  now  and  then,  her  uncle's  account  of 
her  character  rung  in  his  ear,  and  made  him 

think — ''  I  have  found  this  artillery  more  dan- 

gerous than  I  expected." 
What  a  pity  it  is  that  uncles  will  not  hold 

their  tongues ! 

At  length,  he  bethought  him  that  it  would  be 

as  well  to  order  the  horses,  which  was  accordingly 
done ;  and  some  time  before  they  were  ready,  the 

fair  girl  herself  appeared,  and  continued  walking 
up  and  down  the  garden  with  her  father  and 

their  guest,  looking  very  lovely,  both  from  ex- 
citement, which  gave  a  varying  colour  to  her 

cheek,  and  from  intense  feelings,  which,  denied 

the  lips,  looked  out  with  deeper  soul  from  the 

eyes. 
*'  I  think,  Zara,"  said  Sir  Robert  Croyland, 

when  it  was  announced  that  the  horses  and  the 

servant  were  ready,  "  that  you  took  Sir  Edward 

to  the  north,  when  you  went  over  to  your  uncle's. 
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You  had  better,  therefore,  in  returning — ^for  I 

know,  in  your  wild  spirits,  when  once  on  horse- 
back, you  will  not  be  contented  with  the  straight 

road — ^you  had  better,  I  say,  come  by  the  south- 

west/* '^  Oh,  papa,  I  could  never  learn  the  points  of 

the  compass  in  my  life !"  answered  Zara,  laugh- 
ing ;  "  I  suppose  that  is  the  reason  why,  as  my 

aunt  says,  I  steer  so  ill." 
"I  mean — by  the  lower  road,"  replied  her 

father;  and  he  laid  such  emphasis  on  the  words, 
that  Zara  received  them  as  a  command. 

They  mounted  and  set  out,  much  to  the  sur- 
prise of  Mrs.  Barbara  Groyland,  who  saw  them 

from  the  window,  and  thence  derived  her  first 

information  of  their  intended  expedition ;  for 

Zara  was  a&aid  of  her  aunt's  kindnesses,  and 
never  encountered  them  when  she  could  help  it 

When  they  were  a  hundred  yards  fircun  the 
house,  the  conversation  began ;  but  I  wiU  not 
enter  into  all  the  details ;  for  at  first  they  related 
to  facts  with  which  the  reader  is  already  wdl 
acquainted.  Sir  Edward  Digby  told  her  at  large, 
all  that  had  passed  between  himself  and  Leyton 

on  the  preceding  day,  and  Zara,  in  return, 
informed  him  of  the  message  she  had  received 
from  his  Mend,  and  how  it  had  been  conveyed. 
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Their  minds  then  turned  to  other  things,  or 
rather  to  other  branches  of  the  same  subjects ; 
and,  what  was  to  be  done  ?  was  the  next  question ; 

for  hours  were  flying — ^the  moment  that  was  to 
decide  the  fate  of  the  two  beings  in  whom  each 

felt  a  deep  though  separate  interest,  was  ap- 
proaching fast;  and  no  progress  had  apparently 

been  made. 

Zam's  feelings  seemed  as  much  divided  as 
Edith's  had  been.  She  shrank  from  the  thought^ 
that  her  sister,  whom  she  loved  with  a  species  of 

adoration,  should  sacrifice  herself  on  any  account 
to  such  a  fate  as  that  which  must  attend  the  wife 

of  Bichard  Badford.  She  shrank  also,  as  a  young, 

generous  woman's  heart  must  ever  shrink,  from 
the  thought  of  any  one  wedding  the  abhorred, 
and  separating  for  ever  from  the  beloved ;  but 
then,  when  she  came  to  turn  her  eyes  towards  her 
fiftther,  she  trembled  for  him  as  much  as  for 

Edith ;  and,  with  her  two  hands  resting  on  the 

pommel  of  the  saddle,  she  gazed  down  in  anxious 
and  bitter  thought. 

''I  know  not  your  father  as  well  as  you  do, 

my  dear  Miss  Groyland,"  said  her  companion,  at 
length,  as  he  marked  these  emotions;  "and 
therefore  I  cannot  tell  what  might  be  his  conduct 

under  particular  circumstances."      Zara    sud- 
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denly  raised  her  eyes,  and  fixed  them  on  hia 

face ;  but  Digby  continaed.  **  I  do  not  speak  of 
the  past,  but  of  the  future.  I  take  it  for  granted 

— not  alone  as  a  courtesy,  but  from  all  I  have 

seen — that  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  cannot  have 
committed  any  act,  that  could  justly  render  him 

liable  to  danger  from  the  law." 

"  Thank  you — thank  you !"  said  Zara,  drop- 
ping her  eyes  again ;  "  you  judge  rightly,  I  am 

sure." "  Sut  at  the  same  time,"  he  proceeded,  **  it  is 
clear  that  some  unfortunate  concurrence  of  cir- 

cumstances has  placed  him  either  really,  or  in 

imagination,  in  Mr.  Badford's  power.  Now,  would 
he  but  act  a  bold  and  decided  part — dare  the 
worst — discountenance  a  bad  man  and  a  yillain— 

even,  if  necessary,  in  his  magisterial  capacity, 

treat  him  as  he  deserves — ^he  would  take  away  the 
sting  from  his  malice.  Any  accusation  this  man 

might  bring  would  have  enmity  too  strongly 

written  upon  it,  to  carry  much  weight ;  and  all 

the  evidence  in  favour  of  your  father  would 

have  double  force." 
"He  cannot — ^he  will  not,"  answered  Zara, 

sadly,  "  unless  he  be  actually  driven.  I  know 
no  more  than  you,  Sir  Edward,  how  all  this  has 

happened ;  but  I  know  my  fiather,  and  I  know 
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that  he  shrinks  from  disgrace  more  than  death. 

An  accasation^  a  public  trial,  would  kill  him  by 
the  worst  and  most  terrible  kind  of  torture. 

Mr.  Badfordy  too,  has  wound  the  toils  round  him 

completely — that  I  can  see.  He  could  say  that 
Sir  Robert  Croyland  has  acted  contrary  to  all 
his  own  principles^  at  his  request ;  and  he  could 
point  to  the  cause.  He  could  say  that  Sir 
Bobert  Croyland  suddenly  became,  and  has  been 

for  years  the  most  intimate  friend  and  com- 
panion of  a  man  he  scorned  and  avoided;  and 

he  could  assert  that  it  was  because  the  proud 

man  was  in  the  cunning  man's  power.  K,  for 
vengeance,  he  chooses  to  avow  his  own  disgrace 
— and  what  is  there  not  Mr.  Badford  would 

avow  to  serve  his  ends?  — beUeve  me,  he 

has  my  father  in  a  net,  from  which  it  will  be 

difficult  to  disentangle  him." 
They  both  fell  into  thought  again ;  but  Zara 

did  not  sink  in  Digby's  estimation,  from  the 
clear  and  firm  view  which  she  took  of  her  Other's 

position. 
"  Well,"  he  said,  at  length,  "  let  us  wait,  and 

hear  what  poor  Leyton  has  to  tell  you.  Perhaps 
he  may  have  gained  some  further  insight,  or 
may  have  formed  some  plan ;  and  now,  Zara, 
let  us  for  a  moment  speak  of  ourselves.    You 
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see^  to-day^  I  have  been  forced  to  make  love 

to  you." "  Too  much,"  said  Zara,  gravely.  *'  I  am 
sure  you  intended  it  for  the  best ;  but  I  am  sorry 

it  could  not  be  avoided." 

^'  And  yet  it  is  very  pleasant,"  answered  Digby, 
half  jestingly,  half  seriously. 

Zara  seemed  agitated :  ''  Do  not,  do  not !"  she 
replied ;  ̂'  my  mind  is  too  full  of  sad  things,  to 
think  of  what  might  be  pleasant  or  not  at  another 

time ;"  and  she  turned  a  look  towards  him,  in 
which,  kindness,  entreaty,  and  seriousness  were 
all  so  blended,  that  it  left  him  in  greater  doubt 

than  ever,  as  to  her  sensations.  **  Besides,"  she 
added,  the  serious  predominating  in  her  tone, 

"  consider  what  a  difference  one  rash  word,  on 
either  part,  may  make  between  us.  Let  me  regard 

you,  at  least  for  the  present,  as  a  firiend — 
or  a  brother,  as  you  once  said,  Digby ;  let  me 
take  counsel  with  you,  seek  your  advice,  call 
for  your  assistance,  without  one  thought  or  care 
to  shackle  or  restrain  me.  In  pity,  do;  for 

you  know  not  how  much  I  need  support." 
"  Then  I  am  most  ready  to  give  it,  on  your 

own  terms»  and  in  your  own  way,"  answered 
Digby,  warmly;  but,  immediately  afterwards, 
he  fell  into  a  reverie,  and  in  his  own  mind 
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thought — "  She  is  wrong  in  her  view ;  or  indif- 
ferent towards  me.  With  a  lover  to  whom  all 

is  acknowledged,  and  with  whom  all  is  decided, 
she  would  have  greater  confidence,  than  with 
a  friend,  towards  whom  the  dearest  feelings  of 
the  heart  are  in  doubt.  This  must  be  resolved 

speedily,  but  not  now ;  for  it  evidently  agitates 

her  too  much. — ^Yet,  after  all,  in  that  agitation 

is  hope." Just  as  his  meditations  had  reached  this 

point,  they  passed  by  the  little  pubHc  house  of 
the  Chequers,  then  a  very  favourite  sign  in 
England,  and  especially  in  that  part  of  the 

country;  and  in  five  minutes  after,  they  per- 
ceived a  horseman  on  the  road,  riding  rapidly 

towards  them. 

''  There  is  Leyton, '  said  Sir  Edward  Digby, 
as  he  came  somewhat  nearer ;  but  Zara  gazed 
forward  with  surprise,  at  the  tall,  manly  figure, 
dressed  in  the  handsome  imiform  of  the  time, 

the  pale  but  noble  countenance,  and  the  calm 

Gonmianding  air.  "  Impossible  !"  she  cried. 
*^  Why,  he  was  a  gay,  shght,  florid,  young 

man." '^  Six  or  seven  years  ago,"  answered  Digby ; 
*'  but  that,  my  dear  Miss  Croyland,  is  Sir  Henry 

lieyton,  depend  upon  it" 
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Now^  it  may  seem  strange  that  Edith  should 
have  instantly  recognised,  even  at  a  much 
greater  distance,  the  man  whom  her  sister 
did  not,  though  the  same  period  had  passed 
since  each  had  seen  him ;  but,  it  must  be  re- 

membered, that  Edith  was  between  two  and 

three  years  older  than  Zara ;  and  those  two  or 
three  years,  at  the  time  of  life  which  they  had 
reached  when  Leyton  left  England,  are  amongst 

the  most  important  in  a  woman's  life — those 
when  new  feelings  and  new  thoughts  arise,  to 

impress  for  ever,  on  the  woman's  h^art,  events 
and  persons  that  the  girl  forgets  in  an  hour. 

Leyton,  however,  it  certainly  was ;  and  when 
Zara  could  see  his  features  distinctly,  she 
recalled  the  lines.  Springing  from  his  horse 

as  soon  as  he  was  near,  her  sister's  lover  cast 
the  bridle  of  his  charger  over  his  arm,  and, 

taking  the  hand  she  extended  to  him,  kissed  it 

affectionately :  "  Oh,  Zara,  howyou  are  changed !" 
he  said.  **  But  so  am  I ;  and  you  have  gained, 
whilst  I  have  lost.  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to 

come  thus  speedily." 
"  You  could  not  doubt,  Leyton,  that  I  would, 

if  possible,"  answered  Zara ;  "  but  all  things 
are  much  changed  in  our  house,  as  well  as 

ourselves ;  and  that  wild  liberty  which  we 

formerly  enjoyed,    of  running    whithersoever 
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-we  -would^  is  sadly  abridged  now.  But  what 
have  you  to  say,  Leyton  ?  for  I  dare  not  stay 

long." Digby  was  dropping  behind,  apparently  to 
speak  to  his  servant  for  a  moment ;  but 

Leyton  called  to  him,  assuring  him  that  he 

had  nothing  to  say,  which  he  might  not  hear. 

"  Presently,  presently,"  answered  Zara  s  com- 
panion ;  and  leaving  them  alone,  he  rode  up  to 

good  Mr.  Somers,  who,  with  his  usual  discretion, 

had  halted,  as  they  halted,  at  a  ver}- respectful  dis- 
tance. The  young  officer  seemed  to  give  some 

orders,  which  were  rather  long,  and  then  re- 
turned at  a  slow  pace.  In  the  meantime,  the 

conversation  of  Leyton  and  Zara  had  gone  on  ; 

but  his  only  object,  it  appeared,  was  to  see  her, 
and  to  entreat  her  to  aid  and  support  his 

Edith  in  any  trial  she  might  be  put  to.  "  I 
spent  a  short  period  of  chequered  happi- 

ness with  her  last  night,"  he  said  ;  "  and 
she  then  told  me,  dear  Zara,  that  she  was  sure 
her  father  would  send  for  her  in  the  course  of 

this  day.  If  such  be  the  case,  keep  with  her 

always  as  far  as  possible ;  bid  her  still  re- 
member Harry  Leyton;  bid  her  resist  to  the 

end;  and  assure  her  that  he  will  come  to 

her  deliverance  ultimately.  Were  it  myself 

alone,  I  would  sacrifice  anything,  ̂ nd  set  her 
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free ;  bat  when  I  know  that,  by  so  doing,  I 
should  make  her  wretched  for  ever — ^that  her 

own  heart  would  be  broken,  and  nothing  bat 
an  early  death  relieye  her,  I  cannot  do  it, 

Zara — ^no  one  can  expect  it." 

''Perhaps  not — ^perhaps  not,  Leyton;"  an- 
swered Zara,  with  the  tears  in  her  eyes ;  *'  bat 

yet — my  hiher !  However,  I  cannot  advise — 
I  cannot  even  ask  anything.  All  is  so  dark 

and  perplexed,  I  am  lost !" 
''  I  am  labouring  now,  dear  Zara,"  repUed 

the  young  officer,  "  to  find  or  devise  means  of 
rendering  his  safety  sure.  Already  I  have  the 

power  to  crush  the  bad  man  in  whose  grasp  he 

is,  and  render  his  testimony,  whatever  it  may 

be,  nearly  valueless.  At  all  events,  the  only 
coarse  before  us,  is  that  which  I  have  pointed 

out ;  and  while  Digby  is  with  you,  you  can  never 
want  the  best  and  surest  counsel  and  assistance. 

You  may  confide  in  him  fiilly,  Zara.  I  have 
now  known  him  many  years;  and  a  more 

honourable  and  upright  man,  or  one  of  greater 

talent,  does  not  Uve." 
There  was  something  very  gratifying  to  Zara 

in  what  he  said  of  his  friend ;  and  had  she  been 

in  a  mood  to  scrutinize  her  own  feeUngs 

accurately,  the  pleasure  that  she  experienced  in 
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hearing  such  words  spoken  of  Sir  Edward 

Digby — the  agitated  sort  of  pleasure — might  have 
given  her  an  insight  into  her  own  heart.  As  it 
was,  it  only  sent  a  passing  blush  into  her 

cheek,  and  she  replied,  ''  I  am  sure  he  is  all 

you  say,  Harry ;  and  indeed,  it  is  to  his  conni- 
yance  that  I  owe  my  being  able  to  come  hither  to- 

day. These  smugglers  took  away  all  my  father's 
horses;  and  I  suppose,  from  what  I  hear,  that 
some  of  them  have  been  captured  by  your  men. 

''  If  such  is  the  case  they  shall  be  sent  back, 

replied  Leyton ;  '^  for  I  am  well  aware  that  the 
horses  being  found  with  the  smugglers,  is  no 

proof  that  they  were  there  with  the  owner's  con- 
sent. To-morrow,  I  trust  to  be  able  to  give  you 

a  further  insight  into  my  plans,  for  I  am  pro* 
mised  some  information  of  importance  to-night ; 
and  perhaps,  even  before  you  reach  home,  I  shall 

haveputabaragainstMr.BichardBadford'sclaims 
to  Edith,  which  he  mav  find  insurmountable." 

As  he  was  speaking,  Sir  Edward  Digby  re* 
turned,  quickening  his  horse  s  pace  as  he  came 

near,  and  pointing  with  his  hand.  **  You  have 

got  a  detachment  out,  I  see,  Leyton,"  he  said — 
'*  Is  there  any  new  affidr  before  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,"  replied  the  Colonel,  *'  it  is  merely 
Irby  and  a  part  of  his  troop,  whom  I  have 
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despatched  to  search  the  wood,  for  I  have 

certain  intelligence  that  the  man  we  are  seeking 

is  concealed  there." 

"They  may  save  themselTCS  the  trouble," 
replied  Zara,  shaking  her  head ;  "  for  though  he 
was  certainly  there  all  yesterday^  he  made  his 

escape  this  morning." 
Leyton  bit  his  lip,  and  his  brow  grew  clouded. 

"  That  is  unfortunate/'  he  said,  ''.  most  unfor- 
tunate ! — I  do  not  ask  you  how  you  know,  Zara; 

but  are  you  quite  sure  ?" 
"  Perfectly,"  she  answered — "  I  would  not 

deceive  you  for  the  world,  Leyton ;  and  I  only 
say  what  I  have  said,  because  I  think  that,  if  you 
do  search  the  wood,  it  may  draw  attention  to  your 
being  in  this  neighbourhood,  which  as  yet  is 
not  known  at  Harbourne,  and  it  may  embarrass 

us  very  much." 
"I  am  not  sure,  Leyton,"  said  Sir  Edward 

Digby,  "  that  as  far  as  your  own  purposes  are 
concerned,  it  might  not  be  better  to  seem,  at  all 
events,  to  withdraw  the  troops,  or  at  least  a  part 
of  them,  from  this  neighbourhood.  Indeed, 

though  I  have  no  right  to  give  yoU  advice  upon 
the  subject,  I  think  also  it  might  be  beneficial 
in  other  respects,  for  as  soon  as  the  smugglers 
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think  you    gone^    they   will   act    with    more 

freedom." 

"  I  propose  to  do  so«  to-morrow,"  replied  the 
colonel ;  "  but  I  have  some  information  al- 

ready, and  expect  more,  upon  which  I  must 

act  in  the  first  place.  It  will  be  as  well,  how- 

ever, to  stop  Irby's  party,  if  there  is  no  end  to 

be  obtained  by  their  proceedings." 
He  then  took  leave  of  Zaxa  and  his  finend, 

mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  back  to  meet  the 

troop  that  was  advancing ;  while  Zara  and  Sir 

Edward  Digby,  after  following  the  same  road  up 
to  the  first  houses  of  Woodchurch,  turned  away 

to  the  right,  and  went  back  to  Harboume,  by 

the  small  country  road  which  leads  from  Ken- 
nardington  to  Tenterden. 

Their  conversation,  as  they  went,  would  be  of 

very  little  interest  to  the  reader;  for  it  consisted 

almost  altogether  of  comments  upon  Leyton's 
changed  appearance,  and  discussions  of  the  same 

questions  of  doubt  and  difficulty  which  had  oc- 
cupied them  before.  They  went  slowly,  however ; 

and  when  they  reached  the  house  it  did  not  want 

much  more  than  three  quarters  of  an  hour  to 

the  usual  time  of  dinner.  Sir  Bobert  Croyland 

they  found  looking  out  of  the  glass-door,  which 

commanded  a  view  towards  his  brother's  house> 
VOL.  UL  £ 
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and  his  first  question  was,  which  way  they  had 
returned.  Sir  Edward  Digby  gave  an  easy 
and  unconcerned  reply,  describing  the  road  they 
had  foUowed,  and  comparing  it,  greatly  to  its 
disadvantage,  with  that  which  they  had  pursued 
en  their  former  expedition* 

*^  Then  you  saw  nothing  of  the  carriage, 

Zara  ?"  inquired  her  fieither.  "  It  is  very  strange 
that  Edith  has  not  come  back." 

''  No,  we  saw  no  carriage  of  any  kind ;  but  a 

earner's  cart,"  replied  the  young  lady.  "  Perhaps 
if  Edith  did  not  know  you  were  going  to  send, 

she  might  not  be  ready." 
This  reason,  however,  did  not  seem  to  satisfy 

Sir  Robert  Groyland ;  and  after  talking  with  him 
for  a  few  minutes  more  as  he  stood,  still  gazing 

forth  over  the  country,  Zara  and  Digby  retired 
to  change  their  dress  before  dinner;  and  the 
latter  received  a  long  report  from  his  servant  of 
facts  which  will  be  shown  hereafter.  The  man 

was  particularly  minute  and  communicatiTe, 
because  his  master  asked  him  no  questions, 

and  suffered  him  to  tell  his  tale  his  own  way. 
But  that  tale  fully  occupied  the  time  till  the 
second  bell  rang,  and  Digby  hurried  down  to 
dinner. 

Still;  Miss  Croyland  had  not  returned ;  and  it 
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was  eTident  that  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  was 

annoyed  and  uneasy.  All  the  suavity  and  cheer* 
iolaess  of  the  morning  was  gone ;  for  one  im* 
portunate  source  of  care  and  thought  will 
always  carry  the  recollection  back  to  others  ; 
mnd  ho  sat  at  the  dinner  table  in  silence  and 

gloom,  only  broken  by  brief  intervals  of  con* 
versation,  which  he  carried  on  with  a  laborious 
cAbrt. 

Just  as  Mrs.  Barbara  rose  to  retire,  however, 

the  butler  re-entered  the  room,  announcing  to 
Sir  Bobert  Croyland  that  Mr.  Bedford  had  called, 

and  wished  to  speak  with  him.  **  He  would  not 

come  in,  sir,"  continued  the  man,  ''  for  he  said 
he  wanted  to  speak  with  you  alone,  so  I  showed 

him  into  the  library." 
Sir  Bobert  Croyland  instantly  rose,  but  looked 

with  a  hesitating  glance  at  his  guest,  while  Mrs. 
Barbara  and  Zara  retired  from  the  room. 

"  Pray,  do  not  let  me  detain  you.  Sir  Bobert," 
said  the  young  officer ;  '*  I  have  taken  as  much 
wine  as  I  ever  do,  and  will  go  and  join  the 

ladies  in  the  drawing  room." 
The  customs  of  the  day  required  that  the 

master  of  the  house  should  press  the  bottle  upon 

his  guest ;  and  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  did  not  fail  to 

do  so.    But  Digby  remained  firm,  and,  to  settle 
k2 
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the  question^  walked  quietly  to  the  door  and 

entered  the  drawing-room.  There,  he  found 
Zara  seated;  bat  Mrs.  Barbara  was  standing  near 

the  table,  and  apparently  in  a  state,  for  which 

the  English  language  supplies  but  one  term, 

and  that  not  a  very  classical  one.  I  mean,  she 
was  in  ajidget. 

The  reader  is  aware  that  the  library  of  Har- 

bourne  House  was  adjacent  to  the  drawing*room, 
and  that  there  was  a  door  between  them.  It 

was  a  thick,  solid,  oaken  door,  howcTer,  such  as 

shut  out  the  wind  in  the  good  old  times ;  and, 

moreover,  it  fitted  very  close.  Thus,  though  the 
minute  after  Sir  Edward  had  entered  the  room, 

a  low  murmur,  as  of  persons  speaking  somewhat 

loud,  was  heard  from  the  library,  not  a  single 

syllable  could  be  distinguished;  and  Mrs.  Barbara 

looked  at  the  keyhole,  with  a  longing  indescrib* 

able.  After  about  thirty  seconds'  martyrdom, 
Mrs.  Barbara  quitted  the  room :  Zara,  who  knew 

her  aunt,  candidly  trusting,  that  she  had  gone  to 

put  herself  out  of  temptation ;  and  Sir  Edward 

Digby  never  for  a  moment  imagining,  that  she 

could  have  been  in  any  temptation  at  all.  It 

may  now  be  necessary,  however,  to  follow  Sir 

Bobert  Croyland  to  the  library,  and  to  reveal  to 
the  reader  all  that  Mrs.  Barbara  was  so  anxious 

to  learn. 
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He.  found  Mr.  Badford,  booted  and  spurred, 

standing,  with  his  tall,  bony  figure,  in  as  easy  an 

attitude  as  it  could  assume,  by  the  fire-place ; 

and  the  baronet's  first  question  was,  ''In  the 
name  of  Heaven,  Badford,  what  has  become  of 

Edith  ? — ^Neither  she  nor  the  carriage  have  re- 

turned." 
*'  Oh,  yes,  the  carriage  has,  half  an  hour  ago !" 

replied  Mr.  Badford ;  ''  and  I  met  the  horses 

going  back  as  I  came. — ^Didn't  you  get  my  mes- 

sage  which  I  sent  by  the  coachman  T* 
"  No,  I  must  have  been  at  dinner,"  answered 

Sir  Bobert  Groyland,  ''and  the  fools  did  not 

give  it  to  me." 
"Well,  it  is  no  great  matter,"  rejoined  Mr. 

Badford,  in  the  quietest  possible  tone.  "It 
was  only  to  say  that  I  was  coming  over,  and 

would  explain  to  you  all  about  Miss  Groyland." 
"  But  where  is  she  ?  Why  did  she  not  come  ?" 

demanded  her  father,  with  some  of  the  old  im- 
petuosity of  his  youth. 

"  She  is  at  my  house,"  answered  the  other, 
deliberately ;  "  I  thought  it  would  be  a  great 
deal  better,  Groyland,  to  bring  her  there  at 
pnce,  as  you  left  to  me  the  decision  of  where 
the  marriage  was  to  be.  She  could  be  quite  as 
comfortable  there  as  here.  My  son  will  be  up 

to-morrow;  and  the  marriage  can  take  place 
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quietly^  ̂ thout  any  piece  of  woik.  Now,  lieie 
it  woaM  be  difficult  to  manage  it ;  for,  in  the 
first  place,  it  would  be  dangerous  for  my  soil 
You  have  got  a  stranger  in  the  house,  and  a 
whole  heap  of  serrants,  who  cannot  be  trusted. 

I  haye  arranged  everything  for  the  marriage, 
and  for  their  going  o£f  quietly  on  their  Ixtde 
tour.  We  shall  soon  get  a  pardon  for  this  affair 

with  the  dragoons ;  and  that  will  be  all  settfed." 
Sir  Robert  Croyland  had  remained  mute; 

not  with  any  cahn  or  tranquil  feelings^  but  with 

indignation  and  astonishment.  '*  Upon  my  life 

and  soul/'  he  cried,  "  this  is  too  bad  I  Do  y<nr 
mean  to  say,  sir,  that  you  have  ventured,  with- 

out my  knowledge  or  consent,  to  change  my 

daughter's  destination,  and  take  her  io  your 
house  when  I  wished  her  to  be  brought  here  T* 

<«  Undoubtedly,"  replied  Mr.  Badford,  with 
the  most  perfect  calmness. 

"Well  then,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  baronet^ 
irritated  beyond  all  endurance — ''I  have  to  tell 
you,  that  you  have  committed  a  gross,  insolent, 
and  unjustifiable  act;  and  I  have  to  insist  that 

she  be  brought  back  here  this  very  night.** 
"Nay,  my  dear  friend — ^nay,"  replied  Mr. 

Radford,  in  a  half  jeering  tone.  "These 
are  harsh  words  that  you  use ;  but  yon  must 
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hear  me  first,  before  I  pay  any  attention  to 

them." 
"I  want  to  hear  nothing,  sir/'  cried  Sir 

Robert  Groyland,  his  anger  still  carrying  him 

forward.  **  But  if  you  do  not  send  her  back  to 
her  own  home,  I  will  get  horses  over  &om  Ten- 
terden,  and  bring  her  myself. — Her  slavery  has 

not  yet  commenced,  Mr.  Badford." 
*'  I  shall  not  be  able  to  bring  her  over,"  an- 

swered Mr.  Bedford,  still  maintaining  the  same 

provoking  coolness;  "because,  in  case  of  her 
return,  I  should  be  obliged  to  use  my  horses 
myself,  to  lay  certain  important  facts,  which  we 

both  know  of,  before  a  brother  magistrate." 
He  paused,  and  Sir  Robert  Croyland  winced. 

But  still  indignation  was  uppermost  for  the 
time ;  and  rapidly  as  lightning  the  thoughts  of 

resistance  passed  through  his  mind.  "This 

man's  conduct  is  too  bad,"  he  said  to  himself. 
"  After  such  a  daring  act  as  this,  with  his  cha- 

racter blackened  by  so  many  stains,  and  so 
clear  a  case  of  revenge,  the  magistrates  will 

surely  hardly  listen  to  him."  But  as  he  con- 
tinued to  reflect,  timidity — ^the  habitual  timidity 

of  many  years — ^began  to  mingle  with  and  dilute 
his  resolution ;  and  Mr.  Radford,  who  knew  him 

to  the  very  heart,  after  having  suffered  him  to  re- 
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fleet  just  long  enough  to  shake  his  firmness, 

-went  on  in  a  somewhat  different  tone,  saying, 
*^  Gome,  Sir  Bobert !  don't  be  unreasonable ; 
and  before  you  quarrel  irretrievably  with  an 

old  firiend,  listen  quietly  to  what  he  has  got  to If 

say. 

"  Well,  sir,  well,"  said  Sir  Bobert  Croyland, 
casting  himself  into  a  chair — "  what  is  it  you 

have  got  to  say  ?" 
"  Why,  simply  this,  my  dear  friend,"  answered 

Mr.  Badford,  "that  you  are  not  aware  of  all 
the  circumstances,  and  therefore  cannot  judge 
yet  whether  I  have  acted  right  or  wrong.  You 
and  I  have  decided,  I  think,  that  there  can  no 

longer  be  any  delay  in  the  arrangement  of  our 

affairs.  I  put  it  plainly  to  you  yesterday,  that 
it  was  to  be  now  or  never ;  and  you  agreed  that 

it  should  be  now.  You  brought  me  your 

daughters  consent  in  the  afternoon;  and  so  far 

the  matter  was  settled.  I  don't  want  to  injure 
you;  and  if  you  are  injured,  it  is  your  own 

fault—" ''But  I  gave  no  consent,"  said  Sir  Bobert 
Croyland,  ''  that  she  should  be  taken  to  your 
house.  The  circumstances — the  circumstances, 

Mr.  Badford  !" 

"Presently,  presently,"   replied  his  compa- 
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nioD.  "  I  take  it  for  granted,  that,  when  you 
have  pledged  yourself  to  a  thing,  you  are  anxious 
to  accomplish  it.  Now  I  tell  you,  there  was  no 
sure  way  of  accomplishing  this,  but  that  which 

I  have  taken.  Do  you  know  who  is  the  com- 
mander of  this  dragoon  regiment  which  is  down 

here  ? — ^No.  But  I  do.  Do  you  know  who  is  the 
man,  who,  like  a  sub-officer  of  the  Customs, 
attacked  our  friends  yesterday  morning,  took 
some  fifty  of  them  prisoners,  robbed  me  of  some 
seventy  thousand  pounds,  and  is  now  hunting 

after  my  son,  as  if  he  were  a  fox  ? — ^No.  But  I 
do ;  and  I  will  tell  you  who  he  is. — One  Harry 
Leyton,  whom  you  may  have  heard  of — now, 
Lieutenant-Colonel  Sir  Henry  Leyton,  Knight 

of  the  Bath,  forsooth !" 
Sir  Robert  Croyland  gazed  upon  him  in 

astonishment ;  but,  whatever  were  his  other  sen- 
sations, deep  grief  and  bitter  regret  mingled  with 

them,whenhe  thought  that  circumstances  should 
ever  have  driven  or  tempted  him  to  promise  his 

daughter's  hand  to  a  low,  dissolute,  unprincipled 
villain,  and  to  put  a  fatal  barrier  between  her  and 
one  whom  he  had  always  known  to  be  generous, 
honourable,  and  high  principled,  and  who  had 
now  gained  such  distinction  in  the  service  of 
his  country.     He  remained    perfectly  silent. 
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however;  and  the  expression  of  siupnse  and 
consternation  which  his  countenance  displayed, 
was  misinterpreted  by  Mr.  Badford  to  his  own 
advantage. 

Now,  look  here.  Sir  Bobert^"  he  oontinaed; 
if  your  daughter  were  in  your  hooae,  yon 

could  not  help  this  young  man  having  some 
communication  with  her.  He  has  already  been 
over  at  your  brother  s,  and  has  seen  her,  I 
doubt  not.  Here,  then,  is  your  fair  daughter, 

Miss  Zara,  your  guest  Sir  Edward  Bigby — ^his 
intimate  Mend,  I  dare  say — all  your  maids 
and  half  your  men  servants,  even  dear  Mrs. 
Barbara  herself,  with  her  sweet  meddling  ways, 
would  all  be  ready  to  fetch  and  carry  between  the 

lovers.  In  short,  our  whole  plana  would  be  over- 
turned ;  and  I  should  be  compelled  to  do  that 

which  would  be  very  disagreeable  to  me,  and  to 
strike  at  this  upstart  Henry  Leyton  through  the 
breast  of  Sir  Bobert  Groyland.  In  my  house,  he 
can  have  no  access  to  her ;  and  though  some 

mischief  may  already  have  been  done,  yet  it  can 

go  no  further." 
''  Now  I  understand  what  you  mean  by  re- 

venge,'' said  the  baronet^  in  a  low  tone,  folding 
his  hands  together. — "  Now  I  understand." 
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"  Well,  but  have  I  jadged  rightly  or  wrongly  ?  " 
demanded  Mr.  Badford. 

.    ''  Rightly,  I  suppose/'  said  Sir  Bobert  Croy- 
land,  sadly.    "  It  can't  be  helped ; — ^bot  poor 
Edith,  how  does  she  bear  it  ?" 

"  Oh,  very  wdl/'  answered  Mr.  Badford, 
quietly.  *'  She  cried  a  litde  at  first,  and  when 
she  found  where  they  were  going,  asked  the 

coachman  what  he  meant.  It  was  my  coach- 
man, you  know,  not  yours ;  and  so  he  lied,  like  a 

good,  honest  fellow,  and  said  you  were  waiting 
for  her  at  my  house.  I  was  obliged  to  make  up 
a  Uttle  bit  of  a  story  too,  and  tell  her  you  knew 
all  about  it ;  but  that  was  no  great  harm ;  for  I 
was  resolved,  you  should  know  all  about  it,  very 

soon." 
''  Lied  like  a  good  honest  fellow !"  murmured 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  to  hunself.  "  Well,"  he 
continued,  aloud,  *'  at  all  events  I  must  come 
over  to-morrow,  and  try  to  reconcile  the  poor 

girl  to  it." 
"  Do  so,  do  so,"  answered  Mr.  Badford; 

*'  and  in  the  meantime,  I  must  be  off;  for  I've 
still  a  good  deal  of  work  to  do  to*night.  Did 
you  see,  they  have  withdrawn  the  dragoons 
from  the  wood?    They  knew  it  would  be  of 
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no  use  to  keep  them  there.    So  now^   good 

night — ^that's  all  settled." 
'^  All  settled^  indeed/'  murmured  Sir  Bobert 

Groyland  as  Mr.  Badford  left  him;  and  for 
nearly  half  an  hour  after,  he  continued  sitting 
in  the  library,  with  his  hands  clasped  upon  his 

knee,  exactly  in  the  same  position. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  did  not  take  advantage  of 

the  opportunity  which  Mrs.  Barbara's  absence 
afforded  him.  This  may  seem  extraordinary  con- 

duct in  a  good  soldier  and  quick  and  ready  man ; 
but  he  had  his  reasons  for  it.  Not  that  he  was 

beginning  to  hesitate^  as  some  men  do,  when — 

after  having  quite  made  up  their  minds — ^they 
begin  to  consider  all  the  perils  of  their  situation^ 
and  retreat,  without  much  regard  for  their  own 
consistency,  or  the  feelings  of  the  other  persons 

interested.  But,  no — ^Digby  justly  remembered 
that  what  he  had  to  say  might  require  some 
time,  and  that  it  might  produce  some  agitation. 
Moreover,  he  recollected  that  there  are  few 

things  so  disagreeable  on  earth,  as  being  inter- 

rupted at  a  time  when  people's  eyes  are  sparkling 
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or  in  tears,  when  the  cheek  is  flushed  or  deadly 
pale ;  and  as  he  knew  not  when  Mrs.  Barbara 
might  return,  and  certainly  did  not  anticipate 
that  she  would  be  long  absent,  he  resolved  to 
wait  for  another  opportunity. 

When  he  found  minute  after  minute  slip  by, 

however,  he  began  to  repent  of  his  determi- 
nation ;  and  certainly,  although  the  word  love 

never  passed  his  lips,  something  very  like  the 

reality  shone  out  in  his  eyes.  Perhaps,  had  Zara 
been  in  any  of  her  usual  moods,  more  serious 
woids  might  have  fidlowed.  Had  ahe  been  gtj 

and  jesting,  or  calm  and  thonghtfiil^  a  thoasaDd 
little  incidents  aught  have  led  on  natunUy  to 
the  unfoldiiig  of  the  heart  of  each.  Bat,  on 
the  contrary^  ahe  was  neither  the  one  nor  lh0 

other.  She  was  evidently  anxious^  appreh^* 
aive,  ill  at  ease;  and  though  she  oonversed 

rationally  enough  for  a  person  whose  mind  was 
in  auch  a  state,  yet  she  frequently  turned  her 
eyes  towards  the  door  of  the  a4i^ining  xoom, 

from  which  the  sound  of  her  father's  voice  and 
that  of  Mr.  Badford  might  still  be  heard. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  endeavoured  to  gain  her 
attention  to  himself^  as  much  with  a  view  to  with* 
drawit  from  unpleasant  subjects  as  any thingelse ; 

and  it  was  very  natural  that — ^with  one  so  £ur 

and  so  excellent,  one  possessing  so  much  bright* 
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nessj  in  spite  of  a  few  litde  spots — it  was  natund 
that  his  tone  should  become  tenderer  every 
minute.  At  length,  however,  she  stopped  him^ 

saying,  "  I  am  very  anxious  just  now.  I  fear 
there  is  some  mischief  going  on  there,  which 
we  cannot  preventi  and  may  never  know. 

Edith's  absence  is  certainly  very  strange ;  and  I 
fear  they  may  foil  us  yet" 

In  a  minute  or  two  after,  Mrs.  Barbara  Croy- 
land  returned,  but  in  such  a  flutter  that  she 

spoilt  her  embroidery,  which  she  snatched  up  to 
cover  her  agitation,  dropped  her  finest  scissais, 
and  broke  the  point  o£f,  and  finally  ran  the 
needle  into  her  finger,  which,  thereupon,  spotted 
the  silk  with  blood.  She  gave  no  explanation 
indeed  of  all  this  emotion,  but  looked  several 

times  at  Zara  with  a  meaning  glance ;  and  when, 

at  length.  Sir  Robert  Croyland  entered  the 
drawing  room>  his  whole  air  and  manner  did 

not  tend  to  remove  firom  his  daughter's  mind 
the  apprehension  which  his  sister  s  demeanour 
had  cast  over  it. 

There  is  a  general  tone  in  every  landscape 
which  it  never  entirely  loses ;  yet  how  infinite 
are  the  varieties  which  sunshine  and  cloud 

and  storm,  and  morning,  evening,  and  noon, 
bring  upon  it;  and  thus  with  the  expression 

and    conduct   of  every  man^    although   they 
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retain  certain  distinctive  characteristics,  yet  in- 
numerable are  the  varieties  produced  by  the 

moods,  the  passions,  and  the  emotions  of  the 

mind.      Sir  Bobert  Croyland  was  no  longer 
irritably  thoughtful ;  but  he  was  stem,  gloomy, 
melancholy.    He  strove  to  converse,  indeed; 

but  the  effort  was  so  apparent,  the  pain  it  gave 
him  so  evident,  that  Sir  Edward  Digby  felt,  or 
iancied,  that  his  presence  was  a  restraint.    He 

had  too  much  tact,  however,  to  show  that  he  ima- 
gined such  to  be  the  case ;  and  he  only  resolved 

to  retire  to  his  own  room  as  soon  as  he  decently 

could.     He  was  wrong  in  his  supposition,  in- 
deed, that  his  host  might  wish  to  communicate 

something  privately  to  Zara,  or  to  Mrs.  Barbara. 
Sir  Bobert  had  nothing  to  tell ;  and  therefore 
the  presence  of  Sir  Edward  Digby  was  rather 
agreeable  to  him  than  not,  as   shielding  him 
from  inquiries,  which  it  might  not  have  suited 
him  to  answer.    He  would  have  talked  if  he 

could,  and  would  have  done  his  best  to  make 

his  house  agreeable  to  his  young  guest ;  but  his 
thoughts  still  turned,  with  all  the  bitterness  of 

smothered  anger,  to  the  indigiiity  he  had  suf- 
fered ;  and  he  asked  himself,  again  and  again, 

"  Will  the  time  ever  come,  when  I  shall  have 
vengeance  for  all  this  ?" 



THE    SMUGGLER.  145 

The  evening  passed  gloomily,  and  in  conse- 
quence slowly;  and  at  length,  when  the  clock 

showed  that  it  still  wanted  a  quarter  to  ten, 

Digby  rose  and  bade  the  little  party  good  night. 

Baying  that  he  was  somewhat  tired,  and  had 
letters  to  write. 

"  I  shall  go  to  bed  too,"  said  Sir  Robert 
Groyland,  ringing  for  his  candle.  But  Digby 

quitted  the  room  first ;  and  Zara  could  not  re- 
frain from  saying,  in  a  low  tone,  as  she  took 

leave  of  her  father  for  the  night,  and  went  out  of 

the  room  with  him,  ''  There  is  nothing  amiss 

with  Edith,  I  trust,  my  dear  father  ?" 
**  Oh  dear,  no !"  answered  Sir  Robert  Croy- 

land,  with  as  careless  an  air  as  he  could  assume. 

*'  Nothing  at  all,  but  that  she  does  not  come 

home  to-night,  and  perhaps  may  not  to-mor- 

row." Still  unsatisfied,  Zara  sought  her  own  room ; 
and  when  her  maid  had  half  performed  her 

usual  functions  for  the  night,  she  dismissed  her, 

saying,  that  she  would  do  the  rest  herself.  When 
alone,  however,  Zara  Groyland  did  not  proceed 

to  undress,  but  remained  thinking  over  all  the 

events  of  the  day,  with  her  head  resting  on 

Uer  hand,  and  her  eyes  cast  down.  The  idea  of 

Edith  and  her  fate  mingled  with  other  images. 
VOL.  ni.  L 
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The  words  that  Bigby  had  spoken,  the  increasing 
tenderness  of  his  tone  and  manner,  came  back  to 

memory,  and  made  her  heart  flutter  with  sensa- 
tions unknown  till  then.  She  felt  alarmed  at 

her  own  feelings;  she  knew  not  well  what  they 

were ;  but  still  she  said  to  herself  at  erery  pause 

of  thought — *'  It  is  all  nonsense ! — He  will  go 
away  and  forget  me;  and  I  shall  forget  him! 
These  soldiers  have  always  some  tale  of  lo?e 

for  every  woman's  ear.  It  is  their  habit — 
almost  their  nature."  Did  she  believe  her  own 
conclusions?  Not  entirely;  but  she  tried  to 

believe  them;  and  that  was  enough  for  the 

present. 
Some  minutes  after,  however,  when  a  Ught 

knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  she  started  almost 

as  if  some  one  had  struck  her ;  and  Fancy,  who 

is  always  drawing  upon  improbability,  made  her 

believe,  for  an  instant,  that  it  might  be  Digby. 

She  said,  **  Come  in,"  however,  with  tolerable 
calmness ;  and  the  next  instant,  the  figure  of  her 

aunt  presented  itself,  with  eagerness  in  her 
looks  and  importance  in  her  whole  air. 

"  "My  dear  child !"  she  said,  *'  I  did  not 
know  whether  your  maid  was  gone ;  but  I  am 

very  happy  she  is,  for  I  have  something  to  tell 

you  of  very  great  importance  indeed.    What 
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do  you  think  that  rascal  Badford  has  done  ?" 
and  as  she  spoke,  she  sank,  with  a  dignified  air, 
into  a  chair. 

*'  I  really  can't  tell,  my  dear  aunt,"  replied 
Zara,  not  a  little  surprised  to  hear  the  bad 

epithet  which  her  aunt  applied  to  a  gentleman, 

towards  whom  she  usually  displayed  great  po- 

liteness. ''  I  am  sure  he  is  quite  capable  of 

anything  that  is  bad." 
**  Ah,  he  is  very  much  afraid  of  me,  and 

what  he  calls  my  sweet  meddling  ways,"  said 
the  old  lady ;  ''  but,  perhaps,  if  I  had  meddled 
before,  it  might  have  been  all  the  better.  I 
am  sure  I  am  the  very  last  to  meddle,  except 
when  there  is  an  absolute  occasion  for  it,  as  you 

well  know,  my  dear  Zara." 
The  last  proposition  was  put  in  some  degree 

as  a  question;  but  Zara  did  not  think  fit  to 

answer  it,  merely  saying,  ''  What  is  it,  my 
dear  aunt  ? — I  am  all  anxiety  and  fear  regarding 

Edith." 
"  Well  you  may  be,  my  love,"  said  Mrs.  Bar- 

bara; and  thereupon  she  proceeded  to  tell 

Zara,  how  she  had  overheard  the  whole  con- 
versation between  Mr.  Radford  and  her  brother, 

through  the  door  of  the  library,  which  opened 
into  the  little  passage,  that  ran  between  it  and 

l2 
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the  rooms  beyond.  She  did  not  say  that  she  had 
put  her  ear  to  the  keyhole ;  but  that  Zara  took 
for  granted,  and  indeed  felt  somewhat  Uke  an 
accomplice,  while  listening  to  secrets  which  had 

been  acquired  by  such  means. 
Thus  almost  everything  that  had  passed  in 

the  library — with  a  few  very  short  variations  and 

improvements,  but  with  a  good  deal  of  com- 
ment, and  a  somewhat  lengthy  detail — ^was  com- 

municated by  Mrs.  Barbara  to  her  niece ;  and 

when  she  had  done,  the  old  lady  added,  "  There, 
my  dear,  now  go  to  bed  and  sleep  upon  it ;  and 
we  will  talk  it  all  over  in  the  morning,  for  I  am 

determined  that  my  niece  shall  not  be  treated  in 
such  a  way  by  any  vagabond  smuggler  like  that 
Dear  me  !  one  cannot  tell  what  might  happen,, 
with  Edith  shut  up  in  his  house  in  that  way. 

Talk  of  my  meddling,  indeed !  He  shall  find 
that  I  will  meddle  now  to  some  purpose !  Good 

night,  my  dear  love — good  night!"  But  Mrs. 
Barbara  stopped  at  the  door,  to  explain  to  Zara 

that  she  had  not  told  her  before,  *'  Because,  you 

know,"  said  the  good  lady,  "  I  could  not  speak 
of  such  things  before  a  stranger,  like  Sir 

Edward  Digby ;  and  when  he  was  gone,  I  didn't 
dare  say  anything  to  your  father.    Think  of  it 
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till  to-morrow,  there's  a  dear  girl,  and  try  and 
devise  some  plan." 

"  I  will,"  said  Zara — "  I  will ;"  but  as  soon 
as  her  aunt  had  disappeared,  she  clasped  her 

hands  together,  exclaiming,  ''  Good  Heaven ! 
what  plan  can  I  form  ?  Edith  is  lost!  They 
have  her  now  completely  in  their  power.  Oh, 
that  I  had  known  this  before  Sir  Edward  Digby 
went  to  sleep.  He  might  have  gone  over  to 

Leyton  to-morrow,  early ;  and  they  might  have 
devised  something  together.  Perhaps  he  has 
not  gone  to  rest  yet.  He  told  me  to  throw  off  all 
restraint,  to  have  no  ceremony  in  case  of  need. 

Leyton  told  me  so,  too — that  I  might  trust  in 
him — that  he  is  a  man  of  honour.  Oh,  yes,  I 
am  sure  he  is  a  man  of  honour !  but  what  will 

he  think? — ^He  promised  he  would  think  no 
harm  of  anything  I  might  be  called  upon  to  do; 
and  I  promised  I  would  trust  him.  I  will  go ! 
He  can  speak  to  me  in  the  passage.  No  one 
sleeps  near,  to  overhear.  But  I  will  knock 

softly;  for  though  he  said  he  had  letters  to 

write,  he  may  have  gone  to  bed  by  this  time." 
Leaving  the  lights  standing  where  they 

were,  Zara  cast  on  a  long  dressing-gown, 
and  crept  quietly  out  into  the  passage,  taking; 
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care  not  to  pull  the  door  quite  to.  All  was 
silent  in  the  house ;  not  a  sound  was  heard ;  and 

inih  her  heart  beating  as  if  it  would  hare  burst 
through  her  side,  she  approached  Sir  Edward 

Digby's  door ; — ^but  there  she  paused.  Had  she 
not  paused,  but  gone  on  at  once,  and  knocked, 
all  would  have  been  well ;  for,  so  far  from  being 
in  bed,  he  was  sitting  calmly  reading.  But 

ladies'  resolutions,  and  men's,  are  made  of 
very  much  the  same  materials.  The  instant 

her  foot  stopped,  her  whole  host  of  woman's 
feelings  crowded  upon  her,  and  barred  the  way. 
First,  she  thought  of  modesty,  and  propriety, 
and  decency ;  and  then,  though  she  might  have 

overcome  the  whole  of  that  squadron  for  Edith's 
sake,  the  remembrance  of  many  words  that 

Digby  had  spoken,  the  look,  the  tone,  the 
manner,  all  rose  again  upon  her  memory.  She 
felt  that  he  was  a  lover ;  and  putting  her  hand 

to  her  brow,  she  murmured  —  **1  cannot ; 
no,  I  cannot.  Had  he  been  only  a  friend,  I 

would. — I  will  see  him  early  to-morrow.  I  will 
sit  up  all  night,  that  I  may  not  sleep,  and  miss 

the  opportunity;  but  I  cannot  go  to*night;" 
and,  returning  as  quietly  to  her  own  chamber 
as  she  had  come  thence,  she  shut  the  door  and 
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locked  it.     She  had  never  locked  it  in  her 

life  before;  and  she  knew  not  why  she  did  it. 

Then,  drawing  the  arm-chair  to  the  hearth, 
Zara  Croyland  trimmed  the  fire,  wrapped  her- 

self up  as  warmly  as  she  could ;  and  putting 
out  one  of  tlie  candles,  that  she  might  not  be 

left  in  darkness  by  both  being  burnt  out  toge- 
ther, she  took  up  a  book,  and  began  to  read. 

From  time  to  time,  during  that  long  night,  her 

eyes  grew  heavy,  and  she  feU  asleep ;  but  some- 
thing always  woke  her.  Either  her  own  thoughts 

troubled  her  in  dreams,  or  else  the  book  fell 

out  of  her  hand,  or  the  wind  shook  the  window, 

or  the  cold  chill  that  precedes  the  coming 
morning  disturbed  her ;  and  at  length  she  looked 

at  her  watch,  and,  finding  it  past  five  o'clock, 
she  congratulated  herself  at  having  escaped  the 

power  of  the  drowsy  god,  and,  dressing  in  haste, 
undrew  the  curtains,  and  looked  out  by  the  light 
6f  the  dawning  day*  When  she  saw  the  edge  of 

the  sun  coming  up,  she  said  to  herself,  "  He  is 

often  very  early.  I  will  go  down."  But,  be- 
thinking herself  that  no  time  was  to  be  lost, 

she  hurried  first  to  her  maid's  room,  and  waking 
her,  told  her  to  see  Sir  Edward  Digby  s 
servant,  as  soon  as  he  rose,  and  to  bid  him 
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inform  his  master  that  she  wanted  to  speak 

with  him  in  the  library.  ''  Speak  not  a  word  of 

this  to  any  one  else,  Eliza/'  she  said ;  and  then, 
thinking  it  necessary  to  assign  some  reason  for 

her  conduct^  she  added,  ''  I  am  very  anxious 
about  my  sister ;  her  not  coming  home  yes- 

terday alarms  me,  and  I  want  to  hear  more." 
*'  Oh  dear !  you  needn't  frighten  yourself. 

Miss  Zara,"  replied  the  maid — ^' I  dare  say 
there's  nothing  the  matter." 

"  But  I  cannot  help  frightening  myself,"  re- 
plied Zara ;  and  going  down  into  the  library, 

she  unclosed  one  of  the  shutters. 

The  maid  was  very  willing  to  gratify  her 

young  lady,  for  Zara  was  a  favourite  with  all ; 
but  thinking  from  the  look  of  the  sky,  that  it 
would  be  a  long  time  before  the  servant  rose,  and 
having  no  such  scruples  as  her  mistress,  she 

went  quietly  away  to  his  room,  and  knocked  at 

his  door,  saying,  '*  I  wish  you  would  get  up, 

Mr.  Somers — I  want  to  speak  with  you." 
Zara  remained  alone  for  twenty  minutes  in 

the  library,  or  not  much  more,  and  then  she 

heard  Digby's  step  in  the  passage.  There  was  a 
good  deal  of  alarm  and  surprise  in  his  look  when 

he  entered ;  but  his  fair  companion's  tale  was 
soon  told ;  and  that  sufficiently  explained  her 
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sudden  call  for  his  presence.  He  made  no 

comment  at  the  moment,  but  replied^  ''Wait  for 
me  here  one  instant.  I  will  order  my  horse, 

and  be  back  directly." 
He  was  speedily  by  her  side  again ;  and  then, 

taking  her  hand  in  his,  he  said,  **  I  wish  I  had 
known  this,  last  night. — ^You  need  not  have 
been  afraid  of  disturbing  me,  for  I  was  up  till 

nearly  one." 
Zara  smiled :  '*  You  do  not  know,*'  she  an- 

swered, *'  how  near  I  was  to  your  door,  with  the 

intention  of  calling  you." 
"  And  why  did  you  not?**  asked  Digby,  eagerly. 

''  Nay,  you  must  tell  me,  why  you  should  hesi- 
tate when  so  much  was  at  stake." 

"  I  can  but  answer,  because  my  heart  failed 

me,"  replied  Zara.  ''  You  know  women's  hearts 

are  weak  foolish  things." 
"  Nay,"  said  Digby,  "  you  must  explain  fur- 

ther.— ^Why  did  your  heart  fidl  you?  Tell 
me,  Zara.  I  cannot  rest  satisfied  unless  you  tell 

me." '*  Indeed,  there  is  no  time  now  for  explana- 

tion," she  replied,  feeling  that  her  admission 
had  drawn  her  into  more  than  she  had  antici- 

pated ;  "  your  horse  will  soon  be  here— and — 
and  there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose." 
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'' There  is  time  enough  for  those  who  inll," 
answered  Digby,  in  a  serioos  tone ;  *'  you  pro- 

mised me  that  you  would  not  hesitate,  whenever 

necessity  required  you  to  apply  to  me  for 

counsel  or  aid  —  you  have  hesitated,  Zaia. 

Could  you  doabt  me — could  you  be  appre- 
hensive— could  you  suppose  that  Edward 

Digby  would,  in  word,  deed,  or  thought,  take 

advantage  of  your  generous  confidence  ?" 
**  No,  no— oh,  no  1"  answered  Zara,  warmly, 

blushing,  and  trembling  at  the  same  time,  ''I 
did  not — ^I  could  not,  after  all  you  have  done — 
after  all  I  have  seen.  No,  no ;  I  thought  you 

would  think  it  strange — I  thought   " 
''  Then  you  supposed  I  would  wrong  you  in 

thought !"  he  replied,  with  some  mortification  in 
his  manner ;  "  you  do  not  know  me  yet" 

'^  Oh  yes,  indeed  I  do,"  she  answered,  feeling 
that  she  was  getting  further  and  further  into  diffi- 

culties; and  then  she  added,  with  one  of  her 

sudden  bursts  of  firankness,  ''  I  will  tell  you  how 
it  was — candidly  and  truly.  Just  as  I  was  at 
your  door,  and  about  to  knock,  the  memory  of 

several  things  you  had  said — ^inadvertently,  per- 
haps— crossed  my  mind ;  and,  though  I  felt  that 

I  could  go  at  any  hour  to  consult  a  fiiend  in 
such  terrible  circumstances,  I  could  not — ^no,  I 
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could  not  do  so  mth  a — ^with  one — ^You  see 

what  harm  you  have  done  by  such  fine  speeches  i  *' 
She  thought,  that  by  her  last  words,  she  had 

guarded  herself  securely  firom  any  immediate 
consequences  of  this  tmreserved  confession ;  but 
she  was  mistaken.  She  merely  hurried  on  what 

might  yet  have  rested  for  a  day  or  two. 
Sir  Edward  Digby  took  her  other  hand  also,  and 

held  it  gently  yet  firmly,  as  if  he  was  afiraid  she 

should  escape  firom  hint  "  Zara,"  he  said, 
"  dear  Zara,  I  have  done  harm,  by  speaking  too 
much,  or  not  enough.  I  must  remedy  it  by  the 

only  means  in  my  power. — ^listen  to  me  for  one 
moment,  for  I  cannot  go  till  all  is  said.  You 

must  cast  off  this  reserve — you  must  act  per- 
fectly freely  with  me ;  I  seek  to  bind  you  by  no 

engagement — ^I  will  bear  my  doubt ;  I  will  not 
construe  anything  you  do,  as  an  acceptance  of 

my  suit;  but  you  must  know — ^nay,  you  do 
know,  you  do  feel,  that  I  am  your  lover.  It  was 
doubt  of  your  own  sensations  towards  me,  that 

made  you  hesitate — ^it  was  fear  that  you  should 
commit  yourself,  to  that  which  you  might,  on  con- 

sideration, be  indisposed  to  ratify. — ^You  thought 

that  I  might  plead  toch  confidence  as  a  tacit  pro- 
mise ;  and  that  made  you  pause.  But  hear  me, 

as  I  pledge  myself — upon  my  honour,  as  a  gen- 
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tleman — that  if  you  act  fearlessly  and  freely,  in 
the  cause  in  which  we  are  both  engaged — if  you 
confide  in  me — trust  in  me,  and  never  hesitate 

to  put  yourself,  as  you  may  think,  entirely  in 
my  power,  I  will  never  look  upon  anything  as 

plighting  you  to  me  in  the  sUghtest  degree,  till 

I  hear  you  say  the  words,  *  Digby,  I  am  yours' — 
if  ever  that  happy  day  should  come.  In  the 
meantime,  however,  to  set  you  entirely  free 
from  all  apprehension  of  what  others  may  say, 
I  hold  myself  bound  to  you  by  every  promise 
that  man  can  make  ;  and  this  very  day  I  will 

ask  your  father's  approbation  of  my  suit.  Bat 
I  am  well  aware,  though  circumstances  have 
«hown  me  in  a  marvellous  short  time,  that  your 
heart  and  mind  is  equal  to  your  beauty,  yet  it 
is  not  to  be  expected  that  such  a  being  can  be 
won  in  a  few  short  days,  and  that  I  must  wait 

in  patience — not  without  hope,  indeed,  but  with 
no  presumption.  By  your  conduct,  at  least,  I 
shall  know,  whether  I  have  gained  your  esteem. 

— ^Your  love,  perhaps,  may  follow;  and  now  I 
leave  you,  to  serve  your  sister  and  my  friend,  to 

the  best  of  my  power." 
Thus  saying,  he  raised  her  hand  to  his  lips, 

kissed  it,  and  moved  towards  the  door. 

There  was  a  sad  struggle  in  Zara's  breast; 
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but  as  he  was  laying  his  hand  upon  the  lock  to 

open  it,  she  said,  "Digby — Digby — ^Edward  !" 
He  instantly  turned,  and  ran  towards  her; 

for  her  face  had  become  very  pale.  She  gave 

lum  her  hand  at  once,  however,  "  Kind,  gener- 

ous man !"  she  said,  ''you  must  not  go  without 
hearing  my  answer.  Such  a  pledge  cannot  be 
all  on  one  part.  I  am  yours,  Digby,  if  you 
wish  it;  yet  know  me  better  first  before  you 

answer — see  all  my  faults,  and  all  my  failings. 
Even  this  must  show  you  how  strange  a  being 

I  am — how  unlike  other  girls — how  unlike  per- 
haps,  the  woman  you  would  wish  to  call  your 

wife!" "  Wish  it !"  answered  Digby,  casting  his  arm 
round  her,  "from  my  heart — from  my  very 
soul,  Zara.  I  know  enough,  I  have  seen  enough, 
for  I  have  seen  you  in  circumstances  that  bring 
forth  the  bosom  s  inmost  feeUngs ;  and  though 

you  are  unlike  others — and  I  have  watched 
many  in  their  course — that  very  dissimilarity  is 
to  me  the  surpassing  charm.  They  are  all  art, 

you  are  all  nature  —  ay,  and  nature  in  its 
sweetest  and  most  graceful  form;  and  I  can 

boldly  say,  I  never  yet  saw  woman  whom  I  should 
desire  to  call  my  wife  till  I  saw  you.  I  will  not 

wait,  dear  girl ;  but,  pledged  to  you  as  you  are 



158  THE   SMUGGLER. 

pledged  to  me,  mil  not  press  this  subject 

further  on  you,  till  your  sister's  &te  is  sealed. 
I  must,  indeed,  speak  \vith  your  father  at  once, 

that  there  may  be  no  mistake,  no  misapprehen- 
sion; but  till  all  this  sad  business  is  settled, 

we  are  brother  and  sister,  Zara;  and  then  a 

dearer  bond." 
"Oh,  yes,  yes — brother  and  sister!"  cried 

Zara,  clinging  to  him  at  a  name  which  takes 

fear  from  woman's  heart,  "  so  will  we  be,  Ed- 
ward ;  and  now  all  my  doubts  and  hesitations 

will  be  at  an  end.  I  shall  never  fear  more  to 

seek  you  when  it  is  needful." 
"And  my  suit  will  be  an  excuse  and  a 

reason  to  all  others,  for  free  interviews,  and 
soUtary  rambles,  and  private  conference,  and 

every  dear  oonununion,"  answered  Digbv, 
pleased,  and  yet  almost  amazed  at  the  sim* 

plicity  with  which  she  lent  herself  to  the  magic 
of  a  word,  when  the  heart  led  her. 

Sut  Zara  saw  he  was  a  little  extending  the 

brother's  privilege ;  and  with  a  warm  cheek  but 
smiling  lip,  she  answered,  "There,  leave  me 
now ;  I  see  you  are  learned  in  the  art  of  lead- 

ing on  from  step  to  step.  Go  on  your  way, 
Edward ;  and,  oh !  be  kind  to  me,  and  do  not 
make  me  feel  this  new  situation  too  deeply 
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at  first.  There,  pray  take  away  your  arm; 

none  but  a  father's  or  a  sister's  has  been  there 
before ;  and  it  makes  my  heart  beat,  as  if  it  were 

wrong." But  Bigby  kept  it  where  it  was  for  a  moment 

or  two  longer,  and  gave  a  few  instants  to  hap- 
piness,  in  which  she  shared,  though  it  agitated 

her.  ''  Nay,  go,"  she  said,  at  length,  in  a  tone 
of  entreaty,  "  and  I  will  lie  down  and  rest  for 
an  hour;  for  I  have  sat  up  all  night  by  the 

fire,  lest  I  should  be  too  late. — ^You  must  go> 
indeed.  There  is  your  horse  upon  the  terrace ; 
and  we  must  not  be  selfish,  but  remember  poor 

Edith  before  we  think  of  our  own  happiness." 
There  was  a  sweet  and  frank  confession  in 

her  words  that  pleased Digby  well;  and  leaving 
her  with  a  heart  at  rest  on  his  own  account,  he 

mounted  his  horse  and  rode  rapidly  away  to- 
wards the  quarters  of  Sir  Henry  Leyton. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

The  reader  has  doubtless  remarked — ^for  every 
reader  who  peruses  a  book  to  any  purpose  must 

remark  everything,  inasmuch  as  the  most  im- 
portant events  are  so  often  connected  with  insig- 
nificant circumstances,  that  the  one  cannot  be 

understood  without  the  other — the  reader  has 

doubtless  remarked,  that  Mr.  Radford,  on  leaving 
Sir  Robert  Groyland,  informed  his  unhappy 
victim,  that  he  had  still  a  good  deal  of  business 

to  do  that  night.  Now,  during  the  day  he  had — 
as  may  well  be  judged  from  his  own  statement 

of  all  the  preparations  he  had  already  made — 
done  a  great  deal  of  very  important  business ; 

but  the  details  of  his  past  proceedings  I  shall 
not  enter  into,  and  only  beg  leave  to  precede 
him  by  a  short  time,  to  the  scene  of  those  farther 
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operations  ivhich  he  had  laid  out  as  the  close  of 

that  evening's  labours.  It  is  to  the  lone  house, 
as  it  was  called^  near  Iden  Grreen,  that  I  wish  to 

conduct  my  companions^  and  a  soUtary  and 

gloomy  looking  spot  it  was,  at  the  time  I  speak 
of.  AH  that  part  of  the  country  is  now  very 
thickly  inhabited:  the  ground  bears  nearly 
as  large  a  population  as  it  can  support;  and 
though  there  are  still  fields,  and  woods,  and 

occasional  waste  places,  yet  no  such  events 

could  now  happen  as  those  which  occurred  eighty 
or  a  hundred  years  ago,  when  one  might  travel 

miles,  in  various  parts  of  Kent,  without  meeting 

a  living  soul.  The  pressure  of  a  large  popula- 
tion crushes  out  the  bolder  and  more  daring 

sorts  of  crime,  and  leaves  small  cunning  to 

effect,  in  secret,  what  cannot  be  accomplished 

openly,  under  the  police  of  innumerable  eyes. 
But  it  was  not  so  in  those  days ;  and  the  lone 

house  near  Iden  Green,  whatever  it  was  ori- 

ginally built  for,  had  become  the  refuge  and  the 

lurking-place  of  some  of  the  most  fierce  and 
lawless  men  in  the  country.  It  was  a  large 

building,  with  numerous  rooms  and  passages ; 

and  it  had  stables  behind  it,  but  no  walled  court- 
yard ;  for  the  close  sweeping  round  of  the  wood, 

a  part  of  which  still  exists  in  great  beauty,  was 
VOL.  ni.  M 
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a  convenience  on  which  its  architect  seemed  to 

have  calculated.  Standing  some  way  off  the 

high  road,  and  about  half  a  mile  from  Collyor 
Green,  it  was  so  sheltered  by  trees  that,  on 

whichever  side  approached,  nothing  could  be 

seen  but  the  top  of  the  roof  and  part  of  a  garret- 
window,  till  one  was  within  a  short  distance  of 

the  edifice.  But  that  ganet-window  had  its 
advantages ;  for  it  commanded  a  view  over  a 

great  part  of  the  country,  on  three  sides,  and 

especially  gave  a  prospect  of  the  roads  in  the 

neighbourhood. 

The  building  was  not  a  farm-house,  for  it  had 
none  of  the  requisites ;  it  could  not  well  be  a 

public-house,  though  a  sign  swung  before  it ;  for 
the  lower  windows  were  boarded  up,  and  the 

owner  or  tenant  thereof^  if  any  traveller  whom  he 

did  not  know,  stopped  at  his  door — ^which  was, 
indeed^  a  rare  occurrence — told  him  that  it  was 
all  a  mistake^  and  cursing  the  sign,  vowed  he 
would  have  it  cut  down.  Nevertheless,  if  the 

Samleys,  or  any  of  their  gang,  or,  indeed,  any 
members  of  a  similar  fraternity,  came  thither, 

the  doors  opened  as  if  by  magic ;  and  good 
accommodation  for  man  and  horse  was  sure  to 

be  found  within. 

It  was  also  remarked,  that  many  a  gentleman 
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in  haste  went  in  there,  and  was  ne^er  seen  to 

issue  forth  again  till  he  appeared  in  quite  a  dif- 
ferent part  of  the  country ;  and,  had  the  master 

of  the  house  lived  two  or  three  centuries  earlier^ 

he  might  on  that  very  account  have  risked  the 

&got,  on  a  charge  of  deaUng  with  the  devil.  As 

it  was,  he  was  only  suspected  of  being  a  coiner; 

but  in  regard  to  that  charge,  history  has  left  no 

evidence,  pro  or  con. 
It  was  in  this  house,  however,  on  the  evening 

of  the  day  subsequent  to  the  discomfiture  of  the 

smugglers,  that  six  men  were  assembled  in  a 
small  room  at  the  back,  all  of  whom  had,  more 

or  less,  taken  part  in  the  struggle  near  Wood- 
church.  The  two  younger  Bamleys  were  there, 

as  well  as  one  of  the  principal  members  of  their 

gang,  and  two  other  men,  who  had  been  long 

engaged  in  carrying  smuggled  goods  from  the 
coast,  as  a  regular  profession ;  but  who  were, 

in  other  respects,  much  more  respectable  persons 

than  those  by  whom  they  were  surrounded.  At 
the  head  of  the  table,  however,  was  the  most 

important  personage  of  the  whole:  no  other 

than  Bichard  Badford  himself,  who  had  joined 

his  comrades  an  hour  or  two  before.  The  joy 
and  excitement  of  his  escape  &om  the  wood, 

the  temporary  triumph  which  he  had  obtained 
m2 
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over  the  vigilance  of  the  soldierv,  and  the  effect 

produced  upon  a  disposition  naturally  bold, 
reckless,  and  daring,  by  the  sudden  change 

from  imminent  peril  to  comparative  security, 

had  all  raised  his  spirits  to  an  excessive  pitch; 

and,  indeed,  the  vihole  party,  instead  of  seeming 

depressed  by  their  late  disaster,  appeared  ele- 
vated with  that  wild  and  lawless  mirth,  which 

owns  no  tie  or  restraint,  reverences  nothing 

sacred  or  respectable.  Spirits  and  water  were 

circulating  freely  amongst  them ;  and  they  were 
boasting  of  their  feats  in  the  late  skirmish,  or 

commenting  upon  its  events,  with  many  a  jest 

and  many  a  falsehood. 

"The  Major  did  very  well,  too,"  said  Ked 
Bamley,  "  for  he  killed  one  of  the  dragoons,  and 
wounded  another,  before  he  went  down  himself, 

poor  devil !" "  Here's  to  the  Major's  ghost  !**  cried  young 
Kadford,  "  and  I'll  try  to  give  it  satisfaction  by 

avenging  him.  We'll  have  vengeance  upon 

them  yet,  Ned." 
"  Ay,  upon  all  who  had  any  concern  in  it/' 

answered  Jim  Bamley,  with  a  meaning  look. 

"  And  first  upon  him  who  betrayed  us,"  re- 
joined Bichard  Radford ;  "  and  I  wiU  have  it,  too, 

in  a  way  that  shall  punish  him  more  than  if  we 

flogged  him  to  death  with  horse-whips,  as  the 
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Sussex  men  did  to  Chater  at  the  Flying  Bull, 

near  Hazlemere." 
The  elder  of  the  two  Bamleys  gave  a  look 

towards  the  men  who  were  at  the  bottom  of 

the  table ;  and  Bichard  Bedford,  dropping  his 

voice,  whispered  something  to  Ned  Bamley,  who 

rephed  aloud,  with  an  oath,  ''I'd  have  taken 

my  revenge,  whatever  came  of  it." 
"  No,  no,"  answered  Badford,  "  the  red-coats 

were  too  near.  However,  all's  not  lost  that's 
delayed.  I  wonder  where  that  young  devil, 

little  Starlight's  gone  to.  I  sent  him  three 
hours  ago  to  Cranbrook  with  the  clothes,  and 
told  him  to  come  back  and  tell  me  if  she  passed. 

She'll  not  go  now,  that's  certain ;  for  she  would 
be  in  the  dark.  Have  you  any  notion,  Ned, 

how  many  men  we  could  get  together  in  case  of 

need  ?" 
**  Oh,  fifty  or  sixty !"  said  one  of  the  men 

from  the  bottom  of  the  table,  who  seemed  in- 
clined to  have  his  share  in  the  conversation,  as 

soon  as  it  turned  upon  subjects  with  which  he 

was  familiar ;  ''  there  are  seven  or  eight  hid 
away  down  at  Cranbrook,  and  nine  or  ten  at 

Tenterden,  with  some  of  the  goods,  too." 
"  Ah,  that's  well !"  answered  young  Badford ; 

**  I  thought  all  the  goods  liad  been  taken." 

**  Oh,  dear  no,"  replied  Jim  Bamley,  *'  we've 
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got  a  thousand  pounds'  worth  in  this  house, 
and  I  dare  say  double  as  much  is  scattered 

about  in  different  hides.  The  light  things  were 

got  off;  but  they  are  the  most  Taluable." 

"Ill  tell  you  what,  my  men,"  cried  young 
Badford,  **  as  soon  as  these  soldiers  are  gone 
down  to  the  coast  again,  well  all  gather  together 

and  do  some  devilish  high  thing,  just  to  show 

them  that  they  are  not  quite  masters  of  the 

country  yet.  I've  a  great  mind  to  bum  their 
inn  at  Woodchurch,  just  for  harbouring  them. 

If  we  don't  make  these  rascally  fellows  fear  us, 

the  trade  will  be  quite  put  down  in  the  county." 
'*I  swear,"  exclaimed  Ned  Bamley,  with  a 

horrible  blasphemy,  ''  that  if  I  can  catch  any 
one  who  has  peached,  even  if  it  be  but  by  one 

word,  I  will  split  his  head  like  a  lobster." 
"  And  I,  too !"  answered  his  brother  ;  and 

sereral  others  joined  in  the  oath. 
The  conversation  then  took  another  turn ;  and 

while  it  went  on  generally  around  the  table, 

young  Badford  spoke  several  times  in  a  low 
voice  to  the  two  who  sat  next  to  him,  and  the 

name  of  Harding  was  more  than  once  mentioned. 

The  glass  circulated  very  freely  also  ;  and  al- 

though none  of  them  became  absolutely  intoxi* 
cated,  yet  all  of  them  were  more  or  less  affected 
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by  the  spirits,  'when  the  boy,  whom  we  have 
called  Little  Starlight^  crept  quietly  into  the 

room,  and  approached  Mr.  Badford. 

"  She's  not  come,  sir,"  he  said ;  "  I  waited  a 
long  while,  and  then  went  and  asked  the  old 
woman  of  the  shop,  telling  her  that  I  was  to  be 
sure  and  see  that  Kate  Glare  got  the  bundle ; 

but  she  said  that  she  certainly  wouldn't  come  to 

night." "That's  a  good  boy,"  said  young  Badford.  "Go 
and  tell  the  people  to  bring  us  some  candles ; 

and  then  I'll  give  you  a  glass  of  Hollands  for 
your  pains.  It's  getting  infernally  dark,"  he 
continued,  **  and  as  nothing  more  is  to  be  done 

to-day,  we  may  as  well  make  a  night  of  it." 
"No,  no,"  answered  one  of  the  men  at  the 

bottom  of  the  table,  "  I've  had  enough,  and  I 

shall  go  and  turn  in." 
Nobody  opposed  him;  and  he  and  his  com- 

panion soon  after  left  them.  A  smile  passed 
round  amongst  the  rest  as  soon  as  the  two  had 
shut  the  door. 

"  Now  those  puny  fellows  are  gone,"  said  Jim 
Bamley,  "  we  can  say  what  we  like.  First,  let 

us  talk  about  the  goods,  Mr.  Badford,  for  I  don't 
think  they  are  quite  safe  here.  They  had  better 

be  got  up  to  your  fitther's  as  soon  as  possible,  for 
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if  the  house  were  to  be  searched,  we  conld  get  out 

into  the  wood,  but  they  could  not" 
"  Hark !"  said  young  Badford ;  "  there's  some 

one  knocking  hard  at  the  house  door,  I  think." 

''Ay,  trust  all  that  to  Obadiah,"  said  Ned 
Ramley.  **  He  wont  open  the  door  tiU  he  sees 

who  it  is." 
The  minute  after,  however,  old  Mr.  Badford 

stood  amongst  them ;  and  he  took  especial  care 

not  to  throw  any  damp  upon  their  spirits,  but 

rather  to  encourage  them,  and  make  light  of  the 
late  events.  He  sat  down  for  a  few  minutes  by 

his  son,  took  a  glass  of  Hollands  and  water,  and 

then  whispered  to  his  hopeful  heir  that  he  wanted 

to  speak  with  him  for  a  minute.  The  young 

man  instantly  rose,  and  led  the  way  out  into  the 

room  opposite,  which  was  vacant. 

'*  By  Heaven,  Dick,  this  is  an  awkward  job !" 
said  his  father;  ''the  loss  is  enormous,  and 

never  to  be  recovered." 

"The  things  are  not  all  lost,"  answered 
Bichard  Badford.  "A  great  quantity  of  the 

goods  are  about  the  country.  There's  a  thou- 

sand poimds'  worth,  they  say,  in  this  house." 
"  We  must  have  them  got  together  as  fast  as 

possible,"  said  Mr.  Badford,  "  and  brought  up 
to  our  place.  All  that  is  here  had  better  be 

sent  up  about  three  o'clock  in  the  morning." 



THE   SMUGGLEB.  169 

"I'll  bring  them  up  myself,"  replied  his son. 

"No,  no,  no!"  said  Mr,  Radford;  "you keep 
quiet  where  you  are,  till  to-morrow  night." 

"  Pooh,  nonsense,"  answered  the  young  man ; 
*'I'm  not  at  all  afraid. — ^Very  well — very  well, 
they  shall  come  up,  and  I'll  follow  to-morrow 
night,  if  you  think  I  can  be  at  the  Hall  in 

safety." 
"  I  don't  intend  you  to  be  long  at  the  Hall," 

answered  Mr.  Badford  :  "  you  must  take  a 
trip  over  the  sea,  my  boy,  till  we  can  make 
sure  of  a  pardon  for  you.  There !  you  need  not 

look  so  blank.  You  shan't  go  alone.  Come 
up  at  eleven  o'clock ;  and  you  will  find  Editl^ 
Groyland  waiting  to  give  you  her  hand,  the  next 

day. — Then  a  post-chaise  and  four,  and  a  good 
tight  boat  on  the  beach,  and  you  are  landed  in 

France  in  no  time.  Everything  is  ready — every- 
thing is  settled ;  and  with  ]ier  fortune,  you  will 

have  enough  to  live  like  a  prince,  till  you  can 

come  back  here." 
All  this  intelligence  did  not  seem  to  give 

Richard  Radford  as  much  satisfaction  as  his 

father  expected.  "  I  would  rather  have  had  little 

Zara,  a  devilish  deal !"  he  repUed. 
"  Very  likely,"  answered  his  father,  with  his 

countenance  changing,  and  his  brow  growing 
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dark ;  ''  but  that  wont  do^  Dick.  We  have  had 
enough  nonsense  of  all  sorts ;  and  it  must 

now  be  brought  to  an  end.  It's  not  the  matter 
of  the  fortune  alone ;  but  I  am  determined  that 

both  you  and  I  shall  have  revenge." 
**  Bevenge  !'*  said  his  son ;  ''  I  don't  see  what 

revenge  has  to  do  with  that." 
''  I'll  tell  you/'  answered  old  Mr.  Badford,  in  a 

low  tone,  but  bitter  in  its  very  lowness.  ''  The  man 
who  so  cunningly  surrounded  you  and  the  zest 

yesterday  morning,  who  took  all  my  goods,  and 
murdered  many  of  our  friends,  is  that  very  Hairy 

Leyton,  whom  you've  heard  talk  of.  He  has 
come  down  here  on  purpose  to  ruin  you  and 
me,  if  possible,  and  to  mairy  Edith  Oroyland; 

but  he  shall  never  have  her,  by   ,"  and  he 
added  a  fearful  oath  which  I  will  not  repeat 

''Ay,  that  alters  the  case,"  replied  Bichard 
Badford,  with  a  demoniacal  smile ;  **  oh.  111 
marry  her  and  make  her  happy,  as  the  people 

say.  But  I'll  tell  you  what — 111  have  my  re- 
venge, too,  before  I  go,  and  upon  one  who  is 

worse  than  the  other  fellow — ^I  mean  the  man 

who  betrayed  us  all." 
'*  Who  is  that  ?"  demanded  the  father. 

<«  Harding,"  answered  young  Badford — ''  Hard- 

ing." **  Are  you  sure  that  it  was  he  ?"  asked  the 



THE   SMUGGLER.  171 

old  gentleman ;  **  I  have  suspected  him  myself, 

but  I  have  no  proof.*' 
"  But  I  have/'  replied  his  son :  '^  he  was  seen 

several  nights  before,  by  little  Starlight,  talking 

for  a  long  while  with  this  very  Colonel  of  Dra- 
goons, upon  the  cliff.  Another  man  was  with 

him,  too — ^most  likely  Mowle ;  and  then,  again, 
yesterday  evening,  some  of  these  good  fellows 

who  were  on  the  look-out  to  help  me,  saw  him 

speaking  to  a  dragoon  officer  at  Widow  Glare's 
door;  so  he  must  be  a  traitor,  or  they  would 

have  taken  him." 

''Then  he  deserves  to  be  shot,"  said  old 
Badford,  fiercely;  **  but  take  care,  Dick :  you  had 

better  not  do  it  yourself.  You'll  find  him  diffi- 

cult to  get  at,  and  may  be  caught" 
"  Leave  him  to  me — ^leave  him  to  me,"  an- 

swered his  hopeful  son;  ''I've  a  plan  in  my 
head  that  will  punish  him  better  than  a  bullet. 
But  the  bullet  he  shall  have,  too ;  for  all  the 

men  have  sworn  that  they  will  take  his  blood ; 

but  that  can  be  done  after  I'm  gone." 
"But  what's  your  plan,  my  boy  ?"  asked  old 

Mr.  Sadford. 

"  Never  mind,  never  mind  I"  answered  Bichard, 

"  I'll  find  means  to  execute  it. — ^I  only  wish  those 

dragoons  were  away  firom  Harboume  Wood." 
"  Why,  they  are,"  exclaimed  his  father,  laugh- 
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ing.  ''They  were  withdrawn  this  aftemooo, 
and  a  party  of  them,  too,  marched  out  of  Wood- 
church,  as  if  they  were  going  to  Ashford.  I 

dare  say,  by  this  time  to-morrow  night,  they  will 

be  all  gone  to  their  quarters  again." 
"  Then  it  s  all  safe !"  said  his  son ;  and  after 

some  more  conversation  between  the  two — and 

various  injunctions  upon  the  part  of  the  old  man, 

as  to  caution  and  prudence,  upon  the  part  of 

the  young  one,  they  parted  for  the  time.  Young 

Badford  then  rejoined  his  companions,  and  re- 

mained with  them  till  about  one  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  when  the  small  portion  of  smuggled 

goods  which  had  been  saved,  was  sent  off, 

escorted  by  two  men,  towards  Badford  Hall, 

where  they  arrived  safely,  and  were  received  by 

servants  well  accustomed  to  suoh  practices. 

They  consisted  of  only  one  horse-load,  indeed, 
so  that  the  journey  was  quickly  performed ;  and 
the  two  men  returned  before  five.  Although 

Bichard  Badford  had  given  his  father  every  as- 
surance that  he  would  remain  quiet,  and  take 

'every  prudent  step  for  his  own  concealment,  his 
very  first  acts  showed  no  disposition  to  keep  his 

word.  Before  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  he, 
the  two  Bamleys,  and  one  or  two  other  men, 
who  had  come  in  during  the  night,  were  out 
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amongst  the  fields  and  woods,  ̂ '  reconnoitring/'  as 
they  called  it ;  but,  with  a  spirit  in  their  breasts, 
which  rendered  them  ready  for  any  rash  and 
criminal  act  that  might  suggest  itself.  Thus 
occupied,  I  shall  for  the  present  leave  them, 
and  show  more  of  their  proceedings  at  a  future 

period. 



174  THE   SMU06LEB. 

CHAPTER  Vm. 

Having  now  led  the  history  of  a  great  part  of 
the  personages  in  our  drama  up  to  the  same 

point  of  time,  namely,  the  third  morning  after 
the  defeat  of  the  smugglers,  we  may  as  well  turn 
to  follow  out  the  course  of  Sir  Edward  Digby,  on 
a  day  that  was  destined  to  be  eventful  to  all 

the  parties  concerned.  On  arriving  at  Wood- 
church,  he  found  a  small  body  of  dragoons, 
ready  mounted,  at  the  door  of  the  little  inn,  and 
two  saddled  horses,  held  waiting  for  their  riders. 
Without  ceremony,  he  entered,  and  went  up  at 
once  to  Leyton  s  room,  where  he  found  him, 
booted  and  spurred  to  set  out,  with  Mowle  the 

officer  standing  by  him,  looking  on,  while  Sir 

Henry  placed  some  papers  in  a  writing-desk,  and 
locked  them  up. 
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The  young  commander  greeted  his  friend 

warmly ;  and  then^  turning  to  the  officer  of  Cus- 

toms, said,  "  If  you  will  mount,  Mr.  Mowle,  I 

will  he  down  with  you  directly ;"  and  as  soon  as 
Mowle,  taking  the  hint,  departed,  he  continued^ 

in  a  quick  tone,  but  with  a  faint  smile  upon  his 

countenance,  "I  know  your  errand,  Digby,  before 
you  tell  it.  Edith  has  been  transferred  to  the 
good  charge  and  guidance  of  Mr.  Badford ;  but 

that  has  only  prepared  me  to  act  more  vigorously 

than  ever.  My  scruples  on  Sir  Robert  Groyland's 
account  are  at  an  end. — ^Heaven  and  earth !  Is 

it  possible  that  a  man  can  be  so  criminally  weak, 

as  to  give  his  child  up — a  sweet,  gentle  girl  like 
that — ^to  the  charge  of  such  a  base  unprincipled 

scoundrel !" 

"  Nay,  nay,  we  must  do  Sir  Bobert  justice," 
answered  Digby.  '^  It  was  done  without  his 
consent — ^indeed,  against  his  will ;  and,  a  more 
impudent  and  shameless  piece  of  trickery  was 
never  practised.  You  must  listen  for  one 

moment,  Iieyton,  though  you  seem  in  haste ;" 
and  he  proceeded  to  detail  to  him,  as  succinctly 
as  possible,  all  that  had  occurred  between  Mr. 

Badford  and  Edith's  father  on  the  preceding 
evening,  stating  his  authority,  and  whence  Zara 

had  received  her  information." 
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'^  That  somewhat  alters  the  case,  indeed ; 

answered  Leyton ;  "  but  it  must  not  alter  my 
conduct.  I  am,  indeed,  in  haste,  Digby,  for  I 

hope,  ere  two  or  three  hours  are  over,  to  send 
the  young  scoundrel,  for  whose  sake  all  this  is 
done,  a  prisoner  to  the  gaol.  Mowle  has 

somehow  got  information  of  where  he  is — ^from 
undoubted  authority,  he  says ;  and  we  are  away 
to  Iden  Green,  in  consequence.  We  shall 

get  more  information  by  the  way ;  and  I  go  widi 
the  party  for  a  certain  distance,  in  order  to  be 
at  hand,  in  case  of  need ;  but,  as  it  does  not  do 

for  me,  in  my  position,  to  take  upon  me  the 

capture  of  half-a-dOzen  smugglers,  the  command 
of  the  party  will  rest  with  Comet  Joyce.  We 

will  deal  with  Mr.  Badford,  the  father,  after- 
wards. But,  in  the  meantime,  Digby,  as  your 

information  certainly  gives  a  different  view  of 
the  case,  from  that  which  I  had  before  taken, 

you  will  greatly  oblige  me  if  you  can  contriye 

to  rid^  over  to  Mr.  Groyland's,  and  see  if  yoa 
can  find  Mr.  Warde  there.  Beg  him  to  let  me 

have  the  directions  he  promised,  by  four  o'clock 
to-day ;  and  if  you  do  not  find  him,  leave  word 

to  that  efiect,  with  Mr.  Croyland  himself." 
"You  seem  to  place  great  laith  in  Warde," 

said  Sir  Edward  Digby,  shaking  his  head. 
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"  I  have  cause — I  have  cause,  Digby,"  an- 
«wered  his  friend.  "  But  I  must  go,  lest  this 

youth  escape  me  again." 
"  Well,  God  speed  you,  then,"  replied  Digby. 

*'  I  \rill  go  to  Mr.  Croyland  at  once,  and  can 
contrive,  I  dare  say,  to  get  back  to  Harboiume 

by  breakfast  time.  It  is  not  above  two  or  three 

-miles  round,  and  I  will  go  twenty,  at  any  time, 

to  serve  you,  Leyton." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  found  good  Mr.  Zachary 

Croyland  walking  about  in  his  garden,  in  a 
state  of  irritation  indescribable.  He,  also,  was 

aware,  by  this  time,  of  what  had  befallen  his 
niece ;  and  such  was  his  indignation,  that  he 
could  scarcely  find  it  in  his  heart  to  be  even 

commonly  civil  to  any  one.  On  Sir  Edward 
Digby  delivering  his  message,  as  he  found  that 
Mr.  Warde  was  not  there,  the  old  gentleman 

burst  forth,  exclaiming,  "What  have  I  to  do 
with  Warde,  sir,  or  your  friend  either,  sir  ? — 

Your  friend's  a  fool !  He  might  have  walked 
out  of  that  door  with  Edith  Croyland  in  his 

hand ;  and  that's  no  Ught  prize,  let  me  tell  you ; 
but  he  chose  to  be  delicate,  and  gentlemanly, 
and  all  that  sort  of  stupidity,  and  you  see  what 
has  come  of  it.  And  now,  forsooth,  he  sends 
over  to  ask  advice  and  directions  from  Warde. 

VOL.  III.  N 
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Well,  I  ̂rill  tell  the  man,  if  I  see  him — though 
Heaven  only  knows  whether  that  irill  be  the 

case  or  not" 
"  Sir  Henry  Leyton  seems  to  place  great  con- 

fidence in  Mr.  Warde,"  replied  Digby, ''  which  I 

trust  may  be  justified." 
Mr.  Croyland  looked  at  him  sharply,  for  a 

moment,  firom  under  his  cocked  hat,  and  thm  ex- 

claimed, "  Fish !  you  are  a  fool,  young  man. — 

There,  don't  look  so  fierce.  IVe  given  over  fight- 
ing for  these  twenty  years ;  and,  besides — you 

wouldn't  come  to  the  duello  with  little  Zaias 
uncle,  would  you  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — ^Ha,  ha,  ha ! — 

Ha,  ha,  ha !"  and  he  laughed  immoderately,  but 
splenetically  enough  at  the  same  time.  ''But I 
ought  to  have  put  my  meaning  as  a  question,  not 

as  a  proposition,"  he  continued.  ''Are  you 
such  a  fool  as  not  to  know  the  difference  be- 

tween an  odd  man  and  a  madman,  an  ecoentnc 

man  and  a  lunatic  ?  If  so,  you  had  better  get 

away  as  &at  as  possible;  for  you  and  I  are 
likely  soon  to  fall  out.  I  understand  what 

you  mean  about  Warde,  quite  well;  but  I 
can  tell  you,  that  if  you  think  Warde  mad, 

I'm  quite  as  mad  as  he  is,  only  that  bis 
oddities  lie  all  on  the  side  of  goodness  and 

philanthropy,  and  mine  now  and  then  take 
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a  different  course.  But  get  you  gone — get 

you  gone;  you  are  better  than  the  rest  of 

them^  I  believe.  I  do  hope  and  trust  you  11 

marry  Zara;  and  then  you'll  plague  each  other's 

souls,  to  my  heart's  content." 
He  held  his  hand  out  as  he  spoke ;  and  Digby 

shook  it,  laughing  good-humouredly ;  but,  ere  he 
had  taken  ten  steps  towards  the  door  of  the  house, 

through  which  he  had  to  pass  before  he  could 

mount  his  horse,  Mr.  Groyland  called  after  him, 

*'  Digby,  Digby !— Sir  Eddard !— Eldest  son !  I 
8ay> — how  could  you  be  such  a  fool  as  not  to  run 
that  fellow  through  the  stomach  when  you  had 

him  at  your  feet  ?  You  see  what  a  quantity 
of  mischief  has  come  of  it.  You  are  all  fools 

together,  you  soldiers,  I  think ; — ^but  it's  true,  a 
fool  does  as  well  as  anything  else  to  be  shot  at. 

— How's  your  shoulder  ?     Better,  I  suppose." 
*^  I  have  not  thought  of  it  for  the  last  two 

days,"  replied  Digby. 

"Well,  that  will  do,"  said  Mr.  Croyland. 
**  Cured  by  the  first  intention.  There,  you  may 

go :  I  don't  want  you.  Only,  pray  tell  my 
brother,  that  I  think  him  as  great  a  rascal  as  old 

Badford. — He'll  know  how  much  that  means. — 

One's  a  weak  rascal,  and  the  other  s  a  strong 

one ;  that's  the  only  difference  between  them ; n2 



180  THE   SMUGGLER. 

and  Robert  may  fit  on  which  cap  he  likes 

best." Digby  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  stop  to 

justify  Sir  Robert  Croyland  in  his  brothers 
opinion;  but,  mounting  his  horse,  he  rode  back 

across  the  country  towards  Harbourne  as  fast 

as  he  could  go.  He  reached  the  house  be- 
fore the  usual  breakfast  hour ;  but  he  found  that 

everybody  there  had  been  an  early  riser  as  well 
as  himself;  the  table  was  laid  ready  for  breakfast; 

and  Sir  Robert  Croyland  was  waiting  in  the  draw- 

ing-room with  some  impatience  in  his  looks. 

''  I  think  I  am  not  too  late.  Sir  Robert,"  said 
Digby,  taking  out  his  watch,  and  bowing  with  a 
smile  to  Zara  and  Mrs.  Barbara. 

"  No,  oh  dear,  no,  my  young  friend,"  replied 
the  baronet ;  "  only  in  such  a  house  as  this, 
breakfast  is  going  on  all  the  morning  long;  and 

I  thought  you  would  excuse  me,  if  I  took  mine 
a  little  earlier  than  usual,  as  I  have  got  some 

way  to  go  this  morning." 
This  was  said  as  they  were  entering  the 

breakfast- room  ;  but  Sir  Edward  Digby  replied, 

promptly,  ''  I  must  ask  you  to  spare  me  five 
minutes  before  you  go.  Sir  Robert,  as  I  wish 

to  speak  with  you  for  a  short  time." 
His  host  looked  uneasy ;  for  he  was  in  that 
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nervous  and  agitated  state  of  mind>  in  which 

anything  that  is  not  clear  and  distinct  seems  ter- 
rible to  the  imagination^  from  the  consciousness 

that  many  ill-defined  calamities  are  hanging 

over  us.  He  said,  "  Certainly,  certainly  !'*  how- 
ever, in  a  poUte  tone;  but  he  swallowed  his 

breakfEist  in  haste;  and  the  young  officer  per- 
ceived that  his  host  looked  at  every  mouthful 

he  took,  as  if  likely  to  procrastinate  the 

meal.  Zara's  &ce,  too,  was  anxious  and 
thoughtful;  and  consequently  he  hurried  his 

own  breakfast  as  fast  as  possible,  knowing  that 
the  signal  to  rise  would  be  a  reUef  to  all 

parties. 
"  If  you  will  come  into  my  little  room,  Sir 

Edward,"  said  the  master  of  the  house,  as  soon  as 
he  saw  that  his  guest  was  ready,  "  I  shall  be  very 

happy  to  hear  what  you  have  to  say." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  followed  in  silence ;  and,  to 

tell  the  truth,  his  heart  beat  a  good  deal,  though 
it  was  not  one  to  yield  upon  shght  occasions. 

"  I  will  not  detain  you  a  moment,  Sir  Robert," 
he  said,  when  they  had  entered,  and  the  door  was 

shuti  ''for  what  I  have  to  say  will  be  easily 
answered.  I  am  sensible^  that  yesterday  my 

attention  to  your  youngest  daughter  must  have 
been  remarked  by  you,  and,  indeed,  my  manner 
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altogether  mast  have  shown  yoo,  and  herself  also, 
that  I  feel  differently  towards  her  and  other 
women.  I  do  not  think  it  would  be  right  to 
continue  such  conduct  for  one  moment  longer, 

without  your  approbation  of  my  suit ;  and  I 
can  only  further  say,  that  if  you  grant  me 
your  sanction,  I  feel  that  I  can  love  her 
deeply  and  well,  that  I  will  try  to  make  her 
happy  to  the  best  of  my  power,  and  that  my 
fortune  is  amply  sufficient  to  maintain  her  in  die 
station  of  life  in  which  she  has  always  moved, 
and  to  make  such  a  settlement  upon  her  as  I 
trust  will  be  satisfactory  to  you.  I  will  not  detain 

you  to  expatiate  upon  my  feelings ;  but  such  is 
a  soldier  s  straightforward  declaration,  and  I 
trust  you  wUl  countenance  and  approve  of  my 

addressing  her." 
Sir  Robert  Croyland  shook  him  warmly  by 

the  hand.  "My  dear  Sir  Edward,"  he  said, 
'  you  are  your  father's  own  son — ^frank,  candid, 
and  honourable.  He  was  one  of  the  most  gen- 

tlemanly and  amiable  men  I  ever  knew ;  and  it 

will  give  me  heartfelt  pleasure  to  see  my  dear 
child  united  to  his  son.     But — ^indeed,  I  must 

deal  with  you  as  candidly   "    He  hesitated 
for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  went  on — 

*'  Perhaps  you  think  that  circumstances  here 
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are  more  feyouiable  than  they  really  are.  Things 

may  come  to  your  knowledge — things  may  have 

to  be  related — ^Zara's  fortune  will  be   " 
Sir  Edward  Digby  saw  that  Sir  Bobert  Groy- 

land  was  greatly  embarrassed ;  and  for  an  instant 

— ^for  love  is  a  very  irritable  sort  of  state,  at 
least  for  the  imagination^  and  he  was  getting 
oyer  head  and  ears  in  love^  notwithstanding  all 

his  good  resolutions — ^for  an  instant,  I  say,  he 
might  think  that  Zara  had  been  engaged  before, 
and  that  Sir  Bobert  was  about  to  tell  him,  that 

it  was  not  the  eyer-coveted,  first  freshness  of 
the  heart  he  was  to  possess  in  her  loye,  eyen  if 

it  were  gained  entirely.  But  a  moment's  thought, 
in  regard  to  her  father  s  situation,  together  with 
the  baronet  s  last  words,  dispelled  that  unpleasant 

vision,  and  he  replied,  eagerly,  "  Oh,  my  dear 
sir,  that  can  make  no  difference  in  my  estima- 

tion. If  I  can  obtain  her  full  and  entire  love, 
no  external  circumstance  whatsoever  can  at  all 

affect  my  views. — ^I  only  desire  her  hand." 
*'  No  external  circumstances  whatsoever!" 

said  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  pausing  on  the  words. 

"  Are  you  sure  of  your  own  firmness.  Sir  Edward 
Bigby  ?  If  her  fSather  were  to  tell  you  he  is  a 

ruined  man — ^if  he  had  many  circumstances  to 
relate  which  might  make  it  painful  to  you  to 
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connect  yourself  with  him — I  do  not  say  that  it 

is  so ;  but  if  it  were  ?" 

"  Rather  an  awkward  position !"  thought  Sir 
Edward  Digby;  but  his  mind  was  fully  made 

up ;  and  he  replied^  without  hesitation,  ''It would 
still  make  no  difference  in  my  eyes,  Sir  Robert. 
I  trust  that  none  of  these  terrible  things  are  the 

case,  for  your  sake ;  but  I  should  despise  my- 
self, if,  with  enough  of  my  own,  I  made  fortune 

any  ingredient  in  my  considerations,  or  if  I 
could  suffer  my  love  for  a  being  perfectly  amiable 
in  herself,  to  be  affected  by  the  circumstances  of 

her  family." Sir  Robert  Croyland  wrung  his  hand  hard ;  and 

Digby  felt  that  it  was  a  sort  of  compact  between 

them.  '' I  fear  I  must  go,'*  said  Zaras  £ither, 
**  and  therefore  I  cannot  explain  more ;  but  it  is 

absolutely  necessary  to  tell  you  that  all  my  un- 
mortgaged property  is  entailed,  and  will  go  to 

my  brother,  that  Edith  s  fortune  is  totally  inde- 
pendent, and  that  Zara  has  but  a  tithe  of  what 

her  sister  has." 

"  Still  I  say,  as  I  said  before,"  replied  Digby, 
*'  that  nothing  of  that  kind  can  make  any  dif- 

ference to  me;  nor  will  I  ever  suffer  any  consider- 
ation, not  affecting  your  daughter  personally — 

and  I  beg  this  may  be  clearly  understood — to 
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make  any  change  in  my  views.  If  I  can  win  her 

love — her  entire,  fuU,  hearty  love — ^with  your 
sanction,  she  is  mine.  Have  I  that  sanction. 
Sir  Sobert  r 

"  Fully,  and  from  my  heart,"  replied  Sir 
Bobert  Croyland,  with  the  unwonted  tears 

coursing  over  his  cheeks.  "  Go  to  her,  my  dear 
friend — go  to  her,  and  make  what  progress  you 
may,  with  my  best  wisHes.  This  is  indeed  a 

great  happiness — a  great  reUef !" 
Thus  saying,  he  followed  Sir  Edward  Digby 

out  of  the  room ;  and,  mounting  a  new  horse 

which  had  been  brought  up  from  his  bailiff's,  he 
rode  slowly  and  thoughtfully  away.  As  ho 

went,  a  faint  hope — nay,  it  could  hardly  be 

called  a  hope — a  vague,  wild  fency  of  explain- 
ing his  whole  situation  to  Sir  Edward  Digby, 

and  gaining  the  blessed  relief  of  confidence 

and  counsel,  arose  in  Sir  Bobert  Croyland's 
breast. 

Alas  *  what  an  unhappy  state  has  been  brought 
about  by  the  long  accumulation  of  sin  and  deceit 
which  has  gathered  over  human  society!  that  no 
man  can  trust  another  fully !  that  we  dare  not 
confide  our  inmost  thoughts  to  any !  that  there 

should  be  a  fear — the  necessity  for  a  fear — of 
showing  the  unguarded  heart  to  the  near  and 
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dear !  that  every  man  should — according  to  the 
most  accursed  axiom  of  a  corrupt  world — ^live 
with  his  friend  as  if  he  were  one  day  to  be  his 
enemy.  Oh,  truths  and  honour,  and  sincerity! 
oh,  true  Christianity!  whither  are  ye  gone? 
Timidity  soon  banished  such  thoughts  from  the 
breast  of  Sir  Bobert  Groyland,  though  there  was 

something  in  the  whole  demeanour  of  his  daugh- 
ter s  loyer  which  showed  him  that,  if  ever  man  was 

to  be  trusted,  he  might  trust  there ;  and  had  he 
known  how  deeply  Digby  was  ahready  acquainted 
with  much  that  concerned  him,  he  might  perhaps 
have  gone  one  step  farther,  and  told  him  all. 
As  it  was,  he  rode  on,  and  soon  gave  himself  up 
to  bitter  thoughts  again. 

In  the  meantime.  Sir  Edward  Bigby  returned 

to  Zara  and  Mrs.  Barbara  in  the  drawing- 
room,  with  so  well  satisfied  a  look,  that  it  was 
evident  to  both,  his  conversation  with  Sir  Bobert 

had  not  referred  to  any  unpleasant  subject, 
and  had  not  had  any  impleasant  result  He 

excited  the  elder  lady's  surprise,  however,  and 
produced  some  slight  agitation  in  the  younger, 
by  taking  Zara  by  the  hand,  and  in  good  set 
terms  of  almost  formal  courtesy,  requesting  a 

few  minutes'  private  audience.  Her  varying 
colour,  and  her  hesitating  look,   showed  her 
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lover  that  she  apprehended  something  more  un- 
pleasant than  he  had  to  say ;  and  he  whispered, 

as  they  went  along  towards  the  library,  ''  It  is 
nothing — it  is  nothing  but  to  tell  you  what  I 

have  done>  and  to  arrange  our  plan  of  cam- 

paign." Zara  looked  up  in  his  face  with  a  glad  smile, 
as  if  his  words  took  some  terror  firom  her  heart ; 
and  as  soon  as  he  was  in  the  room,  he  let 

go  her  hand,  and  turned  the  key  in  such  a 

manner  in  the  door,  that  the  key-hole  could 
not  serve  the  purpose  of  a  perspective  glass, 

even  if  it  might  that  of  an  ear- trumpet. 

"  Forgive  me,  dear  Zara,"  he  said,  "  if  I 
take  care  to  secure  our  defences;  otherwise, 

as  your  good  aunt  is  perfectly  certain  that  I 
am  about  to  £eJ1  on  my  knees,  and  make  my 
declaration,  she  might  be  seized  with  a  desire 
to  witness  the  scene,  not  at  all  aware  that  it 

has  been  performed  already.  But  not  to  say 

more,"  he  continued,  '^  on  a  subject  on  which 
you  have  kindly  and  frankly  set  a  lover's  heart 
at  rest,  let  me  only  tell  you  that  your  father  has 
fully  sanctioned  my  suit,  which  I  know,  after 

what  you  have  said,  will  not  be  painful  to  you 

to  hear." 
''  I  was  sure  he  would,"  answered  Zara; 
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''  not  that  he  entered  into  any  of  my  aunt  s 
castles  in  the  air»  or  that  he  devised  my  schemes, 

Digby ;  but,  doubtless,  he  wishes  to  see  a  for- 

tuneless girl  -well  married,  and  would  have  been 
content  with  a  lover  for  her,  who  might  not  have 

suited  herself  quite  so  well.  You  see  I  deal 

frankly  with  you,  Digby,  still;  and  will  do 
so  both  now  and  hereafter,  if  you  do  not  cheek 

me." "  Never,  never  will  I  !'*  answered  Sir  Edward 
Digby ;  "  it  was  so  you  first  commanded  my 
esteem,  even  before  my  love ;  and  so  you  will 

always  keep  it." 
*' Before  your  love  ?"  said  Zara,  in  an  unwont- 

edly  serious  tone ;  "  your  love  is  very  young  yet, 
Digby ;  and  sometimes  I  can  hardly  believe  all 
this  to  be  real. — ^Will  it  last  ?  or  will  it  vanish 

away  like  a  dream,  and  leave  me  waking,  alone 

and  sorrowful  ?" 

*'  And  yours  for  me,  Zara  ?"  asked  her  lover ; 
but  then,  he  added,  quickly,  '<  no,  I  will  not  put 
an  unfair  question :  and  every  question  is  un&ir 

thatis  already  answered  in  one's  own  heart.  Yours 
will,  I  trust,  remain  firm  for  me — so  mine,  I 
know,  will  for  you,  because  we  have  seen  each 
other  under  circumstances  which  have  called 

forth    the    feelings,    and    displayed    fully  all 
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the  inmost  thoughts  which  years  of  ordinary 

intercourse  might  not  develop.  But  now>  dear 

Zara,  let  us  speak  of  our  demeanour  to  each  other. 

It  will,  perhaps,  give  us  greater  advantage  if  you 

treat  me — ^perhaps,  as  a  favoured,  but  not  yet  as 
an  accepted  lover.  I  will  appear  willingly  as  your 
humble  slave  and  follower,  if  you  will,  now 
and  then,  let  me  know  in  private  that  I  am 

something  dearer;  and  by  keeping  up  the 
character  with  me,  which  has  gained  you  your 

uncle's  commendation  as  a  fair  coquette,  you 
may,  perhaps,  reconcile  Mrs.  Barbara  to  many 

things,  which  her  notions  of  propriety  might 

interfere  with,  if  they  were  done  as  between  the 

betrothed." 
"  I  fear  I  shall  manage  it  but  badly,  Digby," 

she  answered.  "  It  was  very  easy  to  play  the 
coquette  before,  when  no  deeper  feelings  were 

engaged,  when  I  cared  for  no  one,  when  all 
were  indifferent  to  me.  It  might  be  natural  to 

me,  then  ;  but  I  do  not  think  I  could  play  the 

coquette  with  the  man  I  loved.  At  all  events,  I 

should  act  the  part  but  badly,  and  should  fancy 
he  was  always  laughing  at  me  in  his  heart,  and 

triumphing  over  poor  Zara  Croyland,  when  he 

knew  right  well  that  he  had  the  strings  of  the 

puppet  in  his  hand.   However,  I  will  do  my  best. 
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if  you  ̂ sh  it ;  and  I  do  beUeve,  from  knowing 
more  of  this  house  than  you  do,  that  your  plan  is 
a  good  one.  The  airs  I  have  given  myself,  and 
the  freedom  I  have  taken,  have  been  of  service 

both  to  myself  and  Edith — to  her  in  many  ways, 
and  to  myself  in  keeping  from  me  all  serious 
addresses  from  men  I  could  not  love. — ^Yonrs  is 

the  first  proposal  I  have  ever  had,  Digby ;  so 
do  not  let  what  my  uncle  has  said,  make  yon 
beUeve  that  you  have  conquered  a  queen  of 

hearts,  who  has  set  all  others  at  defiance." 

"  No  gentleman  was  ever  refused  by  a  iatfy,** 
answered  Bigby,  laying  a  strong  emphasis  on 
each  noun-substantive. 

"  So,  then,  you  were  quite  sure,  before  yon 

said  a  word !"  cried  Zara,  laughing.  "  Well,  that 
is  as  frank  a  confession  as  any  of  my  own !  And 

yet  you  might  have  been  mistaken ;  for  esteem- 
ing you  as  I  did,  and  circumstanced  as  I  was, 

I  would  have  trusted  you  as  much,  Digby,  if 

you  had  been  merely  a  friend." 
"But  you  would  not  have  shown  me  the 

deeper  feelings  of  your  heart  upon  other  indif- 

ferent subjects,"  replied  her  lover. 
Zara  blushed,  and  looked  down ;  then  suddenly 

changed  the  course  of  conversation,  saying,  ''But 
you  have  not  told  me  what  Leyton  thought  of  all 
this,  and  what  plans  you  have  formed.    What 
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is  to  be  done  ?    Was  be  not  deeply  grieved  and 

shocked  ?" 
Sir  Edward  Digby  told  her  all  that  had  passed, 

and  then  added,  *'  I  intend  now  to  send  out  my 
servant,  Somers,  to  reconnoitre.  He  shall  way- 

lay Leyton  on  his  return,  and  bring  me  news  of 
his  success.  If  this  youth  be  safely  lodged  in 
gaol,  his  pretensions  are  at  an  end,  at  least  for 
the  present ;  but  if  he  again  escape,  I  think,  ere 

noon  to-morrow,  I  must  interfere  myself.  I 
have  now  a  better  right  to  do  so  than  I  have 
hitherto  had ;  and  what  I  have  heard  from  other 

quarters  will  enable  me  to  speak  boldly — even 

to  your  father,  dear  one — ^without  committing 

either  you  or  Edith." 
Zara  paused  and  thought ;  but  all  was  still 

dark  on  every  side,  and  she  could  extract  no  ray 
of  light  from  the  gloom.  Digby  did  not  fail 
(as,  how  could  a  lover  neglect?)  to  try  to  lead 
her  mind  to  pleasanter  themes ;  and  he  did  so 
in  some  degree.  But  we  have  been  too  long 

eaves-dropping  upon  private  intercourse,  and  we 
will  do  so  no  more.  The  rest  of  the  day  passed 

in  that  mingled  light  and  shade,  which  has  a 
finer  interest  than  the  mere  broad  sunshine,  till 

the  return  of  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  when  the 
deep  sadness  that  overspread  his  countenance 
clouded  the  happiness  of  all  the  rest. 
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Shortly  after^  Zara  saw  her  lover  s  servant 

ride  up  the  road,  at  considerable  speed;  and 

as  it  wanted  but  half-an-hour  to  dinner-time, 

Digby,  who  marked  his  coming  also,  retired 

to  dress.  When  he  returned  to  the  drawing- 
room,  there  was  a  deeper  and  a  sterner  gloom 

upon  his  brow  than  the  fair  girl  had  ever 

seen ;  but  her  father  and  aunt  were  both  pre- 
sent, and  no  explanation  could  take  place. 

After  dinner,  too,  Sir  Robert  Croyland  and 

his  guest  returned  to  the  drawing-room  to- 
gether; and  though  the  cloud  was  still  upon 

Digby  s  countenance,  and  he  was  graver  than 

he  had  ever  before  appeared,  yet  she  whom  he 

loved  could  gain  no  tidings.  To  her  he  was 
still  all  tenderness  and  attention ;  but  Zara  could 

not  play  the  part  she  had  undertaken ;  and  often 

her  eyes  rested  on  his  face,  with  a  mute,  sad 

questioning,  which  made  her  aunt  say  to  her- 

self, "  Well,  Zara  is  in  love  at  last  !'* 
Thus  passed  a  couple  of  hours,  during  which  not 

above  ten  words  were  uttered  by  Sir  Robert  Croy- 
land. At  length,  lights  were  brought  in,  after  they 

had  been  for  some  time  necessary ;  and  at  the  end 
of  about  ten  minutes  more,  the  sound  of  several 

horses  coming  at  a  quick  pace  was  heard.  The 

feet  stopped  at  the  great  door,  the  bell  rang,  and 
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voices  sounded  in  the  hall.  The  tones  of  one, 

deep,  clear,  and  mellow,  made  both  Zara  and 
her  father  start ;  and  in  a  minute  after,  the  butler 

entered — he  was  an  old  servant — saying,  in  a 

somewhat  embarrassed  manner,  ''  Colonel  Sir 
Henry  Leyton,  sir,  wishes  to  speak  with  you 

immediately  on  business  of  importance." 
"  Who— who  r  demanded  Sir  Bobert,  "  Sir 

Henry  Leyton ! — Well,  well,  take  him  in  some- 

where !** 
He  rose  from  his  chair,  but  staggered  percep- 

tibly for  a  moment ;  then,  overcoming  the  emotion 
that  he  could  not  but  feel,  he  steadied  himself 

by  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and  left  the  room.  Zara 

gazed  at  Bigby,  and  he  at  her  he  loved ;  but  this 

night  Mrs.  Barbara  thought  fit  to  sit  where  she 

was ;  and  Digby,  approaching  Zara's  seat,  bent 
over  her,  whispering,  "  Leyton  has  a  terrible  tale 
to  tell ;  but  not  affecting  Edith.  She  is  safe. — 

What  more  he  seeks,  I  do  not  know." 

VOL.   III. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

After  parting  mth  Sir  Edward  Digbj  at 
Woodohurch,  Henry  Leyton  had  ridden  on  at 

a  quick  pace  to  Park-gate,  and  ihenoe  along 
the  high  road,  to  Cranbrook.  He  himself 
was  habited  in  the  undress  of  his  regiment, 

though  with  pistols  at  his  saddle,  and  a  heavy 
sword  by  his  aide.  One  of  his  servants  followed 

him  similarly  accoutred,  and  an  orderly  accom- 

panied the  servant,  while  by  the  young  officer's 
side  appeared  our  good  friend  Mr.  Mowle, 
heavily  armed,  with  the  somewhat  anomalous 
equipments  of  a  riding  officer  of  Customs  in 
those  days.  At  a  little  distance  behind  this 

first  group,  came  Cornet  Joyce,  and  his  party  of 
dragoons ;  and  in  this  order  they  all  passed 

through  Cranbrook,  about  nine  o'clock;  but  a 
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quarter  of  a  mile  beyond  the  little  town  they 

halted,  and  Mowle  rode  on  for  a  short  way  alone, 

to  the  edge  of  Hangley  Wood,  which  was  now 
olose  before  them.  There  he  dismounted,  and 

went  in  amongst  the  trees ;  but  he  was  not  long 

absent,  for  in  less  than  five  minutes  he  was  by 

the  colonel's  side  again.  ''  All's  right,  sir,"  he 
said,  ''  the  boy  assures  me  that  they  were  all 
there  still,  at  six  this  morning,  and  that  their 

captain,  Badford,  does  not  move  till  after  dark, 

to-night.  So  now  we  shall  have  the  worst  fel- 

lows amongst  them — the  two  Bamleys  and  all." 
"Well,  then,"  answered  Leyton,  "you  had 

better  go  on  at  once  with  the  party,  keeping 

through  the  wood.  I  will  remain  behind,  com- 
ing on  slowly ;  and  if  wanted,  you  will  find  me 

somewhere  in  the  Hanger.  Comet  Joyce  has 

his  orders  in  regard  to  surrounding  the  house  ; 

but  of  course  he  must  act  according  to  circum- 

stances." 
No  more  words  were  needed:  the  party  of 

dragoons  moved  on  rapidly,  with  Mowle  at  their 
head;  and  Leyton,  after  pausing  for  a  few 

minutes  on  the  road,  dismounted,  and  giving 

his  rein  to  the  servant,  walked  slowly  on  into 

the  wood,  telling  the  two  men  who  accompanied 
him,  to  follow.    There  was,  at  that  time,  as  there 

o  2 
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is  now,  I  believe,  abroad  road  through  Hangley 

Wood,  leading  into  the  cross-road  from  Bidden- 
den  to  Goudhurst ;  but  at  that  period,  instead  of 

being  tolerably  straight  and  good,  it  was  very 
tortuous,  rough,  and  uneven.  Along  this  forest 

path,  for  so  it  might  be  called,  the  dragoons  had 

taken  tlieir  way,  at  a  quick  trot;  and  by  it 

their  young  colonel  followed,  with  his  arms 

crossed  upon  his  chest,  and  his  head  bent  down, 

in  deep  and  anxious  meditation.  The  distance 

across  the  wood  at  that  part  is  nearly  a  mile ; 

and  when  he  had  reached  the  other  side,  Leyton 

turned  upon  his  steps  again,  passed  his  servant 

and  the  orderly,  and  walked  slowly  on  the  road 
back  to  Cranbrook.  The  two  men  went  to  the 

extreme  verge  of  the  wood,  and  looked  oat 
towards  Iden  Green  for  a  minute  or  two  before 

they  followed  their  officer,  so  that  in  the  turn- 
ings of  the  road,  they  were  out  of  sight  by  the 

tiine  he  had  gone  a  quarter  of  a  mile. 

Leyton's  thoughts  were  busy,  as  may  be  well 
supposed;  but  at  length  they  were  suddenly 

interrupted  by  loud,  repeated,  and  piercing 

shrieks,  apparently  proceeding  from  a  spot  at 

some  distance  before  him.  Darting  on,  with 

a  single  glance  behind,  and  a  loud  shout  to 
call  the  men  up,  he  rushed  forward  along 
the    road,   and    the    next   instant    beheld    a 
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sight  which  made  his  blood  boil  with  indig- 
nation. At  first,  he  merely  perceived  a  girl, 

struggling  in  the  hands  of  some  five  or  six 

ruffians,  who  were  maltreating  her  in  the  most 

brutal  manner ;  but  in  another  instant,  as,  draw- 
ing his  sword,  he  rushed  forward,  he  recognised 

— ^for  it  can  scarcely  be  said,  he  saw — ^poor  Kate 
Clare.  With  another  loud  shout  to  his  men  to 

come  up,  he  darted  on  without  pause  or  hesitation; 

but  his  approach  was  observed — the  ruffians 
withdrew  from  around  their  victim ;  and  one  of 

them  exclaimed,  *'  Run,  run  I  the  dragoons  are 

coming !" 
**  D —  me !  give  her  a  shot  before  you  go," 

cried  another,  "  or  she'll  peach." 

"  Let  her,"  cried  young  Badford — "  but  here 

goes ;"  and,  turning  as  he  hurried  away,  he  de- 
liberately fired  a  pistol  at  the  unhappy  girl,  who 

was  starting  up  wildly  firom  the  ground.  She 
instantly  reeled  and  fell,  some  seconds  before 

Leyton  could  reach  her ;  for  he  was  still  at  the 

distance  of  a  hundred  yards. 

All  this  had  taken  place  in  an  inconceivably 
short  space  of  time ;  but  the  next  minute,  the 

panic  with  which  the  villains  had  been  seized 
subsided  a  little.  One  turned  to  look  back — 

another  turned — they  beheld  but  one  man  on 
the  road  ;  and  all  the  party  were  pausing,  when 
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LeytoD  reached  poor  S[ate  Clare,  and  raised  her 

in  his  arms.  It  might  haye  fared  ill  with  him  had 

he  been  alone ;  but  jast  at  that  moment  the  or- 

derly appeared  at  the  turn,  coming  lip  at  the  gal- 
lop, with  the  young  officer  s  servant  behind  him ; 

and  not  doubting  that  a  large  party  was  following, 

Badford  and  his  companions  fled  as  fast  as  they 
could. 

''  On  after  them,  like  lightning !"  cried  Leyton, 
as  the  men  came  up.  ''  Leave  the  horse,  leave 
the  horse,  and  away!  Watch  them  wherever 

they  go,  especially  the  man  in  the  green  coat ! 

Take  him  if  you  can — shoot  him  dead  if  he 

resist.  Ah,  my  poor  girl  !'*  he  cried,  with  the 
tears  rising  in  his  eyes,  **  this  is  sad,  indeed ! — 

Where  has  he  wounded  you  ?" 
*'  There,"  said  Kate,  faintly,  taking  away  her 

hand,  which  was  pressed  upon  her  right  side ; 

*'  but  that  was  his  kindest  act — Thank  God,  I  am 

dying !" 
"  Nay,  nay,"  answered  Leyton,  "I  trust  not!" 

But  the  blood  poured  rapidly  out,  staining  all 
her  dress,  which  was  torn  and  in  wild  disorder, 

and  so  n^idly  did  it  flow,  that  Leyton  clearly 

saw  her  words  would  probably  prove  too  true. 

"  Who  was  that  villain  ?"  he  cried ;  "  I  will 

punish  him  if  there  be  justice  on  earth !" 
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''  Don't  you  know  him  ?"  said  KAte,  her  voice 
growing  more  and  more  low.  "  I  thought  you 

were  seeking  him — ^Richard  Badford." 
"  The  atrocious  scoundrel !"  said  Leyton ;  and 

drawing  his  handkerchief  from  his  breast,  he 

tied  it  tightly  over  her  side,  trying,  though  he  saw 
it  was  nearly  in  vain,  to  stanch  the  blood,  while 

at  the  same  time  he  supported  her  against 
his  knee  with  one  arm  thrown  round  her  waist. 

Poor  Kate  closed  her  eyes  with  a  faint  shudder ; 

and  for  a  moment  Leyton  thought  she  was  dead. 
She  appeared  to  be  reviving  again,  however, 
when  a  loud  voice,  not  far  distant,  exclaimed, 

«  Ha,— halloo !    What  the  devil  is  this  ?" 
Leyton  looked  suddenly  up — ^for  his  eyes  had 

been  bent  upon  the  poor  girl's  &ce  for  several 
minutes — and  then  beheld,  hurrying  up  the  road 

with  a  look  of  fury  in  his  countenance,  Kate's 
promised  husband,  Harding.  With  a  violent  oath 

the  man  rushed  on,  exclaiming,  *'  Kate,  what  is 

all  this  ? — ^Villain,  have  you  misused  the  girl  ?" 
"  Hush,  hush !"  cried  Leyton,  with  a  stem 

gesture  of  his  hand ;  '^  she  is  dying ! — I  would 
have  saved  her  if  I  could ;  but  alas,  I  came  too 

late ! ' 
The  whole  expression  of  Harding's  counte- 

nance changed  in  an  instant.     Grief  and  terror 
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succeeded  to  rage ;  and>  catchiDg  her  firanticlyin 

his  arms,  he  exclaimed — "  Kate,  Kate,  speak  to 

me  ! — Tell  me,  who  has  done  this  ?" 

"  I  can  tell  you/*  answered  Leyton — "  Bichard 

Eadford." 
While  he  was  speaking,  Kate  Clare  opened 

her  eyes  again,  and  gazed  on  Harding's  iace, 
moving  her  right  hand  faintly  round  and  placing 
it  upon  his. 

''Give  me  that  handkerchief  from  your 

neck,*'  said  Leyton ;  <'  if  we  can  stop  the  blood, 
we  may  save  her,  yet.  I  have  seen  very  bad 

wounds  recovered  from   " 

"  No,  no !"  said  Kate  Clare ;  "  thank  God,  I 
am  dying — I  would  rather  die ! — ^Harding,  I  am 

not  in  fault — ^they  caught  me  in  the  wood — oh, 
they  treated  me  horribly.  Mr.  Badford  said  it 

was  revenge — God  forgive  him,  God  forgive 
him !  But  I  would  rather  die  thus  in  your  arms 

— do  not  try  to  stop  it— it  is  all  in  vain." 
Leyton  and  Harding  still  persisted,  however, 

and  bound  another  handkerchief  tight  over  the 
wound,  in  some  degree  diminishing  the  stream 
of  blood,  but  yet,  not  stopping  it  entirely. 

"  Let  us  carry  her  to  some  house,"  ched 
Leyton,  ''  and  then  send  for  assistance.  See !  her 

lips  are  not  so  pale.'* 
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"  I  will  carry  her/'  cried  Harding,  raising  her 
in  his  powerful  arms. 

"  To  my  aunt's,  then— to  my  aunt's,  Harding," 
murmured  Kate ;  **  I  would  sooner  die  there 

than  in  any  other  place."  And  on  Harding 
sped,  without  reply,  while  Leyton,  sheathing 
his  sword,  which  he  had  cast  down,  followed  him, 

inquiring,  "  Is  it  far  ?" 
''  But  a  step,  sir,"  answered  the  smuggler. 

"  Pray,  come  with  us. — ^This  must  be  avenged." 
"  It  shall,"  replied  Leyton,  sternly ;  "  but  I 

must  stay  here  for  a  minute  or  two,  till  you  can 
send  somebody  to  me,  to  take  my  place,  and  let 

my  men  know  where  I  am  when  they  return." 
Harding  nodded  his  head,  and  then  turned  his 

eyes  upon  the  face  of  the  poor  girl  whom  he  bore 

in  his  arms,  hurrying  on  without  a  moment's 

pause,  till  he  was  lost  to  the  young  officer's 
sight. 

It  is  needless  to  describe  the  feelings  of  a 

high-minded  and  noble  man  like  Leyton,  when 
left  alone  to  meditate  over  the  horrible  out- 

rage which  had  been  committed  under  his  very 
eyes.  He  gave  way  to  no  burst  of  indignation, 
indeed,  but  with  a  frowning  brow  walked  back 
upon  the  road,  caught  his  horse  without  difficulty, 
and  mounting,  remained  fixed  near  the  spot 
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where  poor  Kate  had  received  her  death- wound, 
like  a  soldier  upon  guard.  In  less  than  ten 

minutes^  a  lad  ran  up,  saying,  "  Mr.  Harding 

sent  me,  sir." 
''Well,  then,  walk  up  and  down  here,  my 

good  hoy,"  replied  Ley  ton, ''  till  some  one  comes 
to  inqijure  for  me.  If  it  should  he  a  servant,  or  a 

single  soldier,  send  him  down  to  the  place  which 

you  came  from,  and  wait  where  you  are  till  a 

larger  party  of  dragoons  come  up,  when  you  must 

tell  them  the  same — to  go  down  to  me  there.  If 
the  party  come  first,  wait  for  the  servant  and 

the  soldier." 
Having  given  these  directions,  he  was  turning 

away,  but  paused  again  to  inquire  his  way  to 
the  place  where  Harding  was ;  and  then  pointing 

to  a  bundle  that  lay  upon  the  road,  he  said — 

**  You  had  better  bring  that  with  you." 

Following  the  boy's  direction,  as  soon  as  he 
issued  out  of  the  wood.  Sir  Henry  Leyton 

turned  through  a  Uttle  field  to  the  left ;  and  seeing 

a  small  farm-house  at  some  distance  before  him, 
he  leaped  his  horse  over  two  fences  to  abridge 

the  way.  Then  riding  into  the  &rm-yard,  he 
sprang  to  the  groimd,  looking  round  for  some 
one  to  take  his  charger.  Several  men  of  difierent 

ages  were  running  about  with  eagerness  and 
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haste  in  their  faces.  Horses  were  being  led 
forth  firom  the  stable ;  guns  were  in  the  hands  of 

several ;  and  one  of  them — a  fine,  tall,  power- 
ful young  fellow — exclaimed,  as  soon  as  he  saw 

Ley  ton — "We  will  catch  them,   sir — ^we  will 
catch  them !  and  by   they  shall  be  hanged 
as  high  as  Haman  for  hurting  the  poor  dear 

girl   .    Here,  take  his  honour's  horse,  Bill." 
"  Is  she  still  Uving  ?"  asked  Leyton. 
"  Oh  dear,  yes,  sir!"  cried  the  young  man; 

**  she  seemed  somewhat  better  for  what  mother 

gave  her." 
"  Well,  then,"  rejoined  the  young  officer, 

*'  if  you  are  going  to  search  for  these  scoun- 
drels, gallop  up  to  the  wood  as  fast  as  you 

can;  you  will  find  my  servant  and  a  trooper 
watching.  They  will  give  you  information  of 
which  way  the  villains  are  gone.  I  will 
join  you  in  a  minute  or  two  with  a  stronger 

force." 
"  Oh,  sir,  we  shall  do — ^we  shall  do,"  cried 

William  Harris;  "we  will  raise  the  whole 
county  as  we  go,  and  will  hunt  them  down  like 
foxes.  Do  they  think  that  our  sisters  and  our 

wives  are  to  be  ill-used  and  murdered  by  such 

scum  as  they  are  ?"  and  at  the  same  time  he 
sprang  upon  his  horse  s  back.    Leyton  turned 
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towards  the  house,  but  met  the  old  fknuer  him- 
self coming  out  with  a  great  cavalry  sword  in 

his  hand«  and  the  butt  end  of  a  pistol  sticking 

out  of  each  pocket.  "  Quick,  quick !  to  your 

horses !"  he  cried,  "  they  shall  rue  the  day — 

they  shall  rue  the  day ! — Ah,  sir,  go  in,"  he  con- 
tinued, seeing  Leyton;  "  she  is  telling  my  wife 

and  Harding  all  about  it ;  but  I  can't  stop  to 
hear. — I  will  have  that  young  Badford's  blood, 
if  I  have  a  soul  to  be  saved  !*' 

"  Better  take  him  alive,  and  hand  him  over 

to  justice,'*  said  Leyton,  going  into  the  house. 
"  D   n  him,  FU  kill  him  like  a  dog  I" 

cried  the  iarmer ;  and  mounting  somewhat  less 

nimbly  than  his  son,  he  put  himself  at  the  head 
of  the  whole  party  assembled,  and  rode  fast 
away  towards  Hangley  Wood. 

In  the  meantime,  Levton  entered  the  kitchen 

of  the  farm ;  but  it  was  quite  vacant.  Voices, 
however,  were  heard  speaking  above,  and  he 
ventured  to  go  up  and  enter  the  room.  Three  or 
four  women  were  assembled  there  round  good 

Mrs.  Harris's  own  bed,  on  which  poor  Kate 
Glare  was  stretched,  with  Harding  on  his  knees 
beside  her,  and  her  hand  in  his,  the  hot  tears 

of  man's  bitterest  agony,  coursing  each  other 
down  his  bronzed  and  weather-beaten  cheek. 
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"  There,  there !"  said  Mrs.  Harris ;  "  don't 
take  on  so,  Harding — ^yoa  only  keep  down  her 
spirits.  She  might  do  very  well,  if  she  would 
but  take  heart.  You  see  she  is  better  for  the 

cordial  stuff  I  gave  her." 
Harding  made  no  reply;  but  Kate  Clare 

faintly  shook  her  head ;  and  Leyton,  after  hav- 
ing gazed  on  the  sad  scene  for  a  moment,  with 

bitter  grief  and  indignation  in  his  heart,  drew 
back,  thinking  that  his  presence  would  only  be 

a  restraint  to  Kate's  family  and  friends.  He  made 
a  sign,  however,  to  one  of  the  women  before 
he  went,  who  followed  him  out  of  the  room. 

"  I  merely  wish  to  tell  you,"  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  when  the  woman  joined  him  at  the  top 

of  the  stairs,  "  that  I  am  going  back  to  the 
wood,  to  aid  in  the  pursuit  of  these  villains ;  for 

I  can  be  of  no  use  here,  and  may  be  there.  If 
any  of  my  people  come,  tell  them  where  to  find 
me;  bid  them  follow  me  instantly,  and  stop  every 

man  on  foot  they  see  quitting  t^e  wood,  till  he 

gives  an  account  of  himself. — ^But  had  you  not 

better  send  for  a  surgeon  ?" 
"  One  is  sent  for,  sir,"  replied  the  woman  ; 

"  but  I  think  she  is  not  so  bad  as  she  was. — I'll 
take  care  and  tell  your  people.  I  do  hope  they 

will  catch  them,  for  this  is  too  bad." 
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Without  more  words  Leyton  went  down,  re- 
mounted his  horse,  and  galloped  bac^  towaids 

the  edge  of  the  wood.    The  news  of  what  had 

happened,  however,  seemed   to  have  spread 
over  the  country  with  the  speed  of  lightning; 
for  he  saw  four  or  five  of  the  peasantry  on 

'  horseback,  already  riding  in  the  same  direction 
across  the  fields.  Two  stout  farmers  joined  him 
as  he  went,  and  both  were  already  fiiU  of  the 
story  of  poor  Kate  Clare.    Bage  and  indignation 
were  universal  amongst  the  people;  but  as  usual 
on  such  occasions,  one  proposed  one  plan,  and 

another  the  other,  so  that  by  want  of  comluna- 
tion  in  their  operations,  all  their  resolution  and 

eagerness  were  likely  to  be  firuitlessly  employed. 
Leyton  knew  that  it  was  of  little  use  to  aigoe 

on  such  points  with  undisciplined  men ;  and  his 

only  trust  was  in  the  speedy  arrival  of  the  sol- 
diers from  Iden  Green.     When  he  readied  the 

edge  of  the  wood,  however,  with  his  two  com* 

panions,    they,  came    upon    fieurmer    Harris's 
party,  now  swelled  to  twelve  or  thirteen  men ; 
and  at  the   same  moment  his    own   servant 

rode  round,  exclaiming,  as  soon  as  he  saw  his 

master,  *'  They  are  still  in  the  wood,  sir,  if  they 
have  not  come  out  this  way.     They  disperaed 
so  that  we  could  not  follow  them  on  horseback, 

and  we  galloped  out  by  different  ways  to  watcL"* 
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"  They  haven't  come  here,"  cried  Fanner 
Harris,  "  or  we  should  have  seen  them.  So  now 

we  have  them  safe  enough." 
<'  Bide  off  towards  Iden  Gbreen/'  said  Leyton  to 

the  servant,  "and  direct  Comet  Joyce  to  bring 
down  his  men  at  the  gallop  to  the  edge  of 

the  copse.  Let  him  dismount  twelve  on  the 

north  side  of  the  wood,  and,  with  all  the  farm- 

servants  and  country  people  he  can  collect, 

sweep  it  down,  while  the  rest  of  the  mounted 

men  advance,  on  a  line,  on  either  side. — Stay, 

I  will  write ;"  and  tearing  a  leaf  out  of  his  pocket- 
book,  he  put  down  his  orders  in  pencil. 

The  man  had  just  galloped  away,  when  the 

young  farmer,  William  Harris,  shouted,  ''  There 

they  go — there  they  go !  After  them ! — after 

them!  Tally  ho!"  and  instantly  set  spurs  to 
his  horse.  All  the  rest  but  Leyton  followed  at 

full  speed ;  but  he  paused,  and,  directing  his  eyes 

along  the  edge  of  the  wood,  clearly  saw,  at  the 
distance  of  somewhat  more  than  half  a  mile, 

three  men,  who  seemed  to  have  issued  forth  from 

amongst  the  trees,  running  across  the  fields  as 

fast  as  they  could  go.  It  would  seem  that  they 
had  not  been  aware  of  the  numbers  collected  to 

intercept  them,  till  they  had  advanced  too  far  to 

retreat;  but  they  had  got  a  good  start;  the 

country  was  difficult  for  any  but  well-trained 
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horses;  and  darting  on,  they  took  their  way 

towards  Goudhurst,  passing  within  a  hundred 

yards  of  the  spot  where  the  victim  of  their 

horrid  barbarity  lay  upon  the  bed  of  death. 

Taking  the  narrow  patlis,  leaping  the  stiles 

and  gates,  they  at  first  seemed  to  gain  upon  the 

mass  of  peasantry  who  followed  them,  though 

their  pursuers  were  on  horseback  and  they 

on  foot.  But,  well  knowing  the  country,  the 

farmers  spread  out  alolig  the  small  bridle- 
roads  ;  and,  while  the  better  mounted  horse- 

men followed  direct  across  the  fields,  the  others 

prepared  to  cut  off  the  ruffians  on  the  right  and 

left.  Gradually  a  semi-circle,  enclosing  them 
within  its  horns,  was  thus  formed;  and  all 

chance  of  escape  by  flight  was  thus  cut  off. 
In  this  dilemma,  the  three  miscreants  made 

straight  towards  a  farm-house  at  which  they 
occasionally  received  hospitality  in  their  lawless 

expeditions,  and  which  bears  the  name  of'*  Smug- 

gler Farm"  to  this  day ;  but  they  knew  not  that 
all  hearts  had  been  raised  against  them  by  their 

late  atrocities,  and  that  the  very  tenant  of  the 
farm  himself  was  now  one  of  the  foremost  in 

pursuit.  Bushing  in,  then,  with  no  farther 

ceremony  than  casting  the  door  open,  they 

locked  and  barred  it,  just  as  some  of  the  peasantry 

were  closing  in  upon  them ;  and  then,  hurrying 
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to  the  kitchen,  where  the  farmer's  wife,  his  sister, 
and  a  servant  was  collected,  Ned  Bamley,  who 

was  the  first,  exclaimed, ''  Have  you  no  hide, 

good  dame?" 
''  Hide !"  replied  the  stout  farmer's  wife, 

eyeing  him  askance — "  not  for  such  villains  as 

you!  Give  me  the  spit,  Madge ;  I've  a  great  mind  ' 
to  run  him  through."  Ned  Ramley  drew  a  pistol 
from  his  pocket ;  but  at  that  moment  the  window 
was  thrown  up,  the  back  door  of  the  house  was 

cast  open,  and  half-a-dozen  of  the  stout  yeomanry 
rushed  in.  The  smugglers  saw  that  resistance 
would  be  vain;  but  still  they  resisted;  and 
though,  in  the  agitation  of  the  moment,  Ned 

Bamley's  pistol  was  discharged  innocuously,  he 
did  not  fail  to  aim  it  at  the  head  of  young  Wil- 

liam Harris,  who  was  springing  towards  him. 
The  stout  fiBumer,  however,  instantly  levelled  him 
with  the  ground  by  a  thundering  blow  upon  the 
head ;  and  the  other  two  men,  after  a  desperate 

struggle,  were  likewise  taken  and  tied. 

"Lucky  for  you  it  was  me,  and  not  my 

father^  Master  Bamley,"  said  William  Harris. 
"  He'd  have  blown  your  brains  out;  but  you're 
only  saved  to  be  hanged,  anyhow. — ^Ay,  here  he 

comes ! — Stop,  stop,  old  gentleman !  he's  a  pri- 
VOL.  III.  p 
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Boner ;  don't  you  touch  him. — ^Let  the  law  hare 

the  job^  as  the  gentleman  said." 
*'0h,  you  accaised  villain — oh,  you  hellish 

scoundrel/'  cried  old  Hams,  kept  back  with 
difEiculty  by  his  son  and  the  rest  "  You  were 
one  of  the  foremost  of  them.  But  where  is  the 

greatest  villain  of  them  all  ? — where's  that  limb 
of  the  devil,  young  Badford  ? — I  will  have  him ! 

Let  me  go,  Will — I  will  have  him,  I  say  I" 
Ned  Bamley  laughed  aloud:  ''You  wont, 

though,"  he  answered,  bitterly ;  **  he's  been  gone 
this  half  hour,  and  will  be  at  the  sea,  and  over 

the  sea,  before  you  can  catch  him. — ^You  may  do 

with  me  what  you  like,  but  he's  safe  enough." 
"  Some  one  ride  ofif  and  tell  the  <^oer  whst 

he  says !"  cried  the  farmer.  But  when  the  in- 
telligence was  conveyed  to  Sir  Henry  Leyton,  he 

was  already  aware  that  some  of  the  men  most 
have  made  their  escape  unobserved;  for  bis 
servant  had  met  Comet  Joyce  and  the  party  of 
dragoons  by  the  way,  and  with  the  aid  of  a 
number  of  fiirm  servants  from  Iden  Crieen  and  its 

neighbourhood,  the  wood  had  been  searched  with 
such  strictness,  that  the  pheasants,  which  were  at 
that  time  numerous  there,  had  flown  out  in 

clouds,  as  if  a  battue  had  been  going  on.    He 
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mistroBted  Ned  Ramley  s  information,  however ; 
knowing  that  the  hardened  villain  would  find  a 

Bort  of  pride  in  misleading  the  pursuers  of  young 
Badford,  even  though  taken  himself.  Biding 
quickly  across  to  the  farm,  then,  together  with 
Mowle  and  the  Oomet,  he  interrogated  the  men 
separately,  hut  found  they  were  all  in  the  same 

story,  from  which  they  varied  not  in  the  least — 
that  Biehard  Badford  had  crept  out  by  the 
hedges  near  the  wood,  and  had  gone  first  to  a 
place  where  a  horse  was  in  waiting  for  him,  and 

thence  would  make  straight  to  the  sea-side,  where 
a  boat  was  already  prepared.  Instant  measures 
to  prevent  him  from  executing  this  plan  now 
became  necessary;  and  Leyton  directed  the 
Comet  to  hasten  away  as  fast  as  possible  in 

pursuit,  sending  information  from  Woodchurch 
to  every  point  of  the  coast  where  the  offender 
was  likely  to  pass,  spreading  out  his  men  so  as 

to  cover  all  the  roads  to  the  sea,  and  only  leav- 
ing at  the  £axm  a  sufficient  guard  to  secure  the 

prisoners. 
On  hearing  the  latter  part  of  this  order,  how- 

ever. Farmer  Harris  exclaimed,  "  No,  no,  sir ; 

no  need  of  that.  We've  taken  them,  and  we'll 

keep  them  safe  enough.  I'll  see  these  fellows 
into  prison  myself— ay,  and  hanged  too,  please 

p  2 
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God  !  and  we'll  guard  them  surie,  don't  yod  be 

afraid." Leyton  looked  to  Mowle,  sayingt  "I  must 

abide  by  your  decision,  Mr.  Mowle."  But  the 
officer  answered :  ''  Oh,  you  may  trust  them,  sir, 
quite  safely,  after  all  I  hear  has  happened. 
But  I  think,  Mr.  Harris,  you  had  better  haye 
just  a  few  men  to  help  you.  You  ve  got  no 
place  to  keep  them  here;  and  they  must  be 
taken  before  a  magistrate  first,  before  they  caa 

be  committed." 
'*  Oh,  well  keep  them  safe  enough,"  re- 

pUed  the  faxmer.  "  We'll  put  them  in  Goad- 
hurst  church,  till  we  can  send  them  off,  and,  in 

the  meantime,  I'll  have  them  up  before  Squin 

Broughton.  My  son's  a  constable,  so  they  are 

in  proper  hands." 
"  Very  well,"  answered  Leyton ;  "  in  this 

case  I  have  no  right  to  interfere ;  but,  of 

course,  you  are  responsible  for  their  safe 

custody." 
*'  I  say,  Mowle,"  cried  Ned  Ramley,  in  bis 

usual  daring  manner,  *'  bid  them  gi^e  me  some- 

thing to  drink,  for  I'm  devilish  thirsty ;  and  FU 
give  you  some  information,  if  you  will." 
Mowle  obtained  some  beer  for  him,  and 

then  demanded,  <'  Well,  what  is  it,  Ned  ?" 
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"  Why,  only  this,"  said  Ned  Ramley,  after 
they  had  held  the  heer  to  his  lips,  and  he  had 

taken  a  deep  draught — "  you  will  have  your 

brains  blown  out,  before  ten  days  are  over." 
'^  I  am  not  afraid,"  replied  Mowle,  laughing. 
"  That's  right,"  answered  Ned  Ramley.  "But 

it  will  happen ;  for  fifty  of  us  have  sworn  it. 

We  have  had  our  revenge  of  your  spy,  Hard- 

ing; and  we  have  only  you  to  settle  with  now." 
"  Harding  !"  cried  Mowle.  "  He's  no  spy  of 

mine. — ^It  was  not  he  that  peached,  you  young 
scoundrel ;  it  was  one  of  those  whom  you  trusted 

more  than  him." 

"  Ah,  well,"  answered  Ned  Ramley,  indiffer- 

ently ;  "  then  he'll  have  a  sore  heart  to-night, 
that  he  didn't  work  for.  But  you'll  have  your 
turn  yet,  Mr.  Mowle,  so  look  that  you  make 

good  use  of  your  brains,  for  they  wont  be  long 

in  your  skull." 
"  You  are  a  hardened  villain,"  said  Sir  Henry 

Leyton.  "  You  had  better  march  them  off  as 
fast  as  you  can,  my  good  friends ;  take  them 
before  a  magistrate  ;  and  above  all  things, 

get  them  to  prison  ere  nightfall,  or  we  may 

have  another  rescue." 

"  No  fear,  no  fear !"  answered  Farmer  Harris. 
"  To  rescue  a  smuggler  is  one  thing — ^I  never 
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liked  to  see  them  taken  myself— bat  blood- 
thirsty villains  like  these,  that  iroold  ill  use  a 

poor,  dear,  good  girl,  and  murder  her  in  coU 

blood, — why,  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  county 
would  not  help  to  hang  them.  But  I  wish,  sir, 
you  would  go  yourself  and  see  and  stop  that 

other  great  villain.  If  he  isn't  hanged  too,  I 
don't  think  I  shall  erer  rest  in  my  bed  again." 

"  I  will  do  my  best,  depend  upon  it,"  replied 
Leyton ;  ''  but  I  must  first,  Mr.  Harris,  go  to 
your  house,  and  see  the  state  of  that  poor  gid. 
I  have  known  her  since  she  was  a  child,  and 

feel  for  her  almost  as  if  she  were  a  sister." 

"  Thank  you,  sir — thank  you !"  cried  old 
Harris,  shaking  him  by  the  hand.  ̂ *  There, 

boys,"  he  continued,  dashing  away  the  tears 
from  his  eyes — *^  make  a  guard,  and  take  these 
blackguards  off  in  the  middle  of  you.  Well 

have  them  up  to  Squire  Broughton's  at  once ; 
and  then  I  must  go  back,  too." 
On  his  way  to  the  farm,  Leyton  desired 

Mowle  to  return  to  Woodchuroh,  and  to  wait 

for  him  there,  taking  every  step  that  he  might 
think  necessary,  with  the  aid  of  Captain  Lrby. 

"  I  will  not  be  long,"  he  added. 

"  Pray  don't,  sir,"  rejoined  Mowle;  "for  we 
have   other  business  to   do  to-night;"   and. 
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sinking  his  voice  to  a  'whisper,  he  added,  "  I've 
got  the  information  I  wanted,  sir.  A  part  of 
the  goods  are  certainly  at  Badford  HaU,  and  if 

we  can  seize  them  there,  that,  with  the  deposi* 
tion  of  the  men  at  Woodchurch,  will  bring  him 

in  for  the  whole  offence." 
*'  I  shall,  very  likely,  overtake  you  by  the 

way,"  repUed  Leyton.  "  But,  at  all  events,  I 
shall  be  there  before  four." 

Most  such  calculations  are  vain,  however. 

Leyton  turned  aside  to  the  Harris's  fieurm,  where 
he  found  poor  Kate  Clare  sinking  rapidly.  The 
curate  of  the  parish  had  been  sent  for,  and,  by 
his  advice,  Mr.  Broughton,  the  magistrate,  who 
had  entered  the  house  but  two  or  three  minutes 

before  Leyton  himself.  Though  her  voice  now 
scarcely  rose  above  a  whisper,  she  made  her 
dying  declaration  with  clearness  and  accuracy. 
It  is  not  necessary  here  to  give  any  of  the 
details ;  but,  as  she  concluded,  she  turned  her 

fiunt  and  swimming  eyes  towards  Leyton,  saying, 

''  That  gentleman,  who  has  always  been  such 
a  good  firiend  to  me  and  mine,  can  tell  you 
m9re,  sir,  for  he  came  up  to  my  help,  just  as 

they  shot  me." 
The  magistrate  raised  his  eyes,  and  inquired, 

in  a  low  tone,  "  Who  is  he  ?" 
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"  Sir  Henry  Ley  ton,"  replied  the  poor  girl,  loud 
enough  for  that  officer  to  hear ;  and  thinking  that 
she  asked  for  him,  he  approached  nearer,  and 

stood  by  Harding's  side.  Kate  raised  her  hand 
a  little  from  the  bedclothes,  as  if  she  would 

have  given  it  to  him ;  and  he  took  it  kindly  in 

his,  speaking  some  words  of  comfort. 

'^  Thank  you,  sir — ^thank  you,  for  all  your 

kindness,"  said  Kate.  "I  am  glad  you  haie 
come,  that  I  may  wish  you  good-bye,  and  ask 
you  to  be  kind  to  poor  Harding,  too.  It  will 
soon  be  over  now ;  and  you  had  better  all  leave 

me.  Not  you,  Harding — not  you. — You  must 

close  my  eyes,  as  my  poor  mother  is  not  here." 

A  groan  burst  from  the  stout  seaman's  breast ; 
and  giving  way  to  all  his  feelings,  he  sobbed 

like  a  child.  According  to  her  desire,  Leytou 

and  Mr.  Broughton  retired  from  the  room ;  and 

the  young  officer  informed  the  magistrate,  that 
the  prisoners  who  had  been  taken  were  waiting 
for  examination  at  his  house. 

"  We  shall  want  your  evidence.  Sir  Henry," 
said  the  magistrate.  "  It  is  absolutely  neces- 

sary, if,  as  I  understand,  you  were  eye-witness 

to  the  murder.'* 

Leyton  saw  the  propriety  of  the  magistrate's 
demand,    and   he  yielded  immediately.     But 
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the  investigation  was  prolonged  by  several 
circumstances ;  and^  what  between  the  time  that 

it  took  np^  and  that  which  had  been  previously 
spent  in  the  pursuit  of  the  murderers,  it  was 

past  three  o'clock  before  Leyton  mounted  his 
horse  at  Mr.  Broughton's  door.  He  paused 

for  an  instant  at  the  gate  of  the  Harris's  farm- 
yard, where  a  girl  was  standing  with  tears  in 

her  eyes;  but  before  he  could  ask  any  question, 
she  repUed  to  that  which  was  rising  to  his  lips. 

"  She  is  gone,  sir,"  said  the  girl — "  she  is  gone. 
She  did  not  last  half-an-hour  after  you  were 

here." With  a  sad  heart,  Leyton  rode  on,  passing  at 
a  quick  pace  through  Harbourne  Wood,  and 
not  trusting  himself  to  stop  at  Mrs.  Clare  s 
cottage.  The  windows,  however,  were  closed ; 

and  the  young  officer  concluded  from  that  cir- 

cumstance, that  the  tidings  of  her  daughter's 
fate  must  by  this  time  have  reached  the  child- 

less widow.  Not  far  beyond  her  gate,  he  was 

met  by  Sir  Edward  Digby's  servant ;  but  eager 
to  arrive  at  Woodchiu'ch,  Leyton  did  not  stop 
to  speak  with  him,  and  Somers,  turning  his 
horse  with  the  orderly  and  his  old  companion, 

Leyton's  servant,  gleaned  what  information  he 
could  from  them  as  he  went. 
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Notwithstanding  all  the  speed  he  conld  use, 

howcTer,  it  was  half-past  four  before  Leyton 
reached  Woodchurch;  and,  on  inquiring  for 
Mr.  Warde,  he  found  that  gentleman  had  called, 

but  gone  away  again,  saying  he  would  return 
in  an  hour. 
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CHAPTEB  X. 

Such  as  we  haye  described  in  the  last  chapter^ 
were  the  £fttal  events  to  which  Sir  Edward 

Digby  had  alluded  in  the  few  words  he  had 

spoken  to  Zara  Croyland ;  and  it  may  be  need* 
less  to  explain  to  the  reader^  that  he  had  learned 
the  tale  from  his  servant  just  before  he  came 
down  to  dinner. 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  as  we  have  shown, 
after  some  agitation  and  hesitation,  quitted  the 

drawing-room  to  meet, — ^the  first  time  for 

many  years — ^the  son  of  a  man,  whom,  at  the 
instigation  of  others,  he  had  cruelly  persecuted. 
He  paused  as  soon  as  he  got  into  the  passage, 
however,  to  summon  courage,  and  to  make  up 
his  mind  as  to  the  demeanour  which  he  should 

assume — always  a  vain  and  fruitless  task ;  for 
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seldom,  if  ever,  do  circumstances  allow  any  man 

to  maintain  the  aspect  which  he  has  prede- 
termined to  affect.  Sir  Bobert  Crovland  re* 

.solved  to  be  cold,  stately,  and  repulsive— to 
treat  Sir  Henry  Leyton  as  a  perfect  stranger, 
and  if  he  alluded  to  their  former  intimacy,  to 

cut  the  conversation  short  by  telling  him  that, 

as  all  the  feelings  of  those  days  were  at  an  end, 
he  did  not  wish  to  revive  their  memory  in 

any  shape.  He  did  not  calculate,  indeed, 

upon  the  peculiar  state  of  Ley  ton's  mind,  at  the 
moment — nay,  nor  even  upon  the  effect  of  his 

former  feivourite's  personal  appearance  upon 
himself;  and  when  he  entered  the  library  and  saw 

the  tall,  powerful,  dignified-lookingman,  the  pale, 
thoughtful,  stem  countenance,  and  the  haughty 
air,  he  felt  all  his  predeterminations  vain. 

Leyton,  on  his  part,  had  done  the  same  as 

Sir  Robert  Croyland,  and  in  setting  out  from 

Woodchurch  had  made  up  his  mind  to  see  in 

the  man  he  went  to  visit,  nothing  but  Edith  s 

father — ^to  treat  him  kindly,  gentiy,  and  with 
compassion  for  his  weakness,  rather  than  anger 

at  his  faults;  but. as  he  rode  along,  and  con- 
versed with  one  who  accompanied  him  thither, 

the  memory  of  much  that  Sir  Bobert  Croyland 

had  done  in  former  days,  came  painfully  back 

upon  him,  and  combining  with  his  treatment  of 
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Edith>  raised  up  bitter  and  indignant  feelings 
that  he  could  have  msbed  to  quell.  The 

scenes  which  he  had  passed  through  that  day, 
toOy  had  given  a  tone  of  sternness  to  his  mind 

-which  was  not  usual ;  and  the  few  minutes  he 
had  waited  in  the  library,  when  every  moment 
seemed  of  value,  added  impatience  to  his  other 
sensations. 

The  baronet  entered  as  firmly  as  he  could, 
bowing  his  head  and  motioning  coldly  to  a 
chair.  But  Leyton  did  not  sit  down,  gftzing  for 
an  instant  on  the  countenance  of  Sir  Bobert, 

struck  and  astonished  by  the  change  that  he 
beheld.  That  steadfiist  gaze  was  painful  to  its 

object,  and  sank  his  spirit  still  farther ;  but  Ley- 
ton,  the  moment  after,  began  to  speak ;  and  the 

well-known  tones  of  his  clear,  mellow  voice, 
awakened  the  recollection  of  the  days  when 

they  were  once  pleasant  to  hear. 

''Sir  Bobert  Croyland,"  he  said,  "I  have 
come  to  you  on  business  of  importance,  in 
which  it  is  necessary  for  you  to  act  immediately 

in  your  magisterial  capacity." 
''  I  have  no  clerk  with  me,  sir,"  answered  the 

baronet,  in  a  hesitating  manner;  "  at  this  late 
hour,  it  is  not  usual,  except  under  circum- 

stances  " 
'*  The  droumstances  admit  of  no  delay.  Sir 
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Bobert  Oroyland/'  replied  Leyton.  '^As  the 
nearest  magistrate,  I  have  applied  to  you  in  the 
first  instance ;  and  have  done  so  for  many  other 

reasons  besides  yoor  being  the  nearest  magis* 

trate." ''Well,  sir,  what  is  your  implication?"  de- 
manded Edith's  iather.  ''  I  wish,  indeed,  yon 

had  applied  to  somebody  else,  at  this  time  of 

night ;  but  I  will  do  my  daty-— oh,  yes,  I  will 

do  my  duty." 
'' That  is  all  that  is  required,  sir/' answered  the 

young  officer.  **  My  application  is  for  a  war- 
rant to  search  the  house  of  one  Richard 

Bedford ;  and  I  haye  to  tender  you,  on  oath, 
information  that  customable  goods,  which  have 
been  introduced  without  the  payment  of  duty, 

are  concealed  on  his  premises. — One  moment 
more,  if  you  please — ^I  have  also  to  i^ply  to 
you,  upon  similar  evidence,  for  a  warrant  to 
search  his  house  for  his  son,  Bichard  Badford» 

charged  with  murder;  and,  in  the  end,  if  you 

would  allow  me  to  adTiae  yon,  you  would  in* 
stantly  mount  your  horse,  and  superintend  the 

search  yourself." There  was  a  marked  and  peculiar  emphasis 

on  the  last  few  words,  yfbich  Sir  Bobert  Croy- 
land  did  not  understand.  The  manner  was  not 

agreeable  to  him ;  but  it  was  scarcely  perhaps 
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to  be  expected  that  it  should  be ;  for  there  had 

been  nothing  in  his  own,  to  invite  that  kindly 
candour,  which  opens  heart  to  heart.  All  that 
had  of  late  years  passed  between  him  and  Sir 
Henry  Leyton,  had  been  of  a  repulsiye  kind. 
For  one  youthful  error,  he  had  not  only  repelled 
and  shut  his  house  against  the  son,  but  he  had 
persecuted,  ruined,  and  destroyed  the  fisither, 
who  had  no  part  in  that  &ult.  Every  reason  too, 

which  he  had  given,  every  motive  he  had  as* 

signed,  for  his  anger  at  Hexury  Leyton's  preten- 
sions to  Edith's  hand,  he  had  set  at  nought,  or 

forgotten  in  the  case  of  him  whom  he  had  chosen 

for  her  husband.  Even  now,  although  his 
manner  was  wavering  and  timid,  it  was  cold  and 
harsh;  and  it  was  a  hard  thing  for  Henry  Leyton 
to  assume  the  tone  of  kindness  towards  Sir 

Robert  Croyland,  or  to  soften  his  demeanour 
towards  him,  with  all  the  busy  memories  of  the 
past  and  the  feelings  of  the  present  thronging 
upotL  him,  on  his  first  return  to  the  house 

where  he  had  spent  many  happy  days  in  youth. 
I  am  painting  a  man,  and  nothing  more ;  and 

he  could  not,  and  did  not  overcome  the  sensa- 
tions of  human  nature. 

His  words  did  not  please  Sir  Robert  Oroyland, 
but  they  somewhat  alarmed  him.  Everything 

that  was  vague  in  his  present  situation,  did  pro- 
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duce  fear;  but  after  a  moment's  thought,  be 
replied,  coldly,  "  Oh  dear  no,  sir,  I  do  not  see 
that  it  is  at  all  necessary  I  should  go  myself.  I 

really  think  the  appUcation  altogether  extraor- 
dinary, seeing  that  it  comes. firom,  I  am  led  to 

imagine,  the   lieutenant-colonel,   commanding 
the   regimept  of  dragoons,  quartered  in  this 
district,  who  has  no  primary  power,  or  authority, 

or  even  duty  in  such  affairs ;  but  can  only  act  as 

required  by  the  officers  of  Customs,  to  whom  he 

is  so  far  subordinate. — ^But  still  I  am  ready  to 
receive  the  informations  tendered,  and  then  stuJl 

decide  in  regard  to  my  own  conduct,  as  the  case 

may  require." "  You  are  wrong  in  all  respects,  but  one.  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland,"  answered  Leyton,  at  once ;  '*  I 
am  empowered  to  act  very  differently  firom  any 
officer  who  has  been  in  command  here  before 

me.  If  my  powers  are  beyond  that  which  the 

law  authorizes,  those  who  gave  them  are  respon- 
sible to  their  country ;  but,  for  an  extraordinary 

case,  extraordinary  means  are  requisite ;  and  as 

I  require  of  you  nothing  but  what  the  law 

requires,  I  shall  not  pause  to  argue,  whether  I 

am  exactly  the  proper  person  to  make  the  ap- 
plication. It  might  easily  be  made  by  another, 

who  is  without ;  but  I  have  reasons  for  what  I 
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am  doing — and  reasons,  believe  me,"  he  added, 
after  a  moment's  pause  and  reflection,  "  not  un- 

firiendly  to  Sir  Robert  Croyland." 
Again  bis  vords  and  manner  v^ere  peculiar. 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland  began  to  feel  some  appre- 
hension lest  he  might  push  his  coldness  too  far. 

But  he  did  not  see  how  he  could  change  his  tone ; 
and  he  was  proceeding,  with  the  same  distant 
reserve,  to  repeat  that  he  was  ready  to  receive 

the  information  in  a  formal  manner,  when  Ley- 
ton  suddenly  interrupted  him,  after  a  severe 

struggle  with  himself. 

"  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,"  he  said,  '*  let  us  speak 
as  Mends.  Let  griefs  and  complaints  on  both 
sides  be  forgotten  for  the  moment ;  let  us  bury, 
for  the  time,  seven  years  in  oblivion.  Look  upon 
me,  if  it  be  but  for  a  few  minutes,  as  the  Henry 

Leyton  you  knew  before  anything  arose  to  pro- 
duce one  ill  feeling  between  us ;  for,  believe  me,  I 

come  to  you  with  kindly  sentiments.  Your  own 

fate  hangs  in  the  balance  at  this  hour.  I  would  de- 
cide it  favourably  for  you,  if  you  would  let  me. 

But — ^you  must  shake  off  doubt  and  timidity  ;  you 

must  act  boldly  and  decidedly,  and  all  will  be  well." 
''I  do  notunderstand  what  you  mean,  sir,"  cried 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  astonished  at  his  change  of 
tone,  and  without  time  to  collect  his  ideas,  and 

VOL.  HI.  Q 
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calculate  the  probabilities.  "  My  fitte ! — How  cia 

you  affect  my  fate  T* 
''More  than  you  are  aware/'  anawwed  Leyton ; 

''  even  now  I  affect  your  £Bite,  by  giving  you  the 
choice  of  at  once  proceeding  in  the  line  of  your 

duty,  against  a  bad  man  who  has  ovenuled 

your  better  nature,  too  long, — by  allowing  yoa 
to  conduct  the  search,  which  must  be  insdtoted 

either  by  yourself  or  others.— In  one  word,  Sir 
Robert  Croyland,  I  know  all ;  and  would  serve 

you,  if  you  would  let  me." 
''  You  know  all !"  exclaimed  Edith's  father, 

in  a  dull,  gloomy  tone — ''  you  know  all !  she 
has  told  you,  then !  That  ezplainsit — ^that  shows 
how  she  retracted  her  consent — how  she  was 

willing  to-day  to  sacrifice  her  fiMlier.  You  have 
seen  her — ^you  have  taught  her  her  part ! — Tes, 

she  has  betrayed  her  parent's  confidence." 
Leyton  could  bear  no  more.  Himself  he 

could  have  heard  slandered  calmly;  but  he 

could  not  hear  such  words  of  her  he  loved :  "It 

is  false  1"  he  said ; ''  she  did  not  betray  your  con- 
fidence !  She  told  me  no  more  than  was  needfbl 

to  induce  me  to  release  her  firom  bonds  she  was 
too  faithM  and  true  to  break.  From  her  I  have 

heard  nothing  more— but  from  others  I  have 
heard  all ;  and  now.  Sir  Bobert  Croyland,  yoa 
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have  chosen  your  part,  I  have  but  to  call  in 
those  irho  mast  lay  the  required  information. 

Our  duty  must  be  done,  whatever  be  the  conse- 
quences ;  and  as  you  reject  the  only  means  of 

saving  yourself  from  much  grief-^though,  I 
trust,  not  the  danger  you  apprehend — ^we  must 

act  vdthout  you;"  and  he  rose  and  walked 
towards  the  door. 

"  Stay,  Leyton — stay !"  cried  Sir  Robert  Croy- 
land,  catching  him  eagerly  by  the  arm — "  yet  a 
moment — ^yet  a  moment.    You  say  you  know 

all.    Do  you  know  all  ? — all  ? — everything  ?" 
All  !-^-everything !"  answered  Leyton,  firmly ; 

every  word  that  was  spoken-— every  deed  that 

was  done — ^more  than  you  know  yourself." 
*'  Then,  at  least,  you  know  I  am  innocent," 

said  the  old  man. 

A  calm  but  grave  serenity  took  the  place,  on 

Sir  Henry  Leyton's  countenance,  of  the  impe- 
tuous look  with  which  he  had  last  spoken.  '*  In- 

nocent," he  said,  "  of  intentional  murder ;  but 
not  innocentof  rash  and  unnecessary  anger ;  and, 

oh !  Sir  Robert  Croyland — if  I  must  say  it — most 
culpable  in  the  consequences  which  you  have 
suffered  to  flow  from  one  hasty  act.  Mark  me ; 

and  see  the  result ! — ^Tour  own  dear  child,  against 
your  will,  is  in  the  hands  of  a  man  whom  you 

q2 
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bate  and  abhor.  You  are  anxious  to  make  her 

the  wife  of  a  being  you  condemn  and  despise  1 

The  child  of  the  man  that  your  own  hand 

slew,  is  now  lying  a  corpse,  murdered  by  him 

to  whom  you  would  give  your  daughter!  Your 

own  life  is   " 
"  What,  Kate !— Kate  Clare !"  exclaimed  Sir 

Bobert  Croyland,  with  a  sudden  change  coming 

over  his  countenance — '^murdered  by  Bichard 

Eadford !" 
''By  his  own  hand,  after  the  most  brutal 

usage,"  replied  Leyton. 
Sir  Bobert  Croyland  sprang  to  the  bell,  and 

rang  it  violently,  then  threw  open  the  door  and 

called  aloud — "  My  horse ! — ^my  horse ! — ^saddle 
my  horse ! — ^If  it  cost  me  land  and  living,  life 

and  honour,  she  shall  be  avenged !"  he  added, 
turning  to  Leyton,  and  raising  his  head  erect, 

the  first  time  for  many  years.  "  It|  is  over— 
the  folly,  and  the  weakness,  and  crime,  are  at  an 
end. .  I  have  been  bowed  and  broken ;  but  there 

is  a  spark  of  my  former  nature  yet  left.  I 

vowed  to  God  in  Heaven,  that  I  would  ever  pro- 
tect and  be  a  father  to  that  child,  as  an  atone- 

ment— as  some — ^some  compensation,  however 

small ;  and  I  will  keep  my  vow.*' 
"  Oh  !  Sir  Bobert,"  cried  Leyton,  taking  his 
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hand  and  pressing  it  in  his,  "  be  ever  thus,  and 

how  men  will  love  and  venerate  you !" 
The  barrier  was  broken  down — the  chain 

which  had  so  long  bound  him  was  cast  away ; 

and  Sir  Robert  returned  Leyton's  grasp  with 
equal  warmth.  ''Harry/'  he  said,  "I  have 
done  you  wrong ;  but  I  will  do  so  no  more.  I 

was  driven — ^I  was  goaded  along  the  road  to  all 
evil,  like  a  beast  driven  to  the  slaughter.  But 

you  have  done  wrong,  too,  young  man — yours 
was  the  first  offence." 

"  It  was,"  answered  Leyton — "  Town  it — I  did 
do  wrong ;  and  I  will  make  no  excuse^  though 
youth,  and  love  as  true  as  ever  man  felt,  might 
afford  some.  But  let  me  assure  you,  that  I  have 

been  willing  to  make  reparation — I  have  been 
willing  to  sacrifice  all  the  brightest  hope  of 

years  to  save  you,  even  now.  I  assured  Edith 
that  I  would,  when  she  told  me  the  little  she 

could  venture  to  tell ;  but  it  was  her  misery  that 

withheld  me — ^itwas  the  life-long  wretchedness^ 
to  which  she  was  doomed  if  I  yielded,  that 
made  me  resist.  Nothing  else  on  earth  should 

have  stopped  me ;  but  now.  Sir  Robert,  the  pros- 

pect is  more  clear  for  you." ' 
''  Nay,  do  not  speak  of  that,"  repUed  Sir 

Robert  Croyland  ;''I  will  think  of  it  no  more—* 
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I  have  DOW  chosen  my  path;  and  I  irill  pcinae 

it,  without  looking  at  the  consequences  to  mysell 

Let  them  come  when  they  must  come ;  for  once 

in  life,  I  will  do  what  is  just  and  right" 
*'  And  by  so  doing,  my  dear  sir,  you  will  safe 

yourself,"  answered  Leyton.  ̂' Moved  by  reTenge 
— with  no  doubt  whatsoever  of  his  motive — after 

a  concealment  of  six  years^  this  base  man's  aoca- 
sationwill  be  utterly  valueless.  Tour  bare  state- 

ment of  the  real  drcumstances  will  be  enough  to 

dissipate  every  cloud.  I  shall  require  that  all  his 

papers  be  seized ;  and  I  have  many  just  reasons 

for  wishing  that  they  should  be  in  your  handa." 

"  I  understand  you»  Harry,  and  I  thank  pu/' 
said  Sir  Bobert  Oroyland ; ''  but  with  my  present 
feelings  I  would  not   

''  You  do  not  understand  me  fully.  Sir  Bobert," 
replied  Leyton.  "  I  wish  you  only  to  act  as  yon 
will  find  just,  right,  and  honourable,  and  wait  for 
the  result.  It  will  be,  or  I  am  much  mistaken, 

more  £avourable  to  you,  personally,  than  you  ima- 
gine. Now,  as  you  have  decided  on  the  true  and 

upright  course,  let  us  lose  no  time  in  carrying  it 
into  execution.  I  will  call  in  the  men  who  have  to 

lay  the  information ;  and  when  you  have  received 

it,  I  will  place  before  you  depositions  which  irill 

justify  the  most  vigorous  measures  against  both 
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fEither  and  son.  In  regard  to  the  latter,  I  mast  act 
under  your  authority  in  my  military  capacity,  as 
I  have  no  dyil  power  there;  bat  in  regard  to 

the  former,  I  am  already  called  upon,  by  the  offi- 
cers of  the  revenue,  to  aid  them  in  entering  his 

house  by  force,  and  searching  it  thoroughly/' 
«  Call  them  in,  Harry — call  them  in !"  replied 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland ;  *'  every  man  is  justified  by 
the  lav  in  apprehending  a  murderer.  But  you 

shall  have  full  authority. — ^Kate  Clare! — How 

could  this  have  happened  ?" 
''  I  will  explain,  as  we  ride  on,"  answered 

Leyton,  going  to  the  door ;  and  speaking  to  one 
of  the  servants  who  was  standing  in  the  hall, 

he  added,  **  Desire  Mr.  Mowle  to  walk  in,  and 

bring  the  boy  with  him." 
In  another  minute,  Mowle  entered  the  room 

with  another  man,  holding  by  the  arm  the  boy 

Ray,  whom  the  smugglers  had  chosen  to  deno- 
minate Little  Starlight.  He  came,  apparently, 

unwillingly ;  for  though  ever  ready,  for  money,  to 

spy  and  to  inform  secretly,  he  had  a  great  ab- 
hoiience  of  being  brought  publidy  forward ;  and 
when  on  coming  to  Mowle  that  evening  with 
more  information — he  was  detained  and  told 

he  must  go  before  a  magistrate,  he  had  made 
every  possible  effort  to  escape. 
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He  was  no^v  somewhat  surprised,  on  being 

brought  forward  after  Mowle  had  laid  the  infor- 
mation, to  find  that  he  was  not  questioned  upon 

any  point  affecting  the  smuggling  transactions 
which  had  lately  taken  plaoe,  as  the  evidence 

upon  that  subject  was  sufficient  without  his 

testimony.  But  in  regard  to  the  proceedings  of 

young  Badford,  and  to  the  place  where  he  was 
concealed,  he  was  interrogated  closely.  It  was 

all  in  vain,  however.  To  obtain  a  straightfor* 

ward  answer  i&om  him  was  impossible ;  and  al- 
though Mowle  repeated  distinctly  that  the  boy 

had  casually  said,  the  murderer  of  poor  Keite 

Clare  had  gone  to  his  father  s  house,  Little 

StarUght  lied  and  prevaricated  at  every  word, 

and  impudently,  though  not  unskilfully  at- 
tempted to  put  another  meaning  on  his  pre- 

vious admission. 

As  timewas  wearing  away,  however.  Sir  Henry 

Leyton,  at  length,  interposed — '^  I  think  it 

is  unnecessary.  Sir  Bobert,"  he  said,  "  to  push 
this  inquiry  further  at  present  As  the  whole 
bouse  and  premises  must  be  searched  on  other 

grounds,  we  shaU  discover  the  villain  if  he  is 

there.  Mr.  Mowle  and  I  have  adopted  in&l- 
]ible  means,  I  think,  to  prevent  his  escaping 

from  any  point  of  the  coast ;  and  the  magis- 
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trates  at  every  port  were  this  evening  furnished 
with  such  information  that,  if  they  act  with 
even  a  moderate  degree  of  ability,  he  must  be 

taken." 
''  Besides,  sir/'  rejoined  Mowle,  ''  the  frigate 

has  come  round ;  and  she  will  take  care  that, 

with  this  wind,  not  a  boat  big  enough  to  carry 
him  over  shall  get  out.  We  had  better  set  out, 

your  worship,  if  you  please;  for  if  old  Badford 
gets  an  inkling  of  what  is  going  on,  he  will 

double  upon  us  some  way." 
''  I  am  quite  ready,"  said  Sir  Robert  Oroy- 

land.  **  I  will  call  my  clerk  to  accompany  us  as 
we  go,  in  case  of  any  further  proceedings  being 
necessary.  We  must  pass  through  the  village 

where  he  lives." 
With  a  firm  step  he  moved  towards  the  door ; 

and,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  though  for  six 
years,  while  supposing  he  was  taking  the  only 

means  of  self-preservation,  he  had  lived  in  con- 
stant terror  and  anxiety,  he  felt  no  fear,  no 

trepidation  now,  when  he  had  determined  to  do 
what  was  right  at  every  personal  risk.  An 
enfeebling  spell  seemed  to  have  been  taken  off 

his  mind ;  and  the  lassitude  of  doubt  and  inde- 

cision was  gone'.  But  such  is  almost  always 
the  result,  even  upon  the  nerves  of  our  corporeal 
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frame,  of  a  strong  effort  of  mental  energy.  It 

is  one  thing  certainly  to  resolTe,  and  another 

to  do ;  bat  the  very  act  of  resolution,  if  it  be 

sincerely  ezerted,  affords  a  degree  of  Tigoor, 

which  is  sore  to  produce  as  great  results  as  the 

means  at  our  disposal  can  accomplish.  Ener- 
getic determination  irill  carry  men  through 

things  that  seem  impossible,  as  a  bold  heirt 
will  carry  them  oyer  Alps,  that,  viewed  from 

their  base,  appear  insurmountable. 

Sir  Bobert  Groyland  did  not  yentnreinto  the 

drawing-room  before  he  went ;  but  he  told  the 
butler,  who  was  waiting  in  the  hall,  to  inform 

Sir  Edward  Digby  and  the  ftmily  that  he  had 

been  called  away  on  business,  and  feared  he 
should  not  return  till  a  late  hour ;  and  having 

left  this  message,  he  went  out  upon  the  temce. 
He  found  there  a  number  of  persons  assembled, 

with  some  twenty  or  thirty  of  the  drago<Mi8. 
Five  or  six  ofKcers  of  the  Customs  were  present, 

besides  Mowle ;  but  the  darkness  was  too  great 

to  admit  of  their  faces  being  seen;  and  Sir 

Bobert  Croyland  mounted  without  speaking  to 

any  one.  Sir  Henry  Leyton  paused  for  an 

instant  to  giye  orders,  that  the  boy  should  be 

taken  back  to  Woodohurch,  and  kept  there 

under  a  safe  guard.  He  then  spoke  a  few  words 
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to  Digby's  servant,  Somers^  and  springing  on 
his  horse  placed  himself  at  Sir  Robert  Groy- 
land's  side. 

The  night  was  as  dark  as  either  of  the  two 
which  had  preceded  it ;  the  same  film  of  cloud 
covered  the  sky ;  not  a  star  was  to  be  seen ;  the 

moon  was  far  below  the  horizon ;  and  slowly 
the  whole  party  moved  on,  two  and  two  abreast, 
through  the  narrow  lanes  and  tortuous  roads 
of  that  part  of  the  country.  It  halted  for  a 
minute  in  the  nearest  village,  while  Sir  Bobert 

Oroyland  stopped  at  his  clerk's  house,  and 
directed  him  to  follow  as  fast  as  possible  to  Mr. 
Badford  8 ;  and  then,  resuming  their  march,  the 

dragoons,  and  those  who  accompanied  them, 
wound  on  for  between  four  or  five  miles  further, 

when,  as  they  turned  the  angle  of  a  wood,  some 

lights,  apparently  proceeding  from  the  windows 
of  a  house  half  way  up  a  gentle  slope,  were  seen 
shining  out  in  the  midst  of  the  darkness. 

"  Halt!"  said  Sir  Henry  Leyton;  and  before 
he  proceeded  to  give  his  orders,  for  effectually 
surrounding  the  house  and  grounds  of  Mr. 
Badford,  he  gazed  steadfutly  for  a  moment  or 
two  upon  the  building  which  contained  her  who 
was  most  dear  to  him,  and  whose  heart  he  weU 

knew  was  at  that  moment  wrung  with  the  con- 
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tention  of  many  a  painful  feeling.  "  I  promised 

her  I  would  bring  her  aid,  dear  girl/*  he  thought^ 
"  and  so  I  have. — ^Thanks  be  to  God,  who  has 

enabled  me!" 
Sir  Robert  Groyland/ too,  gazed — ^with  very 

different  feelings,  it  is  true,  but  still  with  a  stem 
determination  that  was  not  shaken  in  the  least 

It  seemed,  when  he  thought  of  Kate  Glare,  that 

he  was  atoning  to  the  spirit  of  the  fisither,  by 

seeking  to  avenge  the  child ;  and  the  whole  tale 
of  her  wrongs  and  death,  which  he  bad  heard 

from  Leyton,  as  they  came,  had  raised  the  desire 
of  so  doing  almost  to  an  enthusiasm.  Human 

passions  and  infirmities,  indeed,  will  mingle  with 

our  best  feelings ;  and  as  he  gazed  upon  Mr. 

Badford's  house,  and  remembered  all  that  he  had 
endured  for  the  last  six  years,  he  said  to  him- 

self, with  some  bitterness, "  That  man  shall  now 
taste  a  portion  of  the  same  cup  he  has  forced 

upon  others." Sir  Henry  Leyton  woke  from  his  reverie 
sooner  than  his  companion ;  and  turning  his 
horse,  he  spoke  for  a  few  moments  with  Mowle, 

somewhat  longer  with  another  person  wrapped 

in  a  dark  horseman's  coat  behind,  and  then 
gave  various  distinct  orders  to  the  dragoons, 

who  immediately  separated  into  small  parties, 
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and,  taking  different  roads^  placed  themselves  in 
such  positions  as  to  command  every  approach 
to  the  house.  Then  riding  forward  with  Sir 
Eobert  Croyland,  the  officers  of  Customs,  and 
one  or  two  soldiers^  he  turned  up  the  little 
avenue  which  led  from  the  road^  consulting 
with  Edith  B  father  as  he  went.  At  about  a 

couple  of  hundred  yards  from  the  house  he 
paused,  turning  his  head  and  saying  to  Mowle. 

''  You  had  better,  I  think,  all  dismount ;  and, 
making  fast  the  horses,  get  behind  the  nearest 
laurels  and  evergreens,  while  Sir  Bobert  and  I 
ride  on  alone,  and  ask  admission  quietly.  When 
the  door  is  opened,  you  can  come  up  and  make 
yourselves  masters  of  the  servants  till  the  search 
is  over.  I  do  not  anticipate  any  resistance; 

but  if  the  young  man  be  really  here,  it  may  be 

made." He  then  rode  on  with  the  baronet  at  a  quicker 

pace,  the  noise  of  their  horses'  feet,  as  they 
trotted  on  and  approached  the  great  doors, 
covering  the  sound  of  the  movements  of  the 

party  they  left  behind. 
The  house,  to  which  the  actual  possessor 

had  given  the  name  of  Badford  Hall,  was  an 

old-fashioned  country  mansion,  and  presented, 
like  many  another  building  at  that  time,  several 
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large,  iron  hooks,  standing  out  from  the 

work  on  each  side  ci  the  door- way,  on  which  it 
was  customary  for  visitors  on  horseback  to  hang 

their  rein  while  they  rang  the  bdl,  or  till  a  ser- 
vant could  be  called  to  take  them  to  the  stable. 

Sir  Bobert  Groyland  was  acquainted  with  this 

peculiarity  of  the  house,  though  Leyton  was 

not,  and  he  whispered  to  his  companion — **  Let 

us  hook  up  our  horses,  before  we  ring." 
This  was  accordingly  done ;  and  then  taking 

the  long  iron  handle  of  the  bell,  Leyton  pulled 
it  gently.  A  minute  or  two  after,  a  step  sounded 

in  the  hall,  and  a  servant  appeared — a  stout,  red- 
faced,  shrewd-looking  fellow,  who  at  first  held  the 
great  door  only  half  open.  As  soon,  however, 
as  he  saw  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  s  ftce.  he  threw 

it  back,  replying,  in  answer  to  the  baronet's 
question  as  to  whether  Mr.  Badford  was  at « 

home,  "  Tes,  Sir  Bobert,  he  has  been  home  this 

hour." Leyton  had  stood  back,  and,  in  the  darkness, 
the  man  did  not  see  him,  or  took  him  for  a 

groom ;  but  when  the  young  officer  advanced* 

and  the  ̂ niform  of  the  dragoon  regiment  be- 

came apparent,  Mr.  Badford's  servant  suddenly 
stretched  his  hand  towards  the  door  again,  as  if 
about  to  throw  it  violently  to.    But  Leyton  s 



THE   8MUGGLEB.  289 

strong  grasp  was  on  his  shoulder  in  a  moment. 

''  You  are  my  prisoner/'  he  said,  in  a  low  tone ; 
"  not  a  word — not  a  syllable,  if  you  would  not 
suffer  for  it.  No  harm  will  happen  to  you,  if 

you  are  only  quiet." At  the  same  moment,  Mowle  and  the  rest 

came  running  across  the  lawn,  and,  giving  the 
man  into  their  hands.  Ley  ton  entered  the  house 
with  Sir  Bobert  Croyland. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

About  an  hour  before  the  event  took  place, 
which  we  have  last  related,  Edith  Croyland  sat 

in  a  small  drawing-room  at  the  back  of  Hr. 

Badford's  house,  in  which  she  had  been  kept 
captire — ^for  we  may  well  use  that  temn-eTer 

since  her  removal  from  Mr.  Groyland's.  Her 
first  day  had  been  spent  in  tears  and  indigna- 

tion ;  for  immediately  after  her  anival,  on  find- 
ing that  her  father  was  not  really  there,  she 

became  convinced  that  she  had  been  deceived, 

and  naturally  doubted  that  it  was  with  his 
consent  she  had  been  removed.  Nor  had  Mr. 

Badford's  manner  at  all  tended  to  do  away 
with  this  impression.  He  laughed  at  her  re- 

monstrances and  indignation,  treated  her  tears 
with  cold  indifference,  and  told  his  servants, 
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before  her  face,  that  she  ̂ as  on  no  account  to 

be  suffered  to  go  out,  or  to  see  any  one  but  Sir 
Sobert  Croyland.  In  other  respects,  he  treated 

her  well — did  all  in  his  power  to  provide  for  her 
comfort;  and,  as  his  whole  establishment  was 

arranged  upon  a  scale  of  luxury  and  extravagance 
rarely  met  with  in  the  old  country  houses  of  the 
gentry  of  that  time,  none  of  the  materials  of  that 
which  is  commonly  called  comfort  were  wanting. 

But  it  was  the  comfort  of  the  heart  which 

Edith  required,  and  did  not  find.  Mr.  Badford 
handed  her  down  to  dinner  himself,  and  with 

as  much  ceremonious  politeness  as  he  could 
show,  seated  her  at  the  end  of  his  ostentatious 
table :  but  Edith  did  not  eat.  She  retired  at 

night  to  the  downy  bed  prepared  for  her :  but 
Edith  did  not  sleep.  Thus  passed  the  first  day 
and  the  morning  of  the  second;  and  when, 
about  noon.  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  arrived,  he 
foimd  her  pale  and  wan  with  anxiety  and 
watching;  and  he  left  her  paler  still;  for  he 
resisted  all  her  entreaties  to  take  her  thence; 

and  her  last  hope  of  relief  was  gone. 

He  had  spoken  kindly — tenderly,  indeed ;  he 
had  even  shed  tears ;  but  his  mind  at  the  time 

of  his  visit  was  still  in  a  state  of  suspense,  irri- 
tated by  injuries  and  insult,  but  not  yet  routed 

VOL.  III.  R 
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by  indignation  to  dare  the  worst  that  Mr.  Bad- 
ford  could  do;  and,  though  he  heard  her  ex* 
press  her  determination  never  to  many  Ridiaid 

Badford  unless  set  firee  firom  her  tows  to  Henry 

Leyton,  without  remonstrance,  only  begging  her 

to  keep  that  resolution  secret  till  the  last  mo* 
ment,  yet,  with  the  usual  resource  of  weakness,  he 

sought  to  postpone  the  evil  hour  by  seeming  to 

enter  into  all  his  enemy's  views. 

Thus  had  passed  Edith's  time ;  and  it  is  un- 
necessary to  enter  into  a  more  detailed  account  of 

her  thoughts  and  feelings  previous  to  the  period 

we  have  mentioned — ^namely,  one  hour  before 
the  arrival  of  her  father  and  Henry  Leyton  at 

the  door  of  the  house.  She  was  sitting,  then,  in 

that  small  back  drawing  room,  with  her  &ir 

cheek  leaning  on  her  hand,  her  eyes  bent 

down  upon  the  table,  and  her  mind  busy  with 

the  present  and  the  future.  "  It  is  foolish,'*  she 
thought,  "  thus  to  alarm  myself.  No  hann  can 
happen.  They  dare  not  show  me  any  violence ; 

and  no  clergyman  in  England  will  venture  to 

proceed  with  the  service  against  my  loud  dis- 
sent. My  uncle,  and  Leyton  too,  must  soon  hear 

of  this,  and  will  interfere. — ^I  will  not  give  way 

to  such  terrors  any  more." 
As  she  thus  meditated,  she  heard  a  rapid  step 
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upon  the  great  stairs;  and  the  next  moment  Mr. 

Radford  entered — booted,  spurred,  and  dusty, 
as  from  a  journey,  and  ynth  a  heavy  horsewhip 
in  his  hand.  His  hce  betrayed  more  agitation 
than  she  had  ever  seen  it  display.  There  was 
a  deep  line  between  his  brows,  as  if  they  had 
been  long  bent  into  such  a  frown,  that  they 
could  not  readily  be  smoothed  again.  His 

long  upper-Up  was  quivering  with  a  sorf  of 
impatient  vehemence  that  would  not  be  re- 

strained ;  and  his  eye  was  flashing,  as  if  under 
the  influence  of  some  strong  passion. 

"  Well,  Miss  Croyland,"  he  said,  throwing 
his  horsewhip  down  upon  the  table,  and  casting 

himself  into  a  chair,  "  I  hope  they  have  made 

you  comfortable  during  my  absence  ?" 
Edith  merely  bowed  her  head,  without  reply. 

"  Well,  that's  civil !"  cried  Mr.  Radford ;  "  but 
I  think  every  body  is  going  mad,  and  so  it  is 
no  wonder  that  women  do !  Miss  Croyland, 

I  have  a  piece  of  news  for  you — there's  going  to 

be  a  wedding  in  our  house,  to-night !" 
Still  Edith  was  silent,  and  looked  towards  the 

fire. 

"  I  tell  you  of  the  fact,"  continued  Mr.  Rad- 
ford, "  because  it  may  be  necessary  for  you  to 

make  some  little  preparation  for  your  journey. B  2 
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I  don't  know  ̂ whether  you  hear  or  not ;  but  you 
are  to  be  married  to  my  son,  to-night.  It  is  now 
nine ;  the  clergyman  and  Bichard  will  be  here 

by  eleven ;  and  the  marriage  will  take  place  half 
an  hour  before  twelve.  So  you  have  two  hours 

and  a  half  to  prepare." 

"  You  are  mistaken  altogether,  Mr.  Radford,'* 
repHed  Edith,  in  as  firm  a  tone  as  she  could 

asSiune.  **It  is  not  mv  intention  to  marrv 
yoiur  son  at  all.  I  have  often  told  you  so— 1 

now  repeat  it." 
•'  You  do,  do  you !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Badford, 

giving  her  a  furiouk  glance  across  the  table; 

*'  then  I  will  tell  you  something,  young  woman. 
Your  consent  was  given  to  your  fistther;  and  I 
will  have  no  trifling  backwards  and  forwards. 

Circumstances  have  arisen  to-day — curses  be 
upon  them  all ! — ^which  render  it  necessary  that m 

the  marriage  should  take  place  four-and-twenty 
hours  before  it  was  first  fixed,  and  it  shall  take 

place,  by   !"  and  he  added  a  terrible  oath. 
"You  will  find  it  will  not  take  place,  Mr. 

Badford,"  replied  Edith,  in  the  same  tone  as 
before,  *'  for,  in  the  first  place,  I  never  did  con- 

sent. My  father  left  me  fainting,  without  wait- 
ing to  hear  what  I  had  to  say,  or  he  would  not 

have  so  deceived  himself." 
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"  Then  he  shall  die  the  death  of  a  felon," 

cried  Mr.  Badford,  "  and  you  yourself  shall  be 

the  person  to  put  the  rope  round  his  neck." 
"  Whatever  be  the  consequences,  I  shall  be 

firm/'  replied  Edith ;  ''  but  at  the  same  time,  let 
me  tell  you,  I  do  not  believe  you  have  the  power 

you  suppose.  You  may  bring  a  false  accusation 

— an  accusation  you  know  to  be  false ;  but  such 
things  are  never  so  well  prepared  but  they  are 
discovered  at  last;  and  so  it  will  be  in  your 

case." 
"  A  false  accusation !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Badford 

vehemently — "  an  accusation  I  know  to  be  false  ! 

I'll  soon  show  you  that,  girl  ;**  and  starting  up 
from  liis  seat,  he  hurried  out  of  the  room. 

Contrary  to  Edith's  expectation,  Mr.  Badford 
was  absent  for  a  long  time ;  but  when  he  returned 

he  had  several  papers  in  his  hand,  some  appa- 
rently freshly  written,  and  one  which  bore  the 

yellow  marks  of  age.  His  face  was  stern  and 

resolute,  but  displayed  less  excitement  than 
when  he  left  her.  He  entered  with  a  slow  step, 

leaving  the  door  partly  open  behind  him,  seated 

himself,  and  gazed  at  her  for  a  moment,  then 
spread  out  the  small  yellow  paper  on  the  table, 

but  held  his  hand  tight  upon  the  lower  part,  as  if 

he  feared  she  might  snatch  it  up  and  destroy  it. 
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''  There,  look  at  that,  Miss  Groyland ! '  he 
said;  "you  spoke  of  Mse  accosations;  look  at 

that,  and  be  ashamed  of  brmging  themjouiself/* 
Edith  gaye  a  glance  towards  it  with  a  sensa- 

tion  of  awe,  but  did  not  attempt  to  read  it.  Her 

eye  rested  upon  the  words,  ''Deposition  of—'' 
and  upon  a  stain  of  blood  at  the  bottom  of  the 

page,  and  she  turned  away  with  a  shudder.  "I 

have  heard  of  it  before,*'  she  answered,  *';et 

every  word  in  it  may  be  fidse." 
''False,  or  not  false,"  replied  Mr.  Radford, 

*'  it  sends  your  £&ther  to  gaol  to-morrow,  and  to 

the  gallows  a  month  after — ^if  you  do  not  in- 

stantly 6ign  that  !*'  and  he  laid  another  freshly 
written  page  open  before  her. 

Edith  took  it  in  her  hand,  and  read— ''I 
hereby  consent  and  promise,  when  called  upoiir 

to  marry  Bichard  Badford,  junior.  Esquire,  the 

son  of  Richard  Radford,  of  Radford  Hall." 

"  You  have  your  choice.  Miss  Croyland,"  con- 
tinued her  persecutor,  in  a  low  and  bitter  tone, 

*'  either  to  save  your  fiither,  or  to  put  him  to  death 
with  your  own  hands ;  for  I  swear,  by  all  that  I 

hold  sacred,  that  if  you  do  not  instantly  sign  that 

paper — ay,  and  fulfil  its  engagement,  I  will  send 
off  this  deposition  to  the  bench  of  magistrates, 

with  the  letter  I  have  just  written,  giving  an 
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account  of  all  the  circumstances^  and  explaining 
how^  out  of  weak  kindness  and  friendship  for 
Sir  Robert  Croyland,  I  have  been  prevailed  upon 
to  keep  back  the  information  until  now.  Do 
not  deceive  yourself,  and  think  that  his  fortune 
or  his  station  will  save  him.  A  peer  of  the 

realm  has  been  hanged  before  now  for  the  mur- 

der of  his  own  servant.  Neither  must  you  sup- 
pose that  upon  that  deposition  alone  rests  the 

proof  of  his  guilt.  There  was  other  evidence  given 
at  the  Coroner  8  inquest,  all  bearing  upon  the 
same  point,  which  requires  but  this  light,  to  be 

made  plain.  The  threats  your  father  previously 
used,  the  falsehoods  he  told  regarding  where  he 

liad  been — ^all  these  things  can  be  proved,  for 

I  have  taken  care  to  preserve  that  evidence.*' 
"  That  was  like  a  firiend,  indeed  !"  murmured 

Judith ;  '*  but  such  are  the  friendships  of  the 

^orld." 
''  I  am  acting  like  a  friend  to  you.  Miss  Croy- 

land," rejoined  Mr.  Badford,  apparently  neither 
touched  nor  hurt  by  her  words,  "  in  letting 

you  see  clearly  your  father's  situation,  while  I  give 
you  the  opportunity  of  saving  him  if  you  will. 

Bo  as  you  please — ^there  is  the  paper.  Sign  it 
if  you  like ;  but  sign  it  quickly ;  for  this  night 

brings  all  tergiversation  to  an  end.    I  will  have 
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no  more  of  it;  and  five  minntes  decides  your 
father  s  life  or  death.  Do  not  say  I  do  it. 
It  is  you.  His  pardon  is  before  you.  Yon 
have  nothing  to  do  but  to  put  your  name.  If 

you  do  not,  you  sign  his  death  warrant!" 
"  Five  minutes !"  said  Edith^  -with  her  heart 

beating  violently. 

*<  Ay,  five  minutes/'  answered  Mr.  Radford» 
who  saw,  firom  the  wild  look  of  her  beautiful  eyes, 
and  the  ashy  paleness  of  her  cheek  and  lips, 

how  powerfully  he  had  worked  upon  her — "  five 

minutes,  no  longer;*'  and  he  laid  his  watch 
upon  the  table.  Then,  turning  somewhat  osten- 

tatiously to  a  small  fixed  writing-desk,  which 
stood  near,  he  took  up  a  stick  of  sealing-wax, 
and  laid  it  down  beside  the  letter  he  had  written, 

as  if  determined  not  to  lose  a  moment  beyond 
the  period  he  had  named. 

Edith  gazed  upon  the  paper  for  an  instant, 

agitated  and  trembling  through  her  whole 
frame ;  but  her  eye  fell  upon  the  name  of 
Bichard  Badford.  His  image  rose  up  before 

her,  recalling  all  the  horror  that  she  felt  when- 
ever he  was  in  her  presence;  then  came  the 

thought  of  Leyton,  and  of  her  vows  to  him  yet 

uncancelled.     "  Bichard  Badford !"  she  said  to 
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herself —  "  Eichard  Badford  I  —  marry  him  — 
vow  that  I  will  love  him — call  God  to  witness, 
when  I  know  I  shall  abhor  him  more  and  more 

— when  I  love  another  ?  I  cannot  do  it — I  will 

not  do  it !"  and  she  pushed  the  paper  from  her, 

saying,  aloud,  "  No,  I  will  not  sign  it !" 
"Very well,"  said  Mr.  Badford — "very  well. 

Your  parent  s  blood  be  upon  your  head ;"  and 
he  proceeded  to  fold  up  slowly  the  deposition  he 
had  shown  her,  in  the  letter  he  had  written. 

But  he  stopped  in  the  midst ;  and  then,  aban- 
doning the  calm,  low  tone,  and  stern  but  quiet 

demeanour  which  he  had  lately  used,  he  started 
up,  striking  the  table  violently  with  his  hand, 
and  exclaiming,  in  a  loud  and  angry  tone, 

*'  Wretched,  miserable  girl,  dare  you  bring  upon 
your  head  the  guilt  of  parricide  ?  What  was 
the  curse  of  Cain  to  that  ?  How  will  you  bear 

the  day  of  your  father's  trial — ^ay,  how  bear  the 
day  of  his  death — the  lingering  agony  of  his 
imprisonment — the  public  shame  of  tlie  court  of 
justice — the  agony  of  the  gallows  and  the  cord  ? 
— the  proud  Sir  Bobert  Groyland  become  the 
gaze  of  hooting  boys,  the  spectacle  of  the  rude 
multitude,  expiring,  through  his  daughters 
fault,  by  the  hand  of  the  common  hangman! 
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Ay,  think  of  it  all,  for  in  another  minute  it  iriH 
be  too  late !  Once  gone  from  my  hand,  this 

paper  can  never  be  recalled." 
Edith  uttered  a  faint  cry ;  but  at  the  same 

moment  a  voice  behind  Mr.  Badford  said, 

"Nor  can  it,  now!"  and  Sir  Bobert  Croyland 
himself  laid  his  hand  upon  the  papers. 

Mr.  Badford  turned  round  fiercely,  and  was 
daring  forward  to  seize  them  from  him ;  bat  he 
was  held  back  by  a  more  powerful  aim ;  and  the 
baronet  went  on,  in  a  voice  grave  and  sad,  but 

finn  and  strong — "  Sir  Henry  Leyton,*'  he  said, 
"  I  give  these  papers  into  your  hands  to  do  with 
exactly  as  you  may  think  right,  as  a  man  of 
honour,  a  gentleman,  and  a  respecter  of  the 

law.    I  ask  not  to  hold  them  for  one  moment" 

"Do  not  struggle,  sir,  —  do  not  struggle !' 
cried  Leyton,  holding  Mr.  Badford  fast  by  the 

collar — "  you  are  a  prisoner." 
"  A  prisoner !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Badford. 

"  What !  in  my  own  house — a  magistrate  I" 
"  Anywhere,  sir,"  answered  Leyton ;  "  and  for 

the  time,  you  are  a  magistrate  no  longer.— Ho! 

without  there ! — send  some  one  in !" 
Edith  had  sunk  down  in  her  seat ;  for  ahe 

knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  grieve.  The 

first  feeling  undoubtedly  was  joy ;  but  the  next 
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Tras  bitter  apprehension  for  her  fisiiher.  At 
first  she  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands ;  for 

she  thought  to  hear  the  terrible  tmth  pro- 
claimed aloud;  but  when  she  looked  up^  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland's  face  was  so  calm,  so  resolute^ 
80  unlike  what  it  had  ever  appeared  of  late 

years,  that  fear  gave  way  to  surprise,  and  sur« 
prise  began  to  verge  into  hope.  As  that  bright 
flame  arose  again  in  her  heart,  she  started 

up,  and  cast  herself  upon  her  father's  bosom, 
murmuring,  while  the  tears  flowed  rapidly  from 

her  eyes,  "  Are  you  safe — are  you  safe  ?" 
"I  know  not,  my  dear  child,"  replied  Sir 

Bobert  Oroyland;  ''but  I  am  now  doing  my 

duty,  and  that  gives  me  strength." 
In  the  meantime,  a  dragoon  had  appeared  at 

the  door,  and  as  soon  as  Mr.  Badford  beheld 

him,  he  exclaimed,  ''This  is  a  base  and  in- 
iSamous  plot  to  defeat  the  ends  of  justice.  I 
understand  it  all :  the  mihtary  power  called  in, 

light  willingly,  I  have  no  doubt,  to  take  away 

the  documents  which  prove  that  felon's  guilt. 
But  this  shall  be  bitterly  repaid,  and  I  hold 

you  responsible,  sir,  for  the  production  of  these 

papers." "Certainly,  Mr.  Badford,"  repUed  Leyton, 
with  a  calm  smile,  "  I  will  be  responsible.    But 
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as  you  object  to  the  military  power,  xre  will  hand 

you  over  to  the  civil.  Hart/'  he  continued, 
speaking  to  the  soldier,  *'  call  up  Mowle  or 
Birchett,  or  any  of  the  other  officers,  and  let 
(hem  bring  one  of  the  constables  with  them,  for 
this  is  not  purely  a  case  for  the  Customs.  Then 
tell  Serjeant  Shaw  to  bring  on  his  men  from 

the  back,  as  I  directed,  seeing  that  nothing — 
not  an  inch  of  ground,  not  a  shed,  not  a  tool- 

house,  remains  unexamined." 
"  Of  what  am  I  accused,  sir,  that  you  dare  to 

pursue  such  a  course  in  my  house  T*  demanded Mr.  Radford. 

"  Of  murder,  sir,"  replied  Sir  Henry  Leyton. 
'<  Murder !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Badford,  and  then 

burst  into  an  a£fected  laugh. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  young  officer;  "and 
you  may  find  it  not  so  much  a  jest  as  you  sup* 
pose ;  for  though  the  law,  in  consequence  of 
the  practices  of  yourself  and  others,  has  slqit 
long  ineffective,  it  is  not  dead.  I  say  for 
murder !  as  an  accessory  before  the  fact,  to  the 
armed  resistance  of  lawful  authority,  in  which 

his  majesty's  subjects  have  been  killed  in  the 
execution  of  their  duty ;  and  as  an  accessory 
after  the  fact,  in  harbouring  and  comforting  the 

actual  culprits,  knowing  them  to  be  such." 
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Mr.  Badford's  countenance  fell ;  for  he  per- 
ceived that  the  matter  was  much  more  serious 

than  he  at  first  supposed.  He  trusted,  indeed, 

from  the  laxity  with  which  the  law  had  lately 
been  carried  into  execution,  that  he  might 
escape  from  the  gravest  part  of  the  charge; 
but  still,  if  Sir  Henry  Leyton  was  in  a  condition 
to  prove  the  participation  of  which  he  accused 
him,  in  the  crimes  that  had  been  committed, 

nothing  short  of  transportation  for  life  could  be 
anticipated.  But  he  had  other  sources  of  anxiety. 
His  wretched  son,  he  expected  to  present  himself 
every  minute  ;  and  well  aware  of  the  foul  deed 

which  Bichard  Badford  had  that  morning  perpe- 
trated^ and  of  his  person  having  been  recognised, 

he  was  perfectly  certain,  that  his  apprehension 
would  take  place.  He  would  have  given  worlds  to 

speak  for  a  single  instant  with  one  of  his  own  ser- 
vants ;  but  none  of  them  appeared  ;  and  while 

these  thoughts  were  passing  rapidly  through  his 
brain,  the  officer  Birchett  entered  the  room  with 

a  constable,  and  several  other  persons  followed 
them  in.  He  was  startled  from  his  reverie, 

however,  by  Sir  Henry  Ley  ton's  voice  demand- 
ing— "  Have  you  brought  handcuffs,  con- 

stable r 

"  Oh,  ay,  sir,"  answered  the  man,  "  I've  got 
the  bracelets." 
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''Good  evening,  Mr.  Badford/'  said  Biichett; 

''  we  have  hold  of  you  at  last,  I  fency." 
Mr.  Badford  was  silent,  and  the  young  officer 

demanded,  '^Have  you  found  anything  dee, 

Birchett  ?" 
"  Oh  yes,  sir,  plenty,"  answered  Bircfaett,  "and 

besides  the  run  goods,  thinga  enough  to  prove 
all  the  rest  even  if  we  had  not  proof  sufficient 

before— one  of  ydor  own  dragoon's  swords,  sir, 
that  must  have  been  snatched  up  from  some 
poor  fellow  who  was  kiUed.  Corporal  Hart  says, 

he  tliinks  it  belonged  to  a  man  named  Green." 
*'  WcU,  there  is  your  prisoner,"  replied  Leyton, 

— '*  you  and  the  constable  must  take  care  that 

he  be  properly  secured.  No  unnecessary  harsh* 
ness,  I  beg ;  but  you  know  how  rescue  is  some- 

times attempted,  and  escape  effected.  Tou  had 
better  remove  him  to  another  room ;  for  ire 

must  have  all  the  papers  and  diffisrent  articles 

of  smuggled  goods  brought  hither." 
*'  I  protest  against  the  whole  of  this  proceed* 

ing,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Badford,  on  whom  the  con- 
stable was  now  unceremoniously  fixing  a  pair 

of  handcuffs,  ''  and  I  beg  every  body  will  take 
notice  of  my  protest.  This  person,  who  is,  I 
suppose,  a  military  officer,  is  quite  going  beyond 

his  duty,  and  acting  as  if  he  were  a  civil  magis* 

trate." 
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''  I  am  acting  under  the  orders  and  authority 

of  a  magistrate^  sir/'  replied  Sir  Henry  Ijejtx)!!, 
*'  and  according  to  my  instructions. — ^Dear  Edith/' 
he  continued,  crossing  over  to  her,  and  taking 
her  hand  as  she  still  clung  to  her  father ;  for  all 

that  I  haye  described  had  taken  place  "with 
great  rapidity — "  you  had  better  go  into  an- 

other room  till  this  is  over.  We  shall  have 

some  papers  to  examine,  and  I  trust  another 

prisoner  before  the  search  is  finished. — ^Had  she 

not  better  retire.  Sir  Bobert  ?" 
But  Mr.  Badford  raised  his  voice  again,  as 

the  constable  was  moving  him  towards  the  door, 

exclaiming,  "  At  all  events,  I  claim  my  right  to 
mtness  all  these  extraordinary  proceedings.  It 
is  most  unjust  and  illegal  for  you  to  seize  and 
do  what  you  will  with  my  private  papers,  in  my 

absence." 
*'  It  is  a  very  common  occurrence,"  said  Sir 

Henry  Ley  ton,  ''in  criminal  cases  like  your 

own." «  Let  him  remain — ^let  him  remain  1"  said  Sir 

Bobert  Groyland.  ''  He  can  but  interrupt  us  a 
litde. — Oh,  here  is  the  clerk  at  last! — Now, 
Edith,  my  love,  you  had  better  go ;  these  are  no 

scenes  for  you." 
Leyton  took  her  by  the  hand^  and  led  her 
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to  the  door,  bending  down  his  head  and  whis> 

pering  as  he  went,  "  Be  under  no  alann,  dear 

girl.    All  will  go  well." 
"  Are  you  sure,  Harry — ^are  you  sure  ?"  asked 

Edith,  gazing  anxiously  in  his  face. 

"  Certain,"  he  replied ;  "  your  father's  decision 

has  saved  him." 
As  he  spoke,  there  was  a  violent  ringing  at 

the  bell ;  and  Mr.  Badford  said  to  himself,  ''  It 
IS  that  unhappy  boy;  he  will  be  taken,  to  a 

certainty."  But  the  next  instant,  he  thought, 
"  No — no,  he  would  never  come  to  the  front 

door.     It  must  be  sokne  more  of  their  party." 
Sir  Bobert  Grovland,  in  the  meantime,  seated 

himself  at  the  end  of  the  table,  and  handed 

over  a  number  of  papers,  which  Leyton  had 

given  him  at  his  own  house,  to  the  clerk,  who, 

by  his  direction,  seated  himself  near.  "  I  have 

no  objection,  Mr.  Badford,"  he  said,  turning  to 
the  prisoner,  "  that  you  should  hear  read,  if 
you  desire  it,  the  depositions  on  which  I  have 
granted  a  warrant  for  your  apprehension,  and,  at 
the  requisition  of  the  officers  of  Customs,  have 
authorized  your  premises  to  be  searched  for  the 

smuggled  goods,  a  part  of  which  has  been  found 
upon  them.  The  depositions  are  those  of  a  man 
named  George  Jones,  since  dead,  and  of  Michael 
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Scalesby,  and  Edward  Larchant,  at  present  in 
the  hands  of  justice ;  and  the  information  is 

laid  by  John  Mowle  and  Stephen  Birchett." 
At  the  recital  of  the  names  of  several  of  the 

men  whom  he  himself  had  furnished  with  arms 

and  directions,  Mr.  Bedford's  heart  sunk ;  but 
the  moment  after^  a  gleam  of  bitter  satisfaction 
sprang  up  in  his  breast,  as  the  door  opened, 
and  Mr.  Zachary  Croyland  entered,  exclaiming, 

"How's  this — how's  this?  I  came  to  take  a 

dove  out  of  a  hawk's  nest,  and  here  I  find  the 

dogs  unearthing  a  fox." 
"  I  am  very  glad  you  are  come,  sir,"  repUed 

Mr.  Badford,  before  any  one  else  could  speak ; 

"  for,  though  you  are  the  brother  of  that  person 
sitting  there,  you  are  a  man  of  honoiu:,  and  an 

honest  man   " 

"  More  than  I  can  say  for  you,  Radford," 
grumbled  Mr.  Croyland. 

"  And,  moreover,  a  magistrate  for  this  county," 
continued  Mr.  Badford. 

"  I  never  act — I  never  act!"  cried  the  old 

gentleman.  "  I  never  have  acted ;  I  never  will 

act." "  But  in  this  case  I  shall  insist  upon  your 

acting,"  said  the  prisoner ;  "  for  your  brother, 
who  is  now  proceeding  thus  virulently  against 

VOL.  in.  s 
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me,  does  it  to  Bhield  himself  from  a  charge  of 
murder^  which  he  knew  I  was  about  to  bxing 

against  him." ''  Fiddlesticks'  ends !"  cried  Mr.  GroykDd. 

"  This  is  what  people  call  taming  the  tables,  I 
think.  But  it  wont  succeed  with  me,  my  good 

friend.  I  am  an  old  bird — a  very  old  bird, 

indeed — and  I  don't  like  chaff  at  all,  Badfoii 
If  you  have  any  charge  to  make  against  mj 

brother,  you  must  make  it  where  you  are  going. 

I'll  haVe  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I  always  knew 
him  to  be  a  fool ;  but  never  suspected  him  of 

being  anything  else." 
'*  At  all  events,"  said  Mr.  Badford,  in  a  gloomy 

tone,  ''since  simple  justice  is  denied  me  at  all 

hands,  I  require  that  the  papers  which  have 

been  seized  in  this  house,  be  placed  in  proper 

hands,  and  duly  authenticated.  The  importaot 

evidence  of  the  crime  of  which  I  charge  him. 

has  been  given  by  your  brother,  sir,  to  one 

who  has  but  too  great  an  interest,  I  believe,  to 

conceal  or  destroy  it.  I  say  it  boldly,  those 

papers  are  not  safe  in  the  keeping  of  Sir  Henij 

Leyton ;  and  I  demand  that  they  be  given  op* 

duly  marked  by  the  clerk,  and  signed  by  mysel/. 

and  some  independent  person." 
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Leyton's  eyes  flashed  for  a  moment,  at  the 
insinaation  which  the  prisoner  threw  put ;  but 
he  overcame  his  anger  instantly,  and  took  the 

papers  which  had  been  handed  him,  from  his 

Spoket,  saying,  ''I  will  most  willingly  resign 
these  documents,  whatever  they  may  be.  Mr. 

Oroyland,  this  person  seems  to  wish  that  you 
should  keep  them,  rather  than  myself;  but  here 
is  another  paper  on  the  table,  which  may  throw 

some  light  upon  the  whole  transaction;"  and 
he  took  up  the  written  promise,  which  Mr.  Bad- 
ford  had  been  urging  Edith  to  sign — and  on 
which  his  own  eyes  had  been  fixed  during  the 
last  few  minutes — and  handed  it,  with  the  rest, 
to  her  uncle. 

"  Stay,  stay  a  moment !"  said  Mr.  Croyland, 
putting  on  his  spectacles.  *'  I  will  be  respon- 

sible for  the  safe  keeping  of  nothing  of  which  I 

do  not  know  the  contents ;"  and  he  proceeded 
to  read  aloud  the  engagement  to  wed  Bichard 

Badford,  which  Edith  had  rejected.  '*  Ay,  a  pre- 

cious rascally  document,  indeed !"  said  the  old 
gentleman,  when  he  had  concluded ;  ''  written 
in  the  hand  of  the  said  Bichard  Badford,  Esq., 

senior,  and  which,  I  suppose.  Miss  Croyland 
refused  to  sign  under  any  threats.    Be  so  good s2 
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as  to  put  your  name  on  that,  at  the  bad^,  Mr. 
Clerk.  I  will  mark  it,  too,  that  there  be  no 

mistake." *'  And  now,  sir,  since  you  have  read  the  one, 

will  you  be  good  enough  to  read  the  otfaer^" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Radford,  with  a  triumphant  smile. 

''Even-handed  justice,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Zacharj 

Croyland ;  the  enclosure  first,  then  the  letter, 

if  you  will.  I  see  there  are  a  multitude  of 

persons  present ;  I  beg  they  will  all  attend." 
"  I  will  read  it  certainly,"  replied  Mr.  Croy- 

land, drawing  one  of  the  candles  somewhit 
nearer.  **  It  seems  to  be  somewhat  indis- 

tinct." Sir  Bobert  Croyland  leaned  his  head  upon 

his  hand,  and  covered  his  eyes ;  and  sereral 

persons  pressed  forward,  to  hear  what  seemed 

of  importance — ^in  the  eyes  of  the  prisoner,  at 
least. 

Mr.  Croyland  ran  over  the  writing,  as  a  pre- 
liminary to  reading  it  aloud ;  but,  as  he  did  so, 

his  countenance  fell,  and  he  paused  and  hesi- 
tated. The  next  moment,  however,  he  ex- 

claimed, "No,  hang  it  I  It  shall  be  read — ^'Tbe 
deposition  of  William  Clare,  now  lying  at  the 
point  of  death,  and  with  the  full  assurance  that 
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he  has  not  many  minutes  to  live,  made  before 
Bichard  Badford,  Esquire,  J.  P. ;  this  24th  day 

of  September,  in  the  year  of  grace  17 — ;"  and 
he  proceeded  to  read,  with  a  voice  occasionally 
wavering  indeed,  but  in  general  firm  and  clear, 
the  formal  setting  forth  of  the  same  tale  which 
the  reader  has  heard  before,  in  the  statement  of 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland  to  his  daughter. 
His  brother  paused,  and  held  the  paper  in  his 

hand  for  a  moment  after  he  had  done,  while 

Leyton,  who  had  been  standing  close  beside 
him,  hoTQ  a  strange,  almost  sarcastic  smile  upon 
his  lip,  which  strongly  contrasted  with  the 

sad  and  solemn  expression  of  Mr.  Groyland's 
countenance. 

"  What  is  this  great  red  blot  just  below  the 

mans  name?"  asked  the  old  gentleman,  at 
length,  looking  to  Mr.  Badford. 

"  That,  sir,"  replied  the  prisoner,  in  a  calm, 
grave  tone,  which  had  much  effect  upon  the 

hearers,  "  is  the  poor  fellow's  own  blood,  as  I 
held  him  up  to  sign  the  declaration.  He  had 

been  pressing  his  right  hand  upon  the  wound, 
and  where  it  rested  on  the  paper  it  gave  that 

bloody  witness  to  the  authenticity  of  the  docu- 
ment." » 
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There  was  something  too  fine  in  the  rqply, 

and  Mr.  Croyland repeated,  ''Bloody  witness! — 

authenticity  of  the  document !" 
But  Leyton  stretched  out  his  hand,  saying; 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  look  at  the  paper,  Mr. 

Croyland?"  and  then  added,  as  soon  as  he 
received  it,  ''Can  any  one  tell  me  whether 
William  Glare  was  left-handed  ?" 

•  '*  No  !*'  replied  Sir  Robert  Croyland,  suddenly 
raising  his  head — ''  no,  he  was  not. — Why  do 

you  ask  ?" ''  That  I  can  answer  for,"  said  the  constable, 
coming  forward,  "  for  he  carved  the  stock  of  a 
gun  for  me ;  and  I  know  he  never  used  his  left 

hand  when  he  could  use  his  right  one." 
"  Why  do  you  ask,  Harry  ? — ^why  do  you 

ask  ?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Croyland. 
''  Because,  my  dear  sir,"  answered  Leyton, 

aloud  and  clear, ''  this  is  the  print  of  the  thumb 

of  a  man's  right  hand.  To  have  made  it  at  all, 
he  must  have  held  the  paper  with  his  right, 
while  he  signed  with  his  left,  and  even  then, 
he  could  have  done  it  with  difficulty,  as  it 

is  60  near  the  signature,  that  his  fingers  would 

not  have  room  to  move ;'  and  as  he  ended,  he 
fixed  his  eyes  sternly  on  Mr.  Badford  s  &ce. 

The    prisoners    countenance    had   changed 
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several  times  while  Sir  Henry  Leyton  spoke^ 
first  becoming  fiery  red^  then  deadly  pale, 
then  red  again. 

"  However  it  happened,  so  it  was/'  he  said, 
doggedly. 

"  Well !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Groyland,  sharply, 
"  yonr  evidence  will  fetch  what  it  is  worth ! — ^I 

hope,  clerk,  you  have  got  down  Mr.  Bedford's 
statement." 

"  He  has  written  the  same  down  here,  your 

worship,"  repHed  the  man,  pointing  to  the  letter 
in  which  the  deposition  had  been  enclosed,  and 

which,  having  been  cast  down  by  Mr.  Zachary, 
had  been  busily  read  by  the  clerk. 

"  Well,  then,  we  will  read  that  too,"  observed 

the  old  gentleman.  *'  Silence  there !"  he  con- 
tinued ;  for  there  was  a  good  deal  of  noise  at  the 

side  of  the  room,  as  the  different  persons  pre- 
sent conversed  over  the  events  that  were  passing; 

'*  but  first,  we  had  better  docket  this  commodity 
which  we  have  just  perused.  Mr.  Clerk,  will  you 

have  the  goodness  to  sign  it  also — on  the  back  ?" 
*'  Stay,"  said  a  voice  from  behind  the  rest, 

'*  let  me  sign  it  first ;"  and  the  man  who  had 
accompanied  Leyton  thither,  wrapped  in  the 

dark  horseman's  coat,  advanced  between  Mr. 
Croyland  and  the  clerk. 
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"  Any  one  that  likes — any  one  that  likes," 
answered  the  former.  ''  Ah,  is  that  you,  my  old 

friend  ?" Both  Mr.  Badford  and  Sir  Robert  Groyland 

gazed,  with  looks  of  surprise  not  unmingled  vitb 

more  painful  feelings,  on  the  countenance  of 

Mr.  Warde,  though  each  doubted  his  identity 

with  one  whom  they  had  known  in  former  years. 

But,  without  noticing  any  one,  the  strange- 
looking  old  man  took  the  paper  from  the  cleric, 

dipped  the  pen  in  the  ink,  and,  in  a  bold,  free 
hand,  wrote  some  words  upon  the  back. 

"  Ha,  what  is  this  ?"  cried  Mr.  Croyland, 

taking  the  paper,  and  reading — "  An  infamous 

forgery — Henry  Osbom !" 
"  Villain,  you  are  detected !"  cried  the  person 

who  has  been  called  Mr.  Warde.  '*  I  wrote 

from  a  distant  land  to  warn  you,  that  I  "^^ 
present  when  you  knelt  by  William  Glare — that 
I  heard  all — that  I  marked  you  try  to  prompt 

the  dying  man  to  an  accusation  he  would  not 

make — that  I  saw  you  stain  the  paper  with  his 

blood — ay,  and  sign  it,  too,  after  life  had  quitted 

him — ^I  wrote  to  warn  you ;  for  I  suspected  you, 

from  all  I  heard  of  your  poor  tool's  changed 
conduct ;  and  I  gave  you  due  notice,  that  if  you 

ceased  not,  the  day  of  retribution  would  arrive. 
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It  is  come ;  and  I  am  here>  though  you  thought 
me  dead !  All  your  shifts  and  evasions  are  at 
an  end.  There  is  no  collusion  here— there  is 

no  personal  interest.  I  have  not  conversed  with 

that  weak  man  for  many  years- — and  he  it  was 

who  persecuted  my  sister  s  husband  unto  death !" 
*'  At  his  suggestion — ^from  his  threats  !"  ex- 

claimed Sir  Bobert  Oroyland,  pointing  with  his 
hand  to  Mr.  Badford. 

"  Take  me  away,"  said  the  prisoner,  turning 
to  the  constable — "  I  am  feint — ^I  am  sick — take 

me  away !" 
Mr.  Croyland  nodded  his  head;  and,  sup- 

ported by  the  constable  and  Birchett,  Mr.  Bad- 
ford  was  led  into  the  adjoining  room. 
The  scene  that  followed  is  indescribable. 

It  was  all  confusion ;  every  one  spoke  at 
once ;  some  strove  to  make  themselves  heard 
above  the  rest ;  some  seemed  little  to  care 

whether  they  were  heard  or  not;  if  any  man 

thought  he  could  fix  another's  attention,  he 
tried  to  converse  with  him  apart — ^many  fixed 

upon  the  person  nearest ;  but  one  or  two  en- 
deavoured to  make  others  hear  across  the 

room ;  and  all  order  and  common  form  were  at 
an  end. 

I  have  said  every  one  spoke ;  but  I  should 
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have  made  one  exception.  Sir  BobertCroylaod 

talked  eagerly  mth  his  brother,  and  said  a  few 

low  words  to  Mr.  Osborn;  but  Leyton  re- 
mained profoundly  silent  for  several  minutes. 

The  din  of  many  voices  did  not  seem  to  distoib 

him ;  the  strange  turn  that  events  had  taken, 

appeared  to  produce  no  surprise ;  but  he  re- 
mained fixed  to  the  same  spot,  with  his  eyes  bent 

upon  the  table,  and  his  mind  evidently  absent 

from  all  that  was  passing  round.  It  was  the  ab- 
straction of  profound  emotion ;  the  power  which 

the  heart  sometimes  exercises  over  the  mini 

in  withdrawing  all  its  perceptions  and  its  opera- 
tive faculties  from  external  things,  to  fix  tbem 

concentrated  upon  some  great  problem  within. 

At  length,  however,  a  sense  of  higher  duties 

made  him  shake  off  the  thoughts  of  his  own  &te 

and  situation — of  the  bright  and  glorious  hopes 

that  were  rising  out  of  the  previous  darkness, 
like  the  splendour  of  the  coming  star  after  a  long 

night-~of  the  dreams  of  love  and  joy  at  length— 

of  the  growing  light  of  "  trust  in  the  future,"  still 
faintly  overshadowed  by  the  dark  ojects  of  the 

past.  With  a  quick  start,  as  if  he  had  awakened 

from  sleep,  he  looked  round,  and  demanded  of  one 

of  the  soldiers,  many  of  whom  wereintheroomj 

*^  Have  you  found  the  person  accused — ^Richard 
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Badford^  I  mean — has  any  one  been  taken  in  the 

premises  and  the  house>  besides  the  servants  ?'* 
"  Yes,  sir,  a  person  just  arrived  in  a  post- 

chaise/'  replied  the  sergeant. 
"  We  must  have  order,  Sir  Robert,"  continued 

Leyton,  his  powerful  voice  rising  above  the  din ; 
"  there  is  much  more  to  be  done !  Clear  the 
room  of  your  men,  sergeant.  They  are  not  wanted 

here — ^but  stay,  I  will  speak  with  Mr.  Haveland ;" 
and  he  went  out,  followed  by  the  sergeant  and 

some  half-dozen  of  the  dragoons,  who  had 
accompanied  their  non-commissioned  officer  into 
the  room. 

Leyton  soon  returned ;  but  the  precautions  he 
had  gone  to  enforce  were  vain.  The  person  who 

had  arrived  in  the  chaise,  proved  to  be  a  some- 
what disreputable  clergyman  from  adistant  parish. 

Young  Richard  Radford  was  not  taken  ;  another 
fate  awaited  him.  A  man,  indeed,  on  horseback, 

was  seen  to  approach  the  grounds  of  Radford 

Hall  towards  eleven  o'clock ;  but  the  lights,  that 
were  apparent  through  many  windows,  seemed 
to  startle  him,  as  he  rode  along  the  road.  He 

paused  for  a  moment,  and  gazed,  and  then  ad- 
vanced more  slowly ;  but  the  eagerness  of  the 

small  guard  at  that  point,  perhaps,  firustrated 
their  object,  for  it  is  not  certain  to  this  day 
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who  the  person  was.  When  he  again  halted, 

and  seemed  to  hesitate^  they'  dashed  out 
after  him;  bat  instantly  setting  spurs  to  his 

horse,  he  galloped  off  into  the  woods ;  and 

knowing  the  country  better  than  they  did,  he 
was  soon  lost  to  their  pursuit. 

In  the  meantime,  the  result  of  the  search  in 

Mr.  Radford's  house  was  made  known,  in  a 
formal  manner,  to  the.  party  assembled  in  the 

small  drawing  room.  Abundant  evidence  vas 

found  of  his  having  been  implicated  in  all  the 
most  criminal  parts  of  the  late  smuggling 

transactions;  and  the  business  of  the  night 

concluded,  by  an  order  to  remand  him,  to  he 

brought  before  the  bench  of  magistrates  on  the 

following  day ;  for  Sir  Bobert  Groyland  declined 
to  commit  him  on  his  own  responsibility. 

"  He  has  preferred  a  charge  against  me,"  he 
said,  in  the  same  firm  tone  he  had  lately  as* 
sumed — "  let  us  see  whether  he  will  sustain  it 

to-morrow." 
Before  all  was  concluded,  it  was  near  mid- 

night ;  and  then  every  one  rose  to  depart.  Mr. 

Groyland  eagerly  asked  for  Edith,  saying  he 

would  convey  her  home  in  his  carriage;  but 

Ley  ton  interposed,  replying,  "We  will  bring  her 
to  you  in  a  moment,  my  dear  friend. — Sir  Robert 
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it  may  be  as  "well  that  you  and  I  should  seek 
Miss  Croyland  alone.  I  think  I  saw  her  maid 

below." 
"  Certainly,"  answered  her  father^  "  let  us 

go,  my  dear  Henry,  for  it  is  growing  very  late." 
Mr.  Croyland  smiled,  saying,  "  Well,  well,  so 

be  it ;"  and  the  other  two  left  the  room.  They 
found  Edith,  after  some  search,  seated  in  the 

dining  hall.  She  looked  pale  and  anxious ;  but 

the  expression  of  Leyton's  face  relieved  her  of 
her  worst  apprehensions — not  that  it  was  joyful ; 
for  there  was  a  touch  of  sadness  in  it ;  but  she 

knew  that  his  aspect  could  not  be  such,  if  her 
father  s  Ufe  were  in  any  real  danger. 

Leyton  advanced  towards  her  at  once,  even 
before  her  father,  took  her  hand  in  his,  and 

kissed  it  tenderly.  "  I  told  you,  dearest  Edith,*' 
he  said,  ''that  I  would  bring  you  aid;  and  I 
have,  thank  God,  been  .  able  to  redeem  that 

promise ;  but  now  I  have  another  task  to  per- 

form. Your  father's  safety  is  placed  beyond 
doubt — his  innocence  made  clear ;  and  your  hap- 

piness, beloved  one,  is  not  sacrificed.  The  chance 
of  endangering  that  happiness  was  the  only  cause 

of  my  not  doing  what,  perhaps,  you  desired  for 

his  sake — ^what  I  do  now.  Sir  Robert  Croy- 

land, I  did  wrong  in  years  long  past — in  boy- 
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hood  and  the  intempeiance  of  youthM  loTe 

and  hope — ^by  engi^^g  your  daughter  to  myself 
by  TOWS,  which  she  has  nobly  though  painfull; 
kept.  As  an  atonement  to  yoo,  as  a  satis&ction 
to  my  own  sense  of  right,  I  now,  as  Bur  as  in  me 

lies,  set  her  firee  from  those  engagements,  leay- 
ing  to  her  own  self  how  she  will  act,  and  to  yoa 

how  you  will  decide.  Edith,  beloTed,  you  aie 
firee,  as  far  as  I  can  make  yoa  so ;  and.  Sir 
Bobert,  I  ask  yoor  forgiveness  for  the  wrong 

act  I  once  committed.'* 
Edith  Croyland  turned  somewhat  pale,  and 

looked  at  ber  father  earnestly;  but  Sir  Bobeit 
did  not  answer  for  a  moment — ^Was  it  that  he 

hesitated  ? — ^No ;  but  there  was  an  oppressive 
weight  at  his  heart,  when  he  thought  ot  all 
that  he  had  done — all  that  he  had  inflicted,  not 

only  on  the  man  before  him,  but  on  others 

guiltless  of  all  offence,  which  seemed  almost  to 

stop  ite  beating.  But  at  length,  he  took  Edith  s 

hand  and  put  it  in  Leyton's,  saying,  in  a  loir, 
tremulous  voice,  ''  She  is  yours,  Henry — she  is 
yours;  and,  oh,  forgive  the  fiither  for  the 

daughter's  sake !" 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

There  was  a  solitary  light  in  an  upstairs  window 

of  Farmer  Harris's  house ;  and^  by  its  dim  ray, 
sat  Harding  the  smuggler,  watching  the  inani- 

mate form  of  her  upon  whom  all  the  strong 
afiPections  of  his  heart  had  been  concentrated. 

No  persuasions  could  induce  him  to  entrust 

'*  the  first  watch,"  as  he  called  it,  to  others ;  and 
there  he  sat,  seldom  taking  his  eyes  from  that 

pale  but  still  beautiful  countenance,  and  often 

stooping  over  to  print  a  kiss  upon  the  cold  and 
clay  like  forehead  of  the  dead.  His  tears  were 

all  shed :  he  wept  not — he  spoke  not ;  but 
the  bitterness  which  has  no  end  was  in  his  heart, 

and,  with  a  sleepless  eye,  he  watched  through 

the  livelong  night.  It  was  about  three  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  when  a  hard  knocking  was 
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heard  at  the  door  of  the  farm;  and,  inthouia 

change  of  feature,  Harding  rose  and  went  down 
in  the  dark.  He  unlocked  the  door,  and  opened 

it,  when  a  hand  holding  a  paper  was  thrust  in, 

and  instantly  withdrawn,  as  Harding  took  the 
letter. 

"  What  is  this  ?"  he  said  ;  but  the  messeDger 
ran  away  without  reply ;  and  the  smuggler  re- 

turned to  the  chamber  of  death. 

The  paper  he  had  taken  was  folded  in  the 

shape  of  a  note,  but  neither  sealed  nor  ad- 
dressed ;  and,  without  ceremony,  Harding  opened 

it,  and  read.  It  was  written  in  a  free,  good 

hand,  which  he  recognised  at  once,  with  nge 

and  indignation  all  the  more  intense  because 
he  restrained  them  within  his  own  breast.  He 

uttered  not  a  word ;  his  face  betrayed,  only  in 

part,  the  workings  of  strong  passion  within  him. 
It  is  true,  his  lip  quivered  a  little,  and  his  brow 
became  contracted,  but  it  soon  relaxed  its  frown ; 

and,  without  oath  or  comment — though  very 
blasphemous  expletives  were  then  tolerated  in 

what  was  called  the  best  society,  and  were  pre- 

valent amongst  all  the  inferior  classes, — ^he  pro- 
ceeded to  read  the  few  lines  which  the  letter 

contained,  and  which  something — perhaps  the 

emotions  he  felt — ^had  prevented  him  from  seeing 
distinctly  at  first. 
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The  epistle  was,  as  we  have  seen,  addressed  to  no 

one,  and  was  drawn  up,  indeed,  more  in  the  form 

of  a  general  notice  than  anything  else.  Many, 

of  nearly  the  same  import,  as  was  afterwards 

discovered,  had  been  delivered  at  various  farm- 
houses in  the  neighbourhood ;  but,  as  all  were  in 

substance  the  same,  one  specimen  will  suffice. 

We  give  you  to  know,"  so  the  letter  ran, 
that,  unless  Edward  Bamley  and  his  two  com- 

rades are  set  ifree  before  dayhght  to-morrow, 
we  will  come  to  Goudhurst,  and  burn  the  place. 

Neither  man,  woman,  nor  child,  shall  escape. 

We  are  many — more  than  you  think — and  you 
know  we  will  keep  our  word.     So  look  to  it,  if 

you  would  escape — 
"  Vengeance  ! " 

Harding  approached  the  bed,  with  the  letter 

in  his  hand,  gazed  steadfastlv  upon  the  corpse 

for  several  minutes,  and  then,  ̂thout  a  w'rd, quitted  the  room.  He  went  straight  to  the 
ohamber  which  Fanner  Harris  and  his  wife  now 

occupied,  and  knocked  sharply  at  the  door, 

exclaiming,  "  Harris — ^Harris  !  I  want  to  speak 

with  you  r* 
The  good  farmer  was  with  difficulty  roused ; 

for  though  no  man  felt  more  warmly,  or,  indeed, 

more  vehemently,  yet  the  corporeal  had  its  full 
VOL.  in.  T 
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share  with  the  mental ;  and  when  the  body  was 
fatigued  with  more  than  its  ordinary  portion  of 
labour,  the  mind  did  not  keep  the  whole  being 
waking.  At  length,  however,  he  came  out, 
still  drowsy,  and  taking  the  letter,  gazed  on  it 

by  the  light  of  the  candle,  "  with  lack  loatxe 

eye !"  But  Harding  soon  brought  him  to  actiye 
consciousness,  by  saying,  "  They  threaten  to 
burn  the  village,  Harris,  unless  the  murderers 
be  suffered  to  escape.  I  am  going  up  to  the 

church,  where  they  are  kept. — ^Wake  some  one 
to  sit  up-stairs. — ^I  will  die  before  a  man  of 

them  goes  out." 
"  And  so  will  I,"  cried  Harris ;  "  let  me  see — 

let  me  see!  My  heart's  asleep  still,  but  111 
soon  wake  up.  Why,  where  the  mischief  did 

this  come  from  ?'*  and  he  read  the  letter  over 
again,  with  more  comprehension  of  its  con- 

tents. When  he  had  done,  he  swore  vehemently, 

**  They  shall  find  that  the  men  of  Ooudharst 

can  match  them,"  he  cried ;  "  but  we  must  set 
about  it  quick,  Harding,  and  call  up  all  the a 

young  men. — ^They  will  come,  that  is  certain  ; 
for  the  devil  himself  has  not  their  impudenee; 

but  they  must  be  well  received  when  they  do 

come.  We'll  give  them  a  breakfast,  Harding, 

they  shan't  forget    It  shall  be  called  the  Ooud- 
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hurst  breakfast^  as  long  as  men  can  remember. 

Stay,  I'll  just  put  on  my  coat,  and  get  out  the 
gun  and  the  pistols — ^we  shall  want  as  many  of 
those  things  as  we  can  muster.  Ill  be  back 

in  a  minute." 

.  From  that  hour  till  five  o'clock,  the  Uttle  village 
of  Goudhurst  was  all  alive.  Intimation  of  the 

danger  was  sent  to  all  the  neighbouring  farmers ; 
every  labouring  man  was  roused  firom  his  bed 
with  directions  to  meet  the  rest  in  the  church- 

yard ;  and  there,  as  the  sky  became  grey,  a  busy 

scene  was  displayed,  some  sixty  stout  men  be- 
ing assembled  before  the  porch,  most  of  them 

armed  with  old  muskets  or  fowling  pieces. 

Amongst  those  to  whom  age  or  habitual  au- 

thority assigned  the  chief  place,  an  eager  con- 
sultation went  on  as  to  their  proceedings ;  and 

though  there  was,  as  is  generally  the  case  in 
8uch  meetings,  a  great  difference  upon  many 
points,  yet  three  acts  were  unanimously  decided 
upon;  first,  to  send  all  the  women  and  children 

out  of  the  village — ^next,  to  despatch  a  messenger 
to  Woodchurch  for  military  aid — and,  next,  to 
set  about  casting  bullets  immediately,  as  no 
shot  larger  than  slugs  were  to  be  found  in  the 

place. 
The  reader  will  probably  ask«  with  a  look  of 

t2 
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surprise,  "  Is  this  a  scene  ia  North  America, 

"where  settlers  were  daily  exposed  to  the  incar- 

sions  of  the  savages  ?" — and  he  may  add, "  This 

could  not  have  happened  in  England !"  Bat  I 
beg  to  say,  this  happened  in  the  county  of  Kent, 
less  than  a  century  ago ;  and  persons  are  still 

living,  who  remember  having  been  sent  mih 
the  women  and  children  out  of  the  village, 

that  the  men  might  not  be  impeded  by  fear  for 

those  they  loved,  -while  defending  the  spot  on 
-which  they  were  born. 

A  fire  of  wood  was  speedily  lighted  by  some 

of  the  men  in  the  church-yard;  others  applied 
themselves,  with  what  moulds  could  be  procured, 
to  the  casting  of  ball ;  others,  again,  woke  the 

still  slumbering  inhabitants  of  the  cottages  and 
houses  round,  and  warned  the  women  to  remove 

to  the  neighbouring  farms,  and  the  men  to  come 

and  join  their  friends  at  the  rendezvous ;  and  a 
few  of  the  best  instructed  proceeded  to  arrange 

their  plan  of  defence,  barricading  the  gates  of 

the  cemetery,  and  blocking  up  a  stile,  which  at 
that  time  led  from  the  right  hand  wall,  with  an 

old  grave-stone,  against  which  they  piled  up  a 
heap  of  earth. 

The  vestry,  in  which  the  prisoners  had  been 

confined — after  having  been  brought  £rom  llr. 

Broughton's  at  too  late  an  hour  to  convey  them 
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to  gaol — was  lucidly  protected  by  strong  iron 
bars  over  the  windows,  and  a  heavy  plated  door 
between  it  and  the  church ;  and  the  old  tower 

of  the  building  afforded  a  strong  point  in  the 

position  of  the  villagers,  which  they  flattered 

themselves  could  not  easily  be  forced. 

''How  many  men  do  you  think  they  can 

muster,  Harding  ?"  asked  Farmer  Harris,  when 
their  first  rude  preparations  were  nearly  complete 

"  I  can  but  guess,"  answered  the  smuggler ; 
"  perhaps  two  hundred.  They  had  more  than 
that  in  the  Marsh,  of  whom  I  hear  some  fifty  were 
taken  or  killed ;  but  a  good  many  were  not 

there,  who  may,  and  will  be  here  to-day — old 

Bamley  for  one,  I  should  think." 
''  Then  we  had  better  get  into  the  church  when 

they  come,"  replied  the  farmer ;  "  they  cannot 
force  us  there  till  the  soldiers  come." 

*'  Did  you  send  for  them?"  asked  Harding. 

"  Oh,  yes,'*  answered  the  fieu-mer,  "  half-an- 
hour  ago.  I  sent  the  young  boy,  who  would  be 

of  no  good  here,  on  the  pony ;  and  I  told  him  to 

let  Sir  Robert  know,  as  he  passed ;  for  I  thought 
the  soldiers  might  not  meddle  if  they  had  not 

a  magistrate  with  them." 

"  Very  well,"  replied  Harding,  and  set  him- 
self to  work  away  again. 
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Six  o'clock  was  now  past,  seven  approached 
and  went  by ;  the  hand  of  the  dial  moved  half- 

way on  to  eight,  and  yet  nothing  indicated  the 

approach  of  the  smugglers.  In  a  few  minutes 

after,  however,  the  sound  of  horses'  feet  gallop* 
ingwas  heflcrd;  and  a  young  man,  who  had  bees 

placed  in  the  belfry  to  look  out,  shouted  down 

to  those  below,  "Only  two!"  and  the  next 
fuoment  a  horseman  in  military  half  dress,  irith 
a  servant  behind  him,  rode  up  at  speed  to  the 

principal  entrance  of  the  church-yard. 

"  I  am  come  to  help  you,  my  men,"  cried  St 
Edward  Digby,  springing  to  the  ground,  and 

giving  his  rein  to  his  servant — "  Will  you  let 
us  in  to  your  redoubt  ?  The  dragoons  will  soon 

be  over ;  I  sent  your  messenger  on." 
'*  Perhaps,  sir,  you  may  have  your  trouble  for 

your  pains,  after  all,"  answered  young  Hanis, 
opening  the  gate,  to  let  Digby  and  his  hoises 

in ;  "  the  fellows  have  not  shown  themselves, 

and  very  likely  wont  come." 
"  Oh,  yes,  they  will,"  said  the  young  baronet, 

advancing  amongst  them^  and  looking  round  on 

every  side,  "  I  saw  a  long  line  of  men  on  horse- 
back moving  over  the  hill  as  I  came.  Put 

the  horses  under  cover  of  that  shed,  Somers. 
You  should  cut  down  those  thick  boshes  near 
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the  wail.  They  will  conceal  their  movements. — 

Have  you  any  axes  ?" 
**  Here  is  one,"  cried  a  young  man,  and  im- 

mediately he  set  to  work,  hewing  down  the 

shrubs  and  bashes  to  which  Bigby  pointed. 

In  the  meantime,  the  young  officer  ran  over  the 

groups  with  his  eye,  calculating  their  numbers, 

and  at  length  he  said :  "  You  had  better  con- 
fine yourselves  to  defending  the  church — ^you 

are  not  enough  to  meet  them  out  here.  I 

counted  a  hundred  and  fifty,  and  there  may  be 

more.  Station  your  best  marksmen  at  the 

windows  and  on  the  roof  of  the  tower,  and  put 

a  few  stout  resolute  fellows  to  guard  the  door 

in  case  these  scoundrels  get  nearer  than  we  wish 

them.  As  we  all  act  upon  our  own  respon- 
sibility, however,  we  had  better  be  cautious,  and 

abstain  £rom  oflTensive  measures,  till  they  are 

absolutely  necessary  for  the  defence  of  our- 
selves and  the  security  of  the  prisoners.  Be- 

sides, if  they  are  kept  at  bay  for  some  time,  the 

dragoons  will  take  them  in  flank,  and  a  good 

number  maybe  captured." 
*^  We  can  deal  with  them  ourselves,"  said 

the  voice  of  Harding,  in  a  stern  tone.  He 

had  been  standing  by,  listening,  in  grave  silence, 

with   a  gun  in  his  hand^  which  he  had  bor- 
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rowed  at  &nner  Harris's ;  and  now,  as  soon  as 
he  had  spoken,  he  turned  away,  walked  into  the 
church,  and  climbed  to  the  roof  of  the  tower. 

There,  after  examining  the  priming  of  the 
piece,  he  seated  himself  coolly  upon  the  little 

parapet,  and  looked  out  over  the  country.  The 
moment  after,  his  voice  was  heard,  calling  firom 

above — "  They  are  coming  up,  Harris  ! — ^Tell 

the  ofl&cer." 
Sir  Edward  Digby  had,  in  the  meantime, 

advanced  to  the  gates  to  insure  that  they  were 
securely  fastened ;  but  he  heard  what  Harding 

said,  and  turning  his  head,  exclaimed — "  Go 
into  the  church;  and  garnish  the  windows 
with  marksmen,  as  I  said !  I  will  be  with  you 

in  a  moment. — ^Here,  Somers,  help  me  here 

for  a  moment.  They  will  soon  pull  this  down ;" 
and  he  proceeded  calmly  to  festen  the  barricade 
more  strongly.  Before  he  had  accompHshed 
this  to  his  satisfaction,  men  on  horseback  were 

seen  gathering  thick  in  the  road,  and  on  the  litde 
open  space  in  front ;  but  he  went  on  without 

pausing  to  look  at  them,  till  a  loud  voice  ex- 

claimed— "  What  are  you  about  there  ? — ^Do  you 

intend  to  give  the  men  up,  or  not  ?" 
Sir  Edward  Digby  then  raised  his  head,  aiul 

replied:    ''Certainly  not! — Oh,  Mr.    Bichud 
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Radford — ^you  will  have  the  goodness  to  re- 
mark that,  if  you  advance  one  step  towards 

these  gates,  or  attempt  to  pass  that  wall,  you 

will  be  fired  on  from  the  church." 
While  he  was  speaking,  he  took  a  step  back^ 

and  then  walked  slowly  towards  the  building, 

making  his  servant  go  first ;  but  half-way  thither 
he  paused,  and  turning  towards  the  ruffians  con- 

gregated at  a  little  distance  from  the  wall,  he 

added  aloud,  addressing  Biohard  Badford — '^  Tou 
had  better  tell  your  gang  what  I  say,  my  good 

friend,  for  they  will  find  we  will  keep  our  word." 
As  he  spoke,  some  one  from  the  mass  fired  a 

pistol  at  him ;  but  the  ball  did  not  take  effect, 
and  Digby  raised  his  hand,  waving  to  those  in 
the  church  not  to  fire,  and  at  the  same  time 

hurrying  his  pace  a  little  till  he  had  passed  the 
door  and  ordered  it  to  be  shut. 

**  They  have  now  £air  warning,"  he  said  to  one 
of  the  young  Harris's,  who  was  on  guard  at  the 
door;  but  I  will  go  up  above  and  call  to  you 
when  I  think  anything  is  necessary  to  be  done. 

— ^Bemember,  my  good  fellows,  that  some  order 
must  be  kept ;  and  as  you  cannot  all  be  at  the 
windows,  let  those  who  must  stand  back,  load 

while  the  rest  fire." 
Thus  saying,  he  mounted  to  the  top  of  the 
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tower  with  a  quick  step>  and  found  Harding  and 

five  others  on  the  roof.  The  horsemen  in  front 

of  the  churchy  were  all  gathered  together  at  a 

httle  distance^  and  seemed  in  eager  consulta- 
tion ;  and  amongst  them  the  figures  of  young 

Badford  and  the  two  Ramleys^  feither  and  son, 

were  conspicuous  firom  the  vehement  gestures 

that  they  made— now  pointing  to  the  top  of  the 
tower,  now  to  the  wall  of  the  churchyard. 

*'  I  think  we  could  bring  a  good  many  down 

as  they  stand  now/'  said  young  William  Harris, 
moving  his  gun  towards  his  shoulder,  as  if  the 
inclination  to  fire  were  almost  irresistible. 

"  Stay — stay  !  not  yet,"  replied  Sir  Edward 
Digby ;  '*  let  it  be  clearly  in  our  own  defence. 

Besides,  you  must  remember  these  are  but  fowl- 
ing pieces.  At  that  distance,  few  shots  would 

tell." *^  One  shall  tell,  at  least,  before  this  day  is 

over,"  said  Harding,  who  had  remained  seated, 
hardly  looking  at  the  party  without.  ''  Some- 

thing tells  me,  I  shall  have  vengeance  this  day." 
"  Hallo !  they  are  going  to  begin !"  cried  an- 

other man ;  and  the  same  moment,  the  gang  of 
miscreants  spread  out,  and  while  some  advanced 

on  horseback  towards  the  wall,  at  least  fifty,  wbo 
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were  anned  with  guns^  dismounted  and  aimed 

deliberately  at  the  tower  and  the  windows. 

'^  Down  with  your  heads  behind  the  parapetl" 
cried  Digby^  though  he  did  not  follow  the 

caution  himself;  "  no  use  of  exposing  your 

lives  needlessly.     Down — down,  Harding  !** 
But  Harding  sat  where  he  was,  saying,  bitterly, 

"  They'll  not  hit  me. — I  know  it — ^they've  done 
worse  already."  As  he  spoke,  a  single  gun  was 
fired,  and  then  a  voUey,  from  the  two  sides  of 

the  churchyard  wall.  One  of  the  balls  whizzed 

close  by  Sir  Edward  Digby's  head,  and  another 
struck  the  parapet  near  Harding ;  but  neither 
were  touched,  and  the  stout  seaman  did  not 

move  a  muscle. 

"  Now  up,  and  give  it  them  back !"  exclaimed 
Digby;  and,  speaking  down  the  trap  that  led  to 

the  stairs,  he  called  to  those  below,  "  Fire  now, 

and  pick  them  oflf! — Steadily — steadily!"  he 
continued,  addressing  his  companions  on  the 

roof,  who  were  becoming  somewhat  too  much 

excited.  "  Make  every  shot  tell,  if  you  can — a 

good  aim — a  good  aim !" 
'*  Here  goes  for  one  V  cried  WilUam  Harris, 

aiming  at  Jim  Bamley,  and  hitting  him  in  the 
thigh;  and  instantly,  from  the  roof  and  the 
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windows  of  the  church,  blazed  forth  a  sharp  fire 

of  musketry,  which  apparently  was  not  without 
severe  effect ;  for  the  men  who  had  dismounted 

were  thrown  into  great  confusion,  and  the  horse- 
men who  were  advancing  recoiled,  with  several 

of  their  horses  plunging  violently. 

The  only  one  on  the  roof  who  did  not  fire 
was  Harding,  and  he  remained  with  his  gun 

resting  on  the  parapet  beside  him,  gazing,  with 
a  stern,  dark  brow,  upon  the  scene. 

''  There  are  three  down,"  cried  one  of  the  men, 
''  and  a  lot  of  horses !" 

But  Bichard  Bedford  was  seen  gesticulating 

vehemently ;  and  at  length  taking  off  his  hat, 

he  waved  it  in  the  air,  shouting,  so  loud  that 

his  words  reached  those  above,  ''  I  will  show 
you  the  way,  then  ;  let  every  brave  man  follow 

me !"  And  as  he  spoke  he  struck  his  spurs  into 
his  horse  s  sides,  galloped  on,  and  pushed  his 

beast  at  the  low  wall  of  the  churchyard. 
The  animal,  a  powerful  hunter,  which  had  been 

sent  to  him  by  his  father  the  day  before,  rose 

to  the  leap  as  if  with  pride.  But  just  then, 

Harding  raised  his  gun,  aimed  steadily,  and 

pulled  the  trigger.  The  smoke  for  a  moment 

obscured  Digby's  view ;  but  the  instant  after  he 
saw  Bichard  Badford  falling  headlong  from  the 
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saddle^  and  his  shoulder  striking  the  wall  as  the 

horse  cleared  it.  The  hody  then  fell  over,  bent 

up,  with  the  head  leaning  against  a  tombstone 

and  the  legs  upon  an  adjoining  grave. 

"  There  ! — that's  done !"  said  Harding ;  and 
laying  down  the  gun  again,  he  betook  himself 
quietly  to  his  seat  upon  the  parapet  once  more. 

"  The  dragoons !  the  dragoons !"  cried  a  young 
man  from  the  other  side  of  the  tower.  But  ere  he 

spoke,  the  gangof  villains  were  already  in  retreat, 

several  galloping  away,  and  the  rest  wavering. 

Loading  as  fast  as  they  could,  the  stout  yeo- 
manry in  the  church  continued  firing  from  the 

windows  and  from  the  roof,  accelerating  the 

movements  of  their  assaUants,  who  seemed  only 

to  pause  for  the  purpose  of  carrying  oflF  their 
wounded  companions.  Sir  Edward  Bigby, 

however,  ran  round  to  the  opposite  side  of  the 

tower,  and,  clearly  seeing  the  advance  of  some 

cavalry  from  the  side  of  Cranbrook — though 
the  trees  prevented  him  from  ascertaining  their 

numbers — he  bade  the  rest  follow,  and  ran  down 

into  the  body  of  the  church. 

"  Now  out,  and  after  them !"  he  exclaimed ; 

''  we  may  make  some  prisoners !"  But  as  soon  as 
the  large  wooden  doors  were  thrown  back  and  the 

peasantry  were  seen  pouring  forth,  old  Bamley, 

who  was  amongst  the  last  that  lingered,  turned 
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his  horse  and  galloped  away.  Ills  oompanioiis 

following  as  fast  as  they  could.  Foot  men  were 
found  on  the  outside  of  the  churchyard  wall,  of 

whom  two  were  living ;  but  Sir  Edward  Digfoy 

advanced  with  several  others  to  the  spot  where 

Bichard  Badford  was  lying.  He  did  not  appear 
to  have  moved  at  all  since  he  fell;  and  on 

raising  his  head,  which  had  &llen  forward  on 

his  chest  as  he  lay  propped  up  by  the  grave- 

stone, a  dark  red  spot  in  the  centre  of  the  fore- 
head, from  which  a  small  quantity  of  blood  had 

flowed  down  over  his  eyes  and  cheeks,  told  how 

fatally  true  the  shot  had  gone  to  the  mark. 

When  he  had  gazed  on  him  for  a  moment, 

Digby  turned  round  again,  to  look  for  Harding ; 
but  the  man  who  hod  slain  him,  did  not, 

approach  the  corpse  of  Bichard  Badford ;  and 

Digby  perceived  him  standing  near  a  low  shed, 
which  at  that  time  encumbered  the  church^^od 

of  Goudhurst^  and  under  which  the  young 

baronet's  horses  had  been  placed.  Thither  the 
atrong  hunter,  which  Badford  had  been  riding, 
had  trotted  as  soon  as  his  master  fell;  and 

Harding  had  caught  it  by  the  bridle,  and  was 

gazing  at  it  with  a  thoughtful  look. 
The  last  time  Sir  Edward  Digby  had  seen  him, 

before  that  mornings  he  was  in  hig^  happiness 
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by  the  side  of  poor  £ate  Clare ;  and  when  the 
young  officer  looked  at  him,  as  he  stood  there, 
with  a  sort  of  dull  despair  in  his  whole  aspect, 

he  could  not  but  feel  strong  and  painful  sym  • 
pathy  with  him,  in  his  deep  grief. 

"  Mr.  Harding/'  he  said,  approaching  bitn^ 
*'  the  unhappy  man  is  quite  dead." 

"Oh,  yes,  sir,"  answered  Harding,  "dead 
enough,  I  am  sure.  I  hope  he  knew  whose 

hand  did  it" 
"  I  am  sorry  to  give  you  any  further  pain  or 

anxiety,  at  this  moment,"  continued  Digby, 
sinking  his  voice,  "  but  I  have  heard  that  you 
are  supposed  to  have  taken  some  part  in  land- 

ing the  goods  which  were  captured  the  other  day. 

•  For  aught  we  know,  there  may  be  information 
lodged  against  you ;  and  probably  there  will  be 
some  officer  of  Customs  with  the  troop  that 

is  coming  up.  Would  it  not  be  better  for  you 

to  retire  from  this  scene  for  a  little  ?" 
"Thank  you,  sir,  —  thank  you!  That  is 

kind!**  answered  Harding.  "Life's  a  load  to 

'me;  but  a  prison  is  another  thing.  I  would 
have  given  any  of  those  clumsy  fellows  a  hun- 

dred guineas  to  have  shot  me  as  I  sat  there 
but  no  man  shall  ever  take  me,  and  dap  me 

up  in  a  cell.    I  could  not  bear  that ;  and  my 
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poor  Kate  lying  dead  there^  too ! — ^I'U  go,  as 

you  Bay." But  before  he  could  execute  his  purpose,  a 

small  party  of  dragoons^  commanded  by  a  lien- 
tenant,  with  Birchett,  the  riding  officer,  and 
two  or  three  of  his  companions,  came  up  at  a 

trot,  and  poured  through  the  gate  of  the  churcb- 
yard,  which  was  now  open. 

Sir  Edward  Digby  advanced  at  once  towards 
them — if  the  truth  must  be  told,  to  cotct 

Harding's  retreat ;  but  Birchett's  quick,  shrewd 
eye  had  run  round  the  place  in  an  instant; 

and,  before  the  young  baronet  had  taken  tvo 

steps  along  the  path,  he  cxied,  '*Why,  there 

is  Harding!  Stop  him!  —  stop  him!  We 

have  information  against  him.  Don't  let  him  ' 

pass !" "  I  will  pass,  though,"  cried  Harding,  leap- 

ing at  once  upon  the  back  of  Bichard  Badford's 
horse.  "  Now,  stop  me  if  you  can !"  and  strik- 

ing it  with  his  heel,  he  turned  the  aniinal 

across  the  churchyard,  taking  an  angle,  avaj 

from  the  dragoons.  Birchett  spurred  after  hioi 
in  a  moment ;  and  the  other  officers  followed ; 

but  the  soldiers  did  not  move.  Passing  dose 

by  the  spot  where  young  Badford  lsy»  *^ 
the  officers  tried  to  cut  him  off  from  the  g^^y 
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Harding  cried,  with  a  wild  and  bitter  laugh, 

"  He  is  a  good  leaper,  I  know !"  and  instantly 
pushed  his  horse  at  the  wall. 

The  gallant  beast  took  it  at  once,  and  dashed 

away  with  its  rider  along  the  road.  The  offi- 
cers of  Customs  dared  not  trust  their  own  cattle 

with  the  same  feat ;  but  Birchett  exclaimed,  in 

a  loud  and  imperative  tone,  turning  to  the  lieu- 

tenant of  dragoons,  "  I  require  your  aid  in  cap- 
turing that  man.  He  is  one  of  the  most  daring 

smugglers  on  the  whole  coast.  We  can  catch 

him  easily,  if  we  are  quick." 
'^  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  authorized,"  said 

the  lieutenant,  not  well  pleased  with  the  man's 
manner ;  *'  where  no  armed  resistance  is  appre- 

hended, I  doubt  if   " 

**  But  there  may  be  resistance,  sir,"  replied 
Birchett,  vehemently ;  "  he  is  gone  to  join  his 
comrades. — ^Well,  the  responsibility  be  on  your 
head !  I  claim  vour  aid !  Befuse  it  or  not,  as 

you  shall  think  fit. — I  claim  and  require  it  in- 

stantly !" 
"  What  do  you  think,  sir  ?"  asked  the  young 

officer,  turning  to  Digby. 

*'  Nay,  I  am  not  in  command  here,"  answered 

the  other ;  "  you  know  your  orders." 
*<  To  give  all  lawful  aid  and  assistance/'  said 

VOL.  in.  V 



the  lieatenant    *'  Well,  take  a  seigeant's  goaid, 

Mr.  Biichett" In  haste,  the  men  were  drawn  oat,  and  Mr 

lowed :  Biichett  leading  Ibem  ibriously  on  the 

parsnit;  hut  ere  they  had  qnitted  the  chnrdi- 

yard,  Harding  was  half-a-mile  upon  the  road ; 
and  that  was  all  he  deared. 
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CHAPTER  Xni. 

Thsbe  was  a  large  logger  lying  off,  at  no  great 
distance  from  the  beach,  near  Sandgate,  and  a 
small  boat,  ready  for  launching,  on  the  shore. 
At  the  distance  of  two  or  three  miles  oat,  might 
be  seen  a  vessel  of  considerable  size,  and  of  that 

peculiar  rig  and  build  which  denoted,  to  nau- 

tical eyes,  that  there  lay  a  king's  vessel.  She 
was,  indeed,  a  frigate  of  inferior  class,  which  had 

been  sent  round  to  co-operate  with  the  Customs^ 
in  the  suppression  of  the  daring  system  of  smug- 

gling, which,  as  we  have  shown,  was  carried  on  in 
Bomney  Marsh,  and  the  neighbouring  country. 
By  the  lesser  boat,  upon  the  shore,  stood  four 
stout  fellows,  apparently  employed  in  making 

ready  to  put  off;  and  upon  the  high  ground 
above,  was  seen  a  single  officer  of  Customs^ 

u  2 
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walking  carelessly  to  and  fro^  and  appaientlj 

taking  little  heed  of  the  proceedings  below. 
Some  moyements  might  be  perceived  on  board 

the  ship ;  the  sails,  which  had  been  furled,  now 

began  to  flutter  in  the  wind,  which  was  blowing 

strong ;  and  it  seemed  evident  that  the  little 

frigate  was  about  to  get  under  weigh.  The 

lugger,  however,  remained  stationary ;  and  the 
men  near  the  boat  continued  their  labours  for 

nearly  an  hour  after  they  seemed  in  reality  to 
have  nothing  more  to  do. 

At  length,  however^  coming  at  a  furious  pace, 

down  one  of  the  narrow  foot-paths  from  the 
high  ground  above,  which  led  away  towards 
Gheriton  and  Newington,  was  seen  a  horseman, 

waving  his  hand  to  tliose  below,  and  passing 

within  fifty  yards  of  the  officer  of  Customs.  The 
sailors,  who  were  standing  by  the  boat,  instantiy 

pushed  her  down  to  the  very  verge  of  the  water; 
the  officer  hallooed  alter  the  bold  rider,  but 

without  causing  him  to  pause  for  an  instant  in 

his  course ;  and  down,  at  thundering  speed, 
across  the  road,  and  over  the  sand  and  shingle. 

Harding,  the  smuggler,  dashed  on,  till  the  horse 

that  bore  him  stood  foaming  and  panting  beside 

the  boat  Instantly  springing  out  of  the  saddle, 

he  cast  the  bridle  on  the  tired  beast's  neck,  and 
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jumped  into  the  8ki£F,  exclaiming,  "  Shove  her 

oflf!" "Am't  there  some  more.  Jack?"  asked  one 
of  the  men. 

"  None  but  myself,"  replied  Harding,  "  and 

me  they  shan't  catch. — Shove  her  off,  I  say — 

youll  soon  see  ̂ ho  are  coming  after !" 
The  men  obeyed  at  once ;  the  boat  was 

launched  into  the  water;  and  almost  at  the 

same  instant,  the  party  of  dragoons  in  pursuit 

appeared  upon  the  top  of  the  rise,  followed,  a 

moment  after,  byBirchett,  and  another  officer  of 

the  Customs.  The  vehement  and  angry  ges- 
tures of  the  riding  officer  indicated  plainly 

enough  that  he  saw  the  prey  had  escaped  him ; 
but  while  the  dragoons  and  his  fellow  officer 

made  their  way  slowly  down  the  bank,  to  the 

narrow  road  which  at  that  time  ran  along  the 

beach,  he  galloped  off  towards  a  signal-post, 
which  then  stood  upon  an  elevated  spot,  not  far 

from  the  place  where  the  turnpike,  on  the  road 

between  Sandgate  and  Folkestone,  now  stands. 

In  a  few  minutes  various  small  flags  were  seen 

rapidly  running  up  to  the  top  of  the  staff;  and, 

as  speedily  as  possible  afterwards,  signals  of  the 

same  kind  were  displayed  on  board  the  frigate. 
In  the  meantime,  however,  Harding  and  his 
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party  had  rowed  rapidly  towards  the  lugger,  the 
sails  of  which  were  already  beginning  to  fill ;  and 
in  less  than  two  minutes  she  was  scndding 
through  the  water  as  fast  as  the  wind  would  bear 

her.   But  the  frigate  was  also  under  weigh ;  and, 
to  both  experienced  and  inexperienced  eyes,  it 
seemed  that  the  bold  smuggler  had  hardly  one 
chance  of  escape.    Between  Dungeness  Point, 
and  the  royal  vessel,  there  appeared  to  be  no 
space  for  any  of  those  daring  manoeuvres  by 

which  the  small  vessels,  engaged  in  the  conlxa- 
band  trade,  occasionally  eluded  the  pursuit  of 
their  larger  and  more  formidable  opponents; 
but  Harding  still  pursued  his  course,  striving  to 
get  into  the  open  sea,  before  the  frigate  conld 
cut  him  off. 

Bending  under  the  press  of  sail,  the  boat 
rushed  through  the  waves,  with  the  uptide 
running  strong  against  her,  and  the  spray 
dashing  over  her  from  stem  to  stem ;  but  still, 
as  she  took  an  angle,  though  an  acute  one,  with 
the  course  of  the  frigate,  the  latter  gained  upon 

her  every  moment,  till  at  length  a  shot,  whist- 
ling across  her  bows,  gave  her  the  signal  to 

bring  to.  It  is  needless  to  tell  the  reader,  that 
signal  received  no  attention ;  but,  still  steered 

vnth  a  firm  hand,  and  carrying  every  stitch  of 
canvas  she  could  bear,  the  lugger  pursued  her 
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way.  A  minute  had  soarcely  passed^  ere  flaah 
and  report  came  again  from  the  frigate^  and 
once  more  a  bail  whistled  by.  Another  and 
another  followed;  but,  no  longer  directed  across 

the  lugger's  bows^  they  were  evidently  aimed 
directly  at  her ;  and  one  of  them  passed  through 
the  foresail,  though  without  doing  any  farther 
damage.  The  ease  seemed  so  hopeless,  not 
only  to  those  who  watched  the  whole  proceeding 
from  the  shore,  but  to  most  of  those  who  were 

in  the  lugger,  that  a  murmured  consultation 
took  place  among  the  men;  and  after  two  or 
three  more  shots  had  been  fired,  coming  each 
time  nearer  and  nearer  to  their  flying  mark,  one 
of  the  crew  turned  to  Harding,  who  had  soarcely 
uttered  a  word  since  he  entered  the  boat,  and 

said,  ̂ '  Come,  sir,  I  don't  think  this  will  do. — 
We  shall  only  get  ourselves  sunk  for  no  good. 

— ^We  had  better  douse." 

Harding  looked  sternly  at  him  for  a  mo- 
ment without  reply;  and  a  somewhat  bitter 

answer  rose  to  his  hps.  But  he  checked  himself, 

and  said,  at  length,  "  There's  no  use  sacrificing 

your  lives.  You've  got  wives  and  children — 
&thers  and  mothers.  I  have  no  one  to  care 

for  me. — Get  into  the  boat,  and  be  off.  Me 
they  shall  never  catch,  dead  or  alive ;  and  if  I  go 

to  the  bottom,  it's  the  best  berth  for  me  now. 
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Here^  just  help  me  reeve  these  tiller-ropes 
that  I  may  take  shelter  under  the  companion; 

and  then  be  off  as  fast  as  you  can." 
The  men  would  fiun  have  remonstrated;  but 

Hardiug  would  hear  nothing;  and,  coveiing 
himself  as  much  as  he  could  from  the  aim  of 

small  arms  from  the  vessel,  he  insisted  that  the 

-whole  of  his  crew  should  go  and  leave  him. 
A  short  pause  in  the  lugger  s  flight  was 

observable  from  the  shore ;  and  everybody  con- 
cluded that  she  had  struck.  The  row-boat, 

filled  with  men,  was  seen  to  pull  off  from  her, 

and  the  large  heavy  sails  to  flap  for  an  instant 
in  the  wind.  But  then  her  course  was  altered  in 

a  moment;  the  sails  filled  again  with  the  full 

breeze ;  and  going  like  a  swallow  over  the  waves, 
she  dashed  on  towards  the  frigate,  and,  passing 

her  within  pistol-range  immediately  after,  shot 
across  upon  her  weather-bow. 

A  cloud  of  smoke  ran  all  along  the  side  of  the 

frigate,  as  this  bold  and  extraordinary  manoeuvre 
was  executed.  The  faint  report  of  small  arms 
was  wafted  by  the  wind  to  the  shore,  as  well  as 
the  sound  of  several  cannon ;  but  still,  whether 

Harding  was  wounded  or  not  wounded,  living 

or  dead,  his  gallant  boat  dashed  steadily  on,  and 
left  the  frigate  far  behind,  apparently  giving  up 

the  chase,  as  no  longer  presenting  any  chance 
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of  success.  On,  on,  went  the  lugger,  diminish- 
ing as  it  flew  over  the  waves,  till  at  length,  to 

the  eyes  even  of  those  who  watched  from  the 

heights,  its  dark,  tanned  sails  grouped  them- 
selves into  one  small  speck,  and  were  then  lost 

to  the  sight. 

The  after-fate  of  that  adventurous  man,  who 
thus,  single  and  unaided,  trusted  himself  to  the 

wide  waves,  is  wrapped  in  obscurity.  The  writer 

of  these  pages,  indeed,  did  once  see  a  stern* 
looking  old  man  of  the  same  name,  who  had 

returned  some  few  years  before  from  distant 

lands — no  one  well  knew  whence — to  spend  the 

last  few  years  of  a  life,  which  had  been  pro- 
tracted considerably  beyond  the  ordinary  term 

of  human  existence,  in  a  seaport  not  very  far 
from  Folkestone.  The  conversation  of  the 

people  of  the  place  pointed  him  out  as  one  who 

had  done  extraordinary  deeds,  and  seen  strange 

sights ;  but  whether  he  was,  indeed,  the  Harding 

of  this  tale  or  not,  I  cannot  say.  Of  one  thing, 

however,  the  reader  may  be  certain,  that  in 

all  the  statements  regarding  the  smuggler's 
marvellous  escape,  the  most  scrupulous  accu- 

racy has  been  observed,  and  that  every  fact 

is  as  true  as  any  part  of  history,  and  a  great 
deal  more  so  than  most. 

Having  now  disposed  of  one  of  our  principal 
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cluuracten^  let  me  take  the  reader  gently  by  the 
hand,  and  lead  him  back  to  Harboume  Hooae. 

The  way  is  somewhat  long,  bat  still,  not  more 
than  a  stout  man  can  walk  without  &tigiie 
upon  a  pleasant  morning;  and  it  lies,  too, 

amongst  sweet  and  interesting  scenes — ^which, 

to  you  and  me,  dear  reader,  are,  I  trust,  embel- 
lished by  some  of  the  charms  of  association. 

It  was  about  six  days  after  the  attack  upon 
the  church  at  Groudhurst,  when  a  great  number 

of  those  personages  with  whom  it  has  been  ne- 
cessary to  make  the  reader  acquainted,  were 

assembled  in  the  drawing-room  of  Sir  Bobert 

Croyland's  mansion.  One  or  two,  indeed,  were 
wanting,  even  of  the  party  which  might  have 
been  expected  there,  but  their  absence  shall  be 
accounted  for  hereafter.  The  baronet  himself 

was  seated  in  the  arm-chair,  which  he  generaUy 

occupied  more  as  a  mark  of  his  state  and  dig- 
nity, than  for  comfort  and  convenience.  In  the 

present  instance,  however,  he  seemed  to  need 

support,  for  he  leaned  heavily  upon  the  aim 
of  the  chair,  and  appeared  languid  and  feeble. 
His  face  was  very  pale,  his  lips  somewhat  livid; 

and  yet,  though  suffering  evidently  imder  con- 
siderable corporeal  debility,  there  was  a  look 

of  mental  reUef  in  his  eyes,  and  a  sweet  phh 
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cidity  aboat  his  smile,  that  no  one  had  seen  on 
his  countenance  for  many  years. 

Mrs.  Barbara  was^  as  usual,  seated  at  her  ever- 
lasting embroidery ;  and  here  we  may  as  well 

mention  a  fact  which  we  omitted  to  mention 

before,  but  which  some  persons  may  look  upon 

as  indicative  of  her  mental  character — namely, 
that  the  embroidery,  though  it  had  gone  on  all 
her  life,  by  no  means  proceeded  in  an  even  course 

of  progression.  On  the  contrary,  to  inexpe- 
rienced eyes,  it  seemed  as  if  no  sooner  was  a 

stitch  put  in  than  it  was  drawn  out  again,  the 

point  of  the  needle  being  gently  thrust  under 

the  loop  of  the  thread,  and  then  the  arm  ex- 
tended with  an  even  sweep,  so  as  to  withdraw  the 

silk  from  its  hole  in  the  canvas.  Penelope's  web 
was  nothing  to  Mrs.  Barbary  Groyland's  em- 

broidery ;  for  the  queen  of  Ithaca  only  undid 
what  she  had  previously  done,  every  night;  and 

Aunt  Bab  undid  it  every  minute.  On  the  pre- 
sent occasioo,  she  was  more  busy  in  the  retro- 

active process  than  ever,  not  only  pulling  out 
the  silk  she  had  just  put  in,  but  a  great  deal 
more ;  so  that  the  work  of  the  last  three  days, 

was  in  inmiinent  danger  of  total  destruction, 

Mr.  Zachary  Groyland  never  sat  down  when 
he  could  stand ;  for  there  was  about  him,  a  sort 
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of  mobility  and  actiTity  of  spirits,  \rliich  always 

inclined  him  to  keep  his  body  ready  for  action. 

He  so  ureU  kne'w  that,  when  seated,  he  was  in- 

cessantly inclined  to  start  up  again,  that  pro- 
bably he  thought  it  of  little  use  to  sit  down  at 

all ;  and  consequently  he  was  even  now  upon 

his  feet,  midway  between  his  brother  and  his 

sister,  rubbing  his  hands,  and  giving  a  gay, 

but  cynical  glance  from  one  to  the  other. 
In  a  chair  near  the  window,  with  his  wild, 

but  fine  eye  gazing  over  the  pleasant  prospect 
which  the  terrace  commanded,  and  apparently 
altogether  absent  in  mind  from  the  scene  in  the 

drawing-room,  was  seated  Mr.  Osbom;  and 

not  far  from  Mr.  Croyland  stood  Sir  Henrj' 

Ley  ton,  in  an  ordinary  riding-dress,  with  his  left 
hand  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  speaking 

in  an  easy,  quiet  tone  to  Sir  Bobert  Croyland ; 

and  nearly  opposite  to  him  was  Edith,  with 
her  arm  resting  on  the  table,  and  her  cheek 

supported  on  her  hand.  Her  face  was  still  pale, 

though  the  colour  had  somewhat  returned ;  and 

the  expression  was  grave,  though  calm.  Indeed, 

she  never  recovered  the  gay  and  sparkling  look 
which  had  characterized  her  countenance  in 

early  youth;  but  the  expression  had  gained 
in  depth  and  intensity  more  than  it  had  lost 
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in  brightness ;  and  then,  when  she  did  smile,  it 

was  with  ineffable  sweetness :  a  gleam  of  sun- 
shine upon  the  deep  sea.  Her  eyes  were  fixed 

upon  her  lover ;  and  those  who  knew  her  well 

could  read  in  them  satisfaction,  love,  hope — 

nay,  more  than  hope — a  pride,  the  only  pride 
that  she  could  know — that  he  whom  she  had 

chosen  in  her  girlhood,  to  whom  she  had  re- 
mained true  and  faithful  through  years  of  sorrow 

and  unexampled  trial,  had  proved  himself  in 

every  way  worthy  of  her  first  affection  and  her 

long  constancy. 

But  where  was  Zara? — ^where  Sir  Edward 
Digby  ?  for  neither  of  them  were  present  at  the 
time.  From  the  laws  of  attraction  between  dif- 

ferent terrestrial  bodies,  we  have  every  reason  to 

infer  that  Digby  and  Zara  were  not  very  far 

apart.  However,  they  had  been  somewhat  ec- 
centric in  their  orbits ;  for  Zara  had  gone  out 

about  a  couple  of  hours  before — ^Digby  being 
then  absent,  no  one  knew  where — upon  a  chari- 

table errand,  to  carry  consolation  and  sympathy 

to  the  cottage  of  poor  Mrs.  Clare,  whose  daughter 

had  been  committed  to  the  earth  the  day  before. 

How  it  happened.  Heaven  only  knows,  but  cer- 
tain it  is,  that  at  the  moment  I  now  speak  of,  she 

and  Digby  were  walking  home  together^  towards 
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Harbonme  House,  while  his  servant  led  Us 
hone  at  some  distance  behind. 

Before  they  reached  the  house,  however,  a 

long  conTersation  had  taken  place  between  the 

personages  in  the  drawing-room,  of  whioh  I 
shall  only  giro  the  last  few  sentences. 

''  It  is  true,  Harry,  it  is  tnie/'  said  Sir  Robert 
Croyland,  in  reply  to  something  just  spoken  by 

Leyton ;  "  and  we  have  both  things  to  forgive ; 
but  you  fiirmore  than  I  have ;  and  as  you  have 
set  me  an  example  of  doing  good  for  evil,  and 

atoning,  by  every  means,  for  a  alight  error,  I 
will  not  be  backward  to  do  the  same,  and  to 

acknowledge  that  I  haye  acted  most  wron^ 

towards  you — ^for  which  may  Heaven  forgive  me, 
as  you  have  done.  I  haye  small  means  of  atoniD; 
for  much  that  is  past ;  but  to  do  so,  as  ftr  is 

possible :  freely,  and  with  my  foil  consent  tMke 

the  most  valuable  thing  I  hare  to  giye— my 

dear  child's  hand, — nay,  hear  me  jet  a  moment 
I  wish  your  marriage  to  take  place  as  soon  as 
possible.    I  have  learned  to  doubt  of  time,  and 

never  to  traftt  the  foture.    Say  a  wedc — a  fi»t- 
night,  Edith ;  but  let  it  be  speedily.    It  is  my 

wish — ^let  me  say,  for  the  last  time,  it  is  my 

command." 
"  Bnt»  brother  Robert,"  ezolaimed  Mrs.  Bar- 

bara, ruining  her  embroidery  irzetrievably  in  tbfi 
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agitation  of  the  moment,  *'  you  know  it  can't  be 
80  very  soon ;  for  there  are  all  the  dresses  to  get 
ready,  and  the  settlements  to  be  drawn  np,  and 
a  thousand  things  to  bay;  and  our  cousins  in 

Yorkshire  must  be  informed,  and   " 
"  D — n  our  cousins  in  Yorkshire  !"  exclaimed 

Mr.  Zachary  Oroyland.  ''  Now^  my  dear  Bab, 
tell  me  candidly,  whether  you  have  or  haye  not 
any  nice  little  plan  ready  for  spoiling  the  whole^ 
and  throwing  us  all  into  confusion  again. 

Don't  you  think  you  could  just  send  Edith  to 
visit  somebody  in  the  small-pox  ?  or  get  Harry 
Leyton  run  through  in  a  duel  ?  or  some  other 
little  comfortable  consummation,  which  may 

make  us  all  as  unhappy  as  possible  ?" 
''  Really,  brother  Zachary,  I  don't  know  what 

you  mean,"  said  Mrs.  Barbara,  looking  the 
picture  of  injured  innocence. 

"  I  dare  say  not,  Bab,"  answered  Mr.  Croy- 
land ;  "  but  I  understand  what  you  mean ;  and 
I  tell  you  it  shall  not  be.  Edith  shall  fix  the 
day;  and  as  a  good  child,  she  will  obey  her 
&ther,  and  fix  it  as  early  as  posnble.  When 
once  fixed,  it  shall  not  be  changed  or  put  off, 

on  any  account  or  consideration  whaterer,  if  my 

name's  Groyland.  As  for  the  dresses,  don't 

you  trouble  your  head  about  that ;  I'll  under- 
take the  dresses^  and  have  them  all  down  firom 
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London  by  the  coach.  Give  me  the  eize  of  your 
waists  Edith,  upon  a  piece  of  string,  and  your 
length  from  shoulder  to  heel,  and  leave  all  the 

rest  to  me.  If  I  don't  dress  .her  like  a  Mahom- 
medan  princess,  may  I  never  hear  BmniUah 

again." Edith  smiled,  but  answered,  "  I  don't  think 
it  will  be  at  all  necessary,  my  dear  uncle,  to  put 

you  to  the  trouble ;  and  I  do  not  think  it  would 

answer  its  purpose  if  you  took  it/' 
"  But  I  will  have  my  own  way,**  said  Mr. 

Croyland — **  you  are  my  pet ;  and  all  the  matri- 
monial arrangements  shall  be  mine.  If  you 

don't  mind,  and  say  another  word,  I'll  insist 
upon  being  bridesmaid  too ;  for  I  can  encroach 

in  my  demands,  I  can  tell  you,  as  well  as  a 

lady,  or  a  prime  minister." 
As  he  spoke,  the  farther  progress  of  the  dis- 

cussion  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 

Zara,  followed  by  Sir  Edward  Digby.  Her 
colour  was  a  little  heightened,  and  her  manner 

somewhat  agitated ;  but  she  shook  hands  vridi 

her  uncle  and  Leyton,  neither  of  whom  she  had 

seen  before  during  that  morning;  and  then 

passing  by  her  father,  in  her  way  towards  Ediib, 
she  whispered  a  word  to  him  as  she  went. 

'<  What;  what !"  exclaimed  Sir  Bobert  Czoy- 
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land,  turning  suddenly  round  towards  Bigby, 
with  a  look  of  alarm,  and  pressing  his  left  hand 

upon  his  side,  "  she  says  you  have  something 
important  to  tell  me.  Sir  Edward. — ^Pray  speak ! 
I  have  no  secrets  from  those  who  are  around 

me." '^  I  am  sure,  what  I  have  to  say  will  shock  all 

present !"  replied  Sir  Edward  Dighy,  gravely ; 
'<  but  the  fact  is,  I  heard  a  report  this  morning, 
firom  my  servant,  that  Mr.  Badford  had  de* 
stroyed  V»innBp1f  last  night  in  prison  ;  and  I  rode 
over  as  iSast  as  I  could,  to  ascertain  if  the  ru- 
mour  was  correct.  I  found  that  it  was  but 

too  accurate,  and  that  the  unhappy  man  termi- 
nated a  career  of  crime,  by  the  greatest  that  he 

could  conunit." 
"  Well,  there's  one  rascal  less  in  the  world — 

that's  some  comfort,"  said  Mr.  Zachary  Groy* 
land ;  "  I  would  raiher,  indeed,  he  had  let  some 
one  else  hang  him,  instead  of  doing  it  himself; 

for  I  don't  approve  of  suicide  at  all — ^it's  foolish, 
and  wicked,  and  cowardly.  Still,  nothing  else 

could  be  expected  from  such  a  man — ^but  what's 
the  matter  with  you,  Bobert  ?  you  seem  ill — 

surely,  you  can't  take  this  man's  death  much  to 

heart?" Sir  Bobert  Groyland  did  not  reply,  but  made 
VOL.  III.  X 
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a  faint  sign  to  open  the  "window,  which  was  im- 
mediately done ;  and  he  reviyed  under  the  in- 

fluence of  the  air. 

"  I  will  go  out  for  a  few  minutes,"  he  said, 
rising;  and  Edith,  instantly  starting  up,  ap- 

proached to  go  with  him.  He  would  not  sufier 

her,  however — "No,  my  child,"  he  repUed  to 
her  offer,  "  no :  you  can  understand  what  I  feel; 
but  I  shall  be  better  presently.  Stay  here,  and 
let  aU  this  be  settled ;  and  remember,  Edith, 

name  the  earUest  day  possible — ^airange  with 
Zara  and  Digby.  Theirs  can  take  place  at  the 

same  time." 
Thus  saying,  he  went  out,  and  was  seen  walk- 

ing slowly  to  and  fro  upon  the  terrace,  for  some 
minutes  after.  In  the  meanwhile,  the  war  had 

commenced  between  Mr.  Zachary  Croyland  and 

his  younger  niece.  "  Ah,  Mrs.  Madcap  !*'  he 
exclaimed,  "  so  I  hear  tales  of  you.  The  co- 

quette has  been  caught  at  length !  Tou  are 
going  to  commit  matrimony ;  and  as  birds  of  a 
feather  flock  together,  the  wild  girl  and  the  wild 

boy  must  pair." With  her  usual  light,  graceful  step,  and  with 

her  usual  gay  and  briUiant  smile,  Zara  left  Sir 

Edward  Digby's  side,  and  crossing  over  to  her 
uncle,  rested  both  her  hands  upon  his  aim, 
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while  he  stood  as  erect  and  stiff  as  a  finger  post, 

gazing  down  upon  her  with  a  look  of  sour  fun. 

But  in  Zara's  eyes,  beautiful  and  beaming  as 
they  were,  there  was  a  look  of  deeper  feeling 
than  they  usually  displayed  when  jesting,  as 
was  her  wont,  with  Mr.  Groyland. 

"  Well,  Chit,"  he  said,  "  well,  what  do  you 
want  ? — ^a  new  gown,  or  a  smart  hat,  or  a  riding- 

whip,  with  a  tiger  s  head  in  gold  at  the  top  ?" 
"  No,  my  dear  uncle,"  she  answered,  "  but  I 

want  you  not  to  tease  me,  nor  to  laugh  at  me, 
nor  to  abuse  me,  just  now.  For  once  in  my  life,  I 
feel  that  I  must  be  serious ;  and  I  think  even 

less  teasing  than  ordinary  might  be  too  much 
for  me.  Perhaps,  one  time  or  another,  you  may 

find  out  that  poor  Zara's  coquetry  was  more 
apparent  than  real,  and  that  though  she  had 
an  object,  it  was  a  better  one  than  you,  in  your 

benevolence,  were  disposed  to  think." 
An  unwonted  drop  swam  in  her  eyes  as  she 

spoke ;  and  Mr.  Groyland  gazed  down  upon  her 
tenderly  for  a  moment.  Then  throwing  his  arms 

round  her,  he  kissed  her  cheek — "  I  know  it, 

my  dear,"  he  said — *'  I  know  it.  Edith  has  told 
me  all ;  and  she  who  has  been  a  kind,  good  sis- 

ter, will,  I  am  sure,  be  a  kind,  good  wife.  Here, 

take  her  away,  Digby.    A  better  girl  doesn't 
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liTe,  whatever  I  may  have  said.  The  iroist 

of  it  is,  she  is  a  great  deal  too  good  for  you, 

or  any  other  wild,  harem-scarem  fiollow.  Bat 

stay — ^Btay,"  he  contiiiaed,  as  IMgby  came  fo^ 

ward,  laughing,  and  took  Zara's  hand ;  "  here's 
something  with  her ;  for,  as  I  am  sore  you  iriU 

be  a  couple  of  spendthrifts,  it  is  but  fit  that  you 

should  have  something  to  set  out  upon." 
Mr.  Croyland,  as  he  spoke,  put  his  hand  into 

the  somewhat  wide  and  yawning  pocket  of  his 

broad-taUed  coat,  and  produced  his  pocket-book, 
from  which  he  drew  forth  a  small  slip  of  paper. 

Digby  took  it,  and  looked  at  it,  but  instandy 

held  it  out  again  to  Mr.  Croyland,  saying, 

*'  My  dear  sir,  it  is  quite  unnecessary.  I  claim 
nothing  but  her  hand ;  and  that  is  mine  by 

promises  which  I  hope  will  not  be  Tery  long  ere 

they  are  fulfilled/* 
''  Nonsense,  nonsense !"  cried  Mr.  Croyland, 

putting  away  the  paper  with  the  back  of  bis 

hand ;  '*  did  ever  any  one  see  such  a  fool  ?— >! 
tell  you.  Sir  Edward  Digby,  Fm  as  proud  a  man 

as  you  are ;  and  you  shall  not  marry  my  niece 

without  receiving  the  same  portion  as  her  sister 

possesses.  I  hate  all  eldest  sons,  as  you  well 

know;  and  I  don't  see  why  eldest  daughters 
should  exist  either.    I'll  have  them  all  equal- 
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No  differences  here.  I've  made  up  to  Zara,  the 
disparity  which  one  fool  of  an  uncle  thought  fit 

to  put  between  her  and  Edith.  Such  was  always 

my  intention ;  and  moreover,  let  it  clearly  be 
imderstood,  that  when  you  have  put  this  old 

carrion  under  ground,  what  I  leave  is  to  be 

divided  between  them — all  equal,  all  equal — co- 
heiresses, of  Zachary  Groyland,  Esq.,  surnamed 

the  Nabob,  alias  the  Misanthrope — and  then,  if 
you  like  it,  you  may  each  bear  in  your  arms  a 

crow  rampant,  on  an  escutcheon  of  pretence." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,  my  dear  uncle," 

answered  Edith  Groyland,  while  Zara's  gay 
heart  was  too  full  to  let  her  speak — "  thank  you 
for  such  thoughtof  my  sweet  sister;  for,  indeed, 

to  me,  during  long  years  of  sorrow  and  trouble, 
she  has  been  the  spirit  of  consolation,  comfort, 

strength — even  hope." 
Poor  Zara  was  overpowered  ;  and  she  burst 

into  tears.  It  seemed  as  if  all  the  feehngs, 

which  for  the  sake  of  others  she  had  so  long  sup- 
pressed— all  the  emotions,  anxieties,  and  cares 

which  she  had  conquered  or  treated  lightly,  in 

order  to  give  aid  and  support  to  Edith,  rushed 
upon  her  at  once  in  the  moment  of  joy,  and 
overwhelmed  her. 

"  Why,  what's  the  foolish  girl  crying  about  ?" 
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exclaimed  Mr.  Groyland ;  but  then,  drawing  her 

kindly  to  him,  he  added,  ''  Come,  my  dear,  we 
will  make  a  truce,  upon  the  following  conditions 

— I  wont  tease  you  any  more ;  and  you  shall  do 
everything  I  tell  you.  In  the  first  place,  then, 
wipe  your  eyes,  and  dry  up  your  tears ;  for  if 
Digby  sees  how  red  your  cheeks  can  look,  when 

youVe  been  crying,  he  may  find  out  that  you  are 

not  quite  such  a  Venus  as  he  fancies  just  now — 

There,  go  along!"  and  he  pushed  her  gently 
away  from  him. 

While  this  gayer  conversation  had  been  going 
on  within,  Mr.  Osborn  had  passed  through  the 

glass  doors,  and  was  walking  slowly  up  and 

down  with  Sir  Robert  Groyland.  The  sub- 
ject they  spoke  upon  must  have  been  grave; 

for  there  was  gloom  upon  both  their  bees 
when  they  returned. 

« I  know  it,"  said  Sir  Bobert  Groyland  to  his 
companion  as  they  entered  the  room ;  ''  I  am 
quite  well  aware  of  it ;  it  is  that  which  makes  me 

urge  speed." 
"  If  such  be  your  view,"  replied  Mr.  Osbom, 

'<  you  are  right,  Sir  Bobert ;  and  Heaven  bless 
those  acts,  which  are  done  under  such  impres* 

sions." The  party  in  the  drawing*room  heard  no 
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more ;  and,  notwitstanding  the  kindly  efforts  of 
Mrs.  Barbara,  and  a  thousand  little  impediments, 

\?hich,  "  mth  the  very  best  motives  in  the  world,*' 
she  created  or  discovered,  all  the  arrangements 
for  the  double  marriage  were  made  with  great 

promptitude  and  success.  At  the  end  of  some- 
what less  than  a  fortnight,  without  any  noise 

or  parade,  the  two  sisters  stood  together  at  the 
altar,  and  pledged  their  troth  to  those  they 
truly  loved.  Sir  Bobert  Croyland  seemed  well 

and  happy ;  for  during  the  last  few  days  pre- 
vious to  the  wedding,  both  his  health  and 

spirits  had  apparently  improved.  But,  ere  a 
month  was  over,  both  his  daughters  received 
a  summons  to  return,  as  speedily  as  possible, 
to  Harbourne  House.  They  found  him  on  the 
bed  of  death,  with  his  brother  and  Mr.  Osbom 

sitting  beside  him.  But  their  &ther  greeted 

them  with  a  well-contented  smile,  and  reproved 
their  tears  in  a  very  different  tone  from  that 
which  he  had  been  generally  accustomed  to  use. 

''  My  dear  children,"  he  said,  in  a  feeble  voice, 
**  I  have  often  longed  for  this  hour ;  and  though 
life  has  become  happier  now,  I  have,  for  many 
weeks,  seen  death  approaching,  and  have  seen  it 
without  regret.  I  did  not  think  it  would  have 
been  so  slow ;  and  that  was  the  cause  of  my 
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hurrying  your  marriage;  for  I  longed  to  vit- 
nesa  it  with  my  own  eyes,  yet  was  unwilling  to 

mingle  the  happiness  of  such  a  union,  with  the 

thought  that  it  took  place  while  I  was  in  sick- 
ness and  danger.  My  brother  will  be  a  father 

to  you,  I  am  sure,  when  I  am  gone ;  but  still  it 
is  some  satisfaction  to  know  that  you  have  both 

better  protectors,  even  here  on  earth,  than  he 

or  I  could  be.  I  trust  you  are  happy;  and 

belieye  me,  I  am  not  otherwise — though  lying 

here  with  death  before  me." 

Towards  four  o'clock  on  the  following  day, 
the  windows  of  Harboume  House  were  closed ; 

and,  about  a  week  after,  the  mortal  remains  of 

Sir  Bobert  Croyland  were  conveyed  to  the  fisunily 

vault  in  the  village  church.  Mr.  Croyland  suc- 
ceeded to  the  estates  and  title  of  his  brother ; 

but  he  would  not  quit  the  mansion  which  he 

himself  had  built,  leaving  Mrs.  Barbara,  with  a 
handsome  income,  which  he  secured  to  her,  to 

act  the  Lady  Bountiful  of  Harboume  House. 
The  fiite  of  Edith  and  Zara  we  need  not 

&rther  trace.  It  was  such  as  might  be  ex- 
pected from  the  circumstances  in  which  they 

were  now  placed.  We  will  not  venture  to  say 

that  it  was  purely  happy;  for  when  was  ever 

pure  and  unalloyed  happiness  found  on  earth  ? 
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There  were  cares»  there  were  anxieties,  there  were 

griefs,  from  time  to  time :  for  the  splendid  visions 

of  young  imagination  may  be  prophetic  of  joys 
that  shall  be  ours,  if  we  deserve  them  in  our 

trial  here,  but  are  never  realized  within  the 

walls  of  our  mortal  prison,  and  recede  before  us, 

to  take  their  stand  for  ever  beyond  the  portals  of 

the  tomb.  But  still  they  were  as  happy  as 

human  beings,  perhaps,  ever  were ;  for  no  pe- 

cuUar  pangs  or  suiOferings  were  destined  to  fol- 
low those  which  had  gone  before ;  and  in  their 

domestic  life,  having  chosen  well  and  wisely, 

they  found — as  every  one  will  find,  who  judges 

upon  such  grounds — that  love,  when  it  is  pure« 
and  high,  and  true,  is  a  possession,  to  the 

brightness  of  which  even  hope  can  add  no 

sweetness,  imagination  no  splendour  that  it 
does  not  in  itself  possess. 

The  reader  may  be  inclined  to  ask  the  after 
fate  of  some  of  the  other  characters  mentioned 

in  this  work.  In  regard  to  many  of  them,  I 

must  give  an  unsatisfactory  reply.  What  be- 
came of  most,  indeed,  I  do  not  know.  The 

name  of  Mowle,  the  officer  of  Customs,  is  still 

familiar  to  the  people  of  Hythe  and  its  neigh- 
bourhood. It  is  certain  that  Ramley  and  one 

of  his  sons  were  hanged ;  but  the  rest  of  the 
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records  of  that  respectable  funily  are,  I  fear, 

lost  to  the  pabUc.  Little  Starlight  seems  to 

have  disappeared  from  that  part  of  the  country, 

for  some  time ;  and  in  trath,  I  have  no  certainty 

that  the  TeeU-known  pickpocket.  Night  Bay,  who 
YTSB  transported  to  Botany  Bay,  some  thirty 

years  after  the  period  of  this  tale,  and  uras  shot 

in  an  attempt  to  escape,  'was  the  same  person 
whose  early  career  is  here  recorded.  But  of  one 

thing  the  reader  may  be  perfecdy  certain,  that— 

vrhatever  "was  the  fortune  which  attended  any  of 

the  persons  I  have  mentioned — ^Vrhelher  worldly 
prosperity,  or  temporary  adversity  befel  thenh— 
the  real,  the  solid  good,  the  happiness  of  spinty 

was  awarded  in  exact  proportion  to  each,  as 

their  acts  were  good,  and  their  hearts  were 

pure. 

THE   END. 

T.  €•  SAYill,  Printer,  4,  Chandos  Street,  CO?cnt  Garden. 












